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Sir Patient Fancy. 



PROLOGUE, 



Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 

IE virite not now, as ik' antunt Poets writ. 
For your Applauft of Nature, Sen/t and Wil ; 
But, like good Trade/m^n, ■whafsiit/ajhion vent. 
And cofsen you, to give ye all content. 
True Comedy, writ even in DrydenV Style, 
(fW hardly rai/e your Humours to a Smile. 
* te did his Sovereign Mu/e Ike Scepter fway, 
along with Joy you did true Homage pay : 

. f now, like happy Slates, luxurious grown. 

The Monarch IVit tiujuftlyyou dethrone. 

And a lyranaiek CommoHwealth prefer. 

Where eackfmall Witjlarls up and claims his /hare ; 

And ail th^e Laurels are in pieces torn. 

iVhith did ^er while onefacred Head adorn. 

Nay, even the Women now pretend to reign ; 

Defend us from a Poet Joan again .' 



Aj 



That 



4 PROLOGUE. 

That CongregaHoifs in a hopeful way 

To Heaven J where the Lay'StJlers teach and pray. 

Oh the great Bleffing of a little WU / 

Pve/een an elevatea Poet Jit, 

And hear the Audience laugh and clap, yet fay , 

Gad after ail, Uis a dami^afilly Play : 

He unconcert^d, cries only Is itfo t 

No matter, thefe unwitty things will do. 
When your fine fuflian ufelefs Eloquence 
Serves but to chime afleep a droufy Audience, 
Who at the vafl expence of Wit would treat. 
That might fo cheaply pieafe the Appetite f 
Such homely Fare y 01^ re like to find to night: 
Our Author 

Knows better how to juggle than to write : 
Alas! a Poefs good for nothing now, 
Unlefs he have the knack of conjuring too ; 
For *tis beyond all natutal Senfe to guefs 
How their flrange Miracles were brought topafs. 
Your Prejlo Jack be gone, and come again. 
With all the Hocus Art of Legerdemain ; 
Your dancing Tefler, Nut-meg, and your Cups, 
Out'does your Heroes and you amorous Fops, 
And if tnis chance to pieafe you, by that rule. 
He that writes Wit is much the greater Fool, 



Ura- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



■ Mr. Leigh, 



MEN. 

Sir Patient Fancy ^ an old rich Alder- 
man, and one that fancies himfelf al- 
ways fick, i 

Leander Fancy, his Nephew, in love) w Cm^h^ 
with Lucretia, ] ^^' ^^^^^y- 

Wiitmore, Gallant to the Lady Fancy, \ 
a wild young Fellow of a fmall For- [ Mr. Betterton, 
tune, / 

Lodwick Knawell, Son to the Ladylw_ o^.vt 
Knowell, in love with I/abella, J ^^' '^^''*- 

Sir Credulous Eafy, a fooUfh Devonjhire) j^ «r . 
Knight, defignM to marry Lucretia, J ^^' ^^^^' 

Curry, his Groom, Mr. Richards. 

Roger, Footman to the Lady Fancy, 

Five Do<Slors, Six Servants to Sir Patient, Ballad-Singers 
and Serenaders ; Page to the Lady Knowell, 

WOMEN. 

'^pSt, ^''''^' ^"""^^ ^^"^ '"^ ^'']uts. Currer. 
The Lady Knowell, an affe<5led learned \ 

Woman, Mother to Lodwick and I/a- - Mrs. Gwin, 

bella, ) 

Lucretia, Daughter to the L. Knowell, Mrs. Price, 
JfcdfellcL, Daughter to Sir Patient Fancy, Mrs. Betterton, 
Fanny, a Child of feven Years old, 

Daughter to Sir Patient Fancy, 
Maundy, the Lady Fancy ^ Woman, Mrs. Gibbs, 
Betty, Waiting-woman to I/abella, 

SCENE London^ in two Houfes. 

A3 ACT 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Room. 



Eiifir Lucrelia ivith Ifabella. 

I/ab. BJSSH 1 S much 1 owe to Fontine, my dear 

T Lucretia, for being fo kind to make 

Neighbours, where with Eafe we 

IV continually exchange our Souls 

and Thoughts without the attendance 

of a Coach, and thofe other little Formalities that 

make a Bufmefs of a Vifit ; it looks fo like a Journey, 

I hate it. 

Lucr. Attendance is that Curfe to Greatnefs that con- 
fines the Soul, and fpoils good Humour ; we are free 
whilft thus alone, and can laugh at the abominable Fop- 
peries of this Town. 

If(A. And lament the numberlefs Impertinences where- 
with they continually plague all young Women of Qua- 
lity. 

Lucr. Yet thefe are the precious things our grave Pa- 
rents mil chufe out to make us happy with, and all for a 
filthy Jointure, the undeniable argument for our Slavery 

IJab. Cuftom is unkind to our Sex, not to allow us free 
Choice; but we above all Creatures muA be forced to en- 
dure ihe formal Recommendations of a Parent, and the 
more infupportable AddrefTes of an odious Fop ; whilft 

the obedient Daughter (lands thus with her Hands 

pinn'd before her, a fet Look, few Words, and a Mein 
that cries — Come marry me ; out upon't. 

Lucr. I perceive then, whatever your Father defigns, 
yoti are rcfolv'd to love your own way. 

}fab. 



^ 
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I/ab. Thou mayfl lay lh>[ Maidenhead upon't, and be 
Ture of the Misfortune to win. 

Lucr. My Brother Lodwtci^s like to be a happy Man 
tbcn. 

I/ai. Faith my dear LodioUk or no body in my heart, 
and I hofte thou art as well refolVd for my Coufin Leandtr. 

Lucr. Here's my Hand upon't, 1 am ; yet there's fome- 
IhJng Hicks upon my flomach, which you muft know. 

t/ab. Spare the Relation, for I have obferv'd of late 
your Mother to have order'd her Eyes with fomc foftnefs, 
her Mouth endeavouring to fweeien it felf into Smiles 
and Dimples, as if (he meant to rccal Fifteen again, and 
gave it all to Leander. for at him (he throws her Darts. 

Lhct. Is't pofTible thou flvou'dfl have perceived it al- 

I/ab. Long fince. 

LMcr, And now I begin to love him, 'twould vex me 

to fee my Mother marry him well, 1 Ihall never call 

him Father. 

Ift^. He'll take care to give himfelf a better Title. 

Lucr. This Z^woffjft/W Knight too, who is recommended 
to my Mother as a fit Husband for me, I (hall be fa tor- 
mented with My Brother fwears he's the pertefl, moft 

unfutferable Fool he e\'cr faw ; when he was at my Un- 
cle's lad Summer, he made all his Diverfion. 

i/ah. Prithee let him make ours now, for of all Fops 
your Country Fop is the moll tolerable Animal ; thofe of 
the Town are the mod unmanageable Bealls in Nature. 

Lucr. And are the moft noify, keeping Fops. 

Ifab. Keeping b^ins to be as ridiculous as Matrimony, 
and is a greater Impofition upon the Liberty of Man ; 
the Infolcnce and Expcnce of their MiftrclTcs has almofl 
tir'd out all but the old and doting part of Mankind ; the 
reft begin to know their value, and fet a price upon a 
good Shnpe, a tolerable Face and Mein : — and fomc there 
are who have made excellent Bargains for thenifelves that 
way, and wiH flatter ye and jilt ye an antiquated Lady 
as aitfully as the moft experienc'd Mifs of 'em alL 

Luer, Lord. Lord ! what will this World come to ? 

but this Mother of mine I/al/ella. [-5''>'*J. 

A 4 [f/ai. 
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Ifab. Is difcreei and virtuous enough, a little too af- 
ferfed, as being the mod learned of her Sex. 

Lucr. Meihinks to be read In the Arts, as they call 'em, 
is [he peculiar Province of the other Sex. 

IJab. Indeed the Men would have us think fo, and boafl 
their Learning and Languages ; but if they can find any 
of our Sex fuller of Words, and to fo little purpofe as 
fome of their Gownmen, I'll be content to change my 
Petticoats for Pantaloons, and go to a Grammar- fchool, 

Luer. Oh they're the greaiell Babelards in Nature. 

I/e^. They call us eafy and fond, and charge us with 
all weaknefs ; but look into their Anions of Love, State 
or War, their roughefl bufmefs, and you (hall find 'em 
fway'd by fome who have the luck to find their Foibles ; 
witnefs my Father, a Man reafonable enough, till drawn 
away by doting Love and Religion : what a Monfter my 
young Mother makes of him 1 flntter'd him firft into Ma- 
trimony, and now into what fort of Fool or Bead Ihe 
pleafes to make of him. 

Lucr. I wonder (he does not turn him to Chriftianity ; 
methinks a Conventicle (hould ill agree with her Hu- 

Ifab. Oh, (he finds it the only way to fecure her from 
his Sufpicion, which if (he do not e'er long give him caufe 

for, I am miftaken in her Humour. But fee your 

Mother and my Coufin Leander, who feems, poor man, 
under fome great Condemation, for he looks as gravely 
as a Lay-Elder conduifling his Spoufe from a Sermon. 
Enter L. Knowcl and Leander, 

L. Kno. Oh fy upon't. See Mr. Fancy, where your 
Coufm and my Lucretia are idling; Dii boni, what an in- 
fupportable lofs of lime's this ? 

ttim. Which might be better imployd, if I might in- 
0.m&. 'em. Madam. 

L. Kno. Ay, Mr. Fancy, in confultation with the An- 
tienls,— Oh the delight of Books ! when I was of their 
age, I always imployd my loofer Hours in reading— if 
ferious, 'twas Tacitus, Seneca, PlutarcHs Morals, or h>me 
fuch ufefiil Author ; if in an Humour gay, I was for 
Poetry, Virgil, Homer or Taffo. Oh that Love between 
Rena Ido 
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Senatda and Armiila, Mr. Fancy/ Ah ihe CarelTes thai 
fair Corcereis gave, and received from ihe young Warrior, 
ah how foft, delicate and tender ! Upon my Honour I 
cannot read them in the Excellence of their Original Lan- 
guage, without I know not what Emotions. 

Lean. Methinks 'tis very well in our Mother Tongue, 
Madam. 

L. Kno. O faugh, Mr. Faney, what have you faid, Mo- 
ther Tongue ! Can any thing that's great or moving be 
exprefs'd in filthy £n^rt/ft ?— Ill give you an energetical 
proof, Mr. Fancy \ obferve but divine Homer in the Cre- 

tian Language Toh d' apamibotninous profipki podtis 

eektts Aehitlfus I Ah how it founds J which englilh'd 
dwindles into the mod grating (luff — Then the fwifi-foot 
AchilUi made reply : oh faugh. 

Lmct. So now my Mother's in her right Sphere. 

Z- Ktto. Come, Mr. Fancy, well purfuc our firft de- 
fign of retiring into my Cabinet, ana reading a leaf or 
two in Martial ; \ am a little dull, and wou'd fain laugh. 

Lean. Methinks, Madam, Difcourfe were much better 
with thefe young Ladles. Dear Lncrttia, find fome way 
to releafe me. {Afidt. 

L. Kno. Oh, how I hate the impertinence of Women, 
who for the generality have no other knowledge than that 
of dreffing ; I am uneafy with the unthinking Creatures. 

Lucr. Indeed 'tis much better to be entertaining a young 
Lover a]one ; but iH prevent her, if polTible. \Afi<U. 

L. Kno^ No, I aqi for the fubflantial pleafure of an 
Author. Pkilofopkemur ! is my Motto, — I'm ftrangely 
fond of you Mr. Fancy, for being a Scholar. 

Lean. Who, Madam, I a Scholar? the greatefi Dunce 
in Nature — Malicious Creatures, will you leave me to her 
mercy ? [Tn them afide. 

Lucr. Prithee aflitl him in his roifery, for I am mad, 
and can do nothing towards it. [A/tde. 

I/ab. Who, my Coufin Leander a Scholar, Madam ? 

Lmct. Sure he's too much a Gentleman to be a Scholar. 

Ifab. 1 vow. Madam, he fpells worfe than a Country, 
Farrier when he prefcribes a Drench. 

Lean. Then, Madam, I write the leudcR hand. 

A s l/al: 
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Ifab, Worfe than a Politician or a States-man. 
Lucr, He cannot read it himfelf when he has done. 
Lean, Not a word on't, Madam. 

L. Kno, This agreement to abufc him, I underfland— 

lAfide. 
-Well then, Mr. Fancy, let's to my Cabinet 



your hand. 

Lean, Now fhall I be teas'd unmercifully, — 111 wait 
on you Madam. [Exit Lady, 

Find fome means to redeem me, or I fhall he mad. 

[Exit Lean. 
Enter Lodwick. 

Lod, Hah my dear Ifabella here, and without a Spy ! 
what a bleffed opportunity mud I be forc'd to lofe, for 
there is jufl now arriv'd my Sifter's Lover, whom 1 am 
oblig'd to receive : but if you have a mind to laugh a 
little 

Ifab, Laugh! why are you tum'd Buffoon, Tumbler, 
or Presbyterian Preacher ? 

Lod, No, but there's a Creature below more ridicu- 
lous than either of thefe. 

Lucr, For love's fake what fort of Beaft is that ? 

Lod, Sir Credulous Ea/y, your new Lover juft come 
to town Bag and Baggage, and I was going to acquaint 
my Mother with it. 

J/ab, You'll find her well employ'd with my Coufin 
Leander. 

Lucr, A happy opportunity to free him : but what 
fhall I do now, Brother ? 

Lod, Oh let me alone to ruin him with my Mother : 
get you gone, I think I hear him coming, and this Apart- 
ment is appointed for him. 

Lucr, Prithee haftc then, and free Leander, we'll into 
the Garden, [Exeunt Luc. and Ifab. 

A Chair and a Table. Enter Sir Credulous in a riding 
habit, Curry his Groom carrying a Portmantle, 

Lod. Yes— 'tis the Right Worfhipful, 111 to my Mo- 
ther with the News. [Ex. Lod. 

Sir Cred, Come, undo my Portmantle, and equip mc, 
that I may look like fome bfody before 1 fee the Ladies — 

Curry, 
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Curry, thou ftialt e'en remove now from Groom lo Fool- 
man ; for I'll ne'er keep Horfe nioie, no, nor Mait nei- 
thei, fince my poor CUliaH'% departed this Life. 

Cur. 'Ds diggers. Sir, you have griev"!! enough for 
your Mare in all Confcience ; think of yout MiRrefs now, 
Sir, and think of her no more. 

Sir Crcd. Not think of her \ I Ihall (hink of her whilfl 
I live, poor Fool, that I (hall, Iho I had forty MifbefTes. 

Cur. Nay, to fay troth. Sir, 'twas a good-natur'd civil 
beajl, and fo (he remain'd lo her lall gafp, for Ihe cou'd 
never have left this World in a better time, as the faying 
b, fo near her Journey's End. 

Sir Cred. A civil BeaA ! Why was itcivilly doneof her, 
thinkefl thou, to die at Brtntford, when had (he li\''d till 
to morrow, (he had been converted into Money and have 
been in my Pocket ? for now I am to marry and live in 
Town, ni fell off all my Pads ; poor Fool, I think (he 
e'en died for grief I wou'd bnve fold her. 

Cur. 'Twas unlucky to rcfufe I'arfon Ciijfets Wife's 
Money for her. Sir. 

Sir Cred. Ay, ajid to refufc her another kindnefs loo, 
that (hall be namelcfs which (he offcr'd me, and which 
wou'd have given me good luek in Horfe-flo(h too ; Zoi 
1 was a moded fool, thafs truth on't. 

Cur. Well, well. Sir, her time was come you mull 
think, and we are all mortal as the faying is. 

Sk Cred. Well, 'twas the lovingft Tit :— but Grafs and 
Hay, (he's gone — where be her Shoes, Curry f 

Cur. Here, Sir, her Skin went for good Ale at Ereut- 
fird. [Givei him the Shoe!. 

Sir Cred. Ah, how often has (he carry'd me upon thcfc 
Shoes 10 Mother Jumbles ; thou remember'ft her hand- 
fome Daughter, and what pure Ale (he breVd ; between 
one and t'other my Rent came (hort home there ; but let 
that pafs loo, and hang fotrow, as thou fayfl, I have 
fometning elfe to think on. 

[Taies kis things out, lays them ufion the Table. 



And Curry, ; 
Clemeni's "' 






I dred, ) 



. yoi 



h-yard, to Jack/on ihe Cobler there. 



oSt. 



12 Sir Patient Facy. 

Sir Cred, Yes, and fee how my Whelp proves, I put to 
him lafl Parliament. 

Cur, Yes, Sir. 
Enter Leander, andjlarts back feeing Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred, And ask him what Gamefters come to the 
Ponds now adays, and what good Dogs. 

Cur, Yes, Sir. 

Lean, This is the Bead Lodwick fpoke of ; how cou'd 
I laugh were he defign'd for any but Lucretia / \Afide, 

Sir Cred, And doft hear, ask him if he have not fold 
his own Dog Diver with the white Ear ; if I can purchaie 
him, and my own Dog prove right, I'll be Duke of 
Ducking-Pond ads zoz. 

\Sir Cred. dreffes him/eif. 
Well, I think I fhall be fine anon, he. 

Cur, But zo, zo. Sir, as the faying is, this Suit's a 
little out of fafhion, 'twas made that very year I came to 
your Worlhip, which is five Winters, and as many 
Sunmiers. 

Sir Cred, What then Mun, I never wear it, but when 
I go to be drunk, and give my Voice for a Knight o'th' 
Share, and here at London in Term time, and that but 
eight times in eight Vifits to eight feveral Ladies to whom 
I was recommended. 

Cur, I wonder that amongft eight you got not one. 
Sir. 

Sir Cred, Eight ! Zoz I had Eight-fcore, Mun ; but the 
Devil was in 'em, they were all fo forward, that before I 
cou d feal and deliver, whip quoth JethrOy they were ei- 
ther all married to fome body elfe, or run quite away ; fo 
that I am refolv'd if this fame Lucretia prove not right, 
111 e'en forfwear this Town and all their falfe Wares, a- 
mongfl which, zoz I believe they vent as many falfe 
Wives as any Metropolitan in Chriftendom, I'll fay that 

for't, and a Fiddle for't, i'faith : come give me my 

Watch out, — fo, my Diamond Rings too : fo, I think I 
(hall appear pretty well all together, Curry y hah. 

Lean, Like fomething monflroufly ridiculous, III be 
fwom. \Afide, 

Cur, 
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Cur. Here's your Purfe of broad Cold, Sir, that your 
Crandmolber gave yaa to go a wooing withal, 1 mean to 
(hew, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Ay, for (he charg'd me never to part with 
it[ — fo, now for the Ladies. [Skatis his Ribbons. 

Lod. Ltander, what mak'ft thou here, like a Holy-day 
Fool gaiing at a Monller? 

Enter Lod wick. 

Lean. And one I hope I have no great reafon to fear. 

LoH. I am of thy opinion ; away, my Mother's coming ; 

lake this opportunity with my Siller, (he's i'tb Garden, 

and let me alone with this Fool, for an Entertainment 

that (hall (hew him all at once: away— \Exit Lean. 

[Lod. goei in to Sir Cred, 

Sir Cred. Lodwick, my dear Friend ! and little Spark 

of Ingenuity Zoz Man,rmbut juft come to Town. 

\Embrace. 

Led. Tis a joyful hearing, Sir. 

Sir Cred, Not fo joyful neither. Sir, when you (hall 
know poor GUliatis dead, my little grey Mare ; thou 
knew'ft her, mun : Zoz 'ihas made me as melancholy as 
the Drone of a Lancq/kire Bag-pipe. But let that pafa ; 
and now we talk of my Mare, Zoz I long to fee this 
Sifter of thine. 

Lifd. Shell be with you prefently. Sir Credulous. 

Sit Crtd. But hark ye, Zoz, I have been fo often fob'd 
off in thefe matters, that between you and I, Lodwick, if 
I thought I (hou'd not have her, Zoz, I'd ne'er lofe pre- 
cious time about her, 

Lod. Right, Sir ; and to fay truth, thefe Women have 
fo much Contradiflion in 'em, that 'tis ten to one but a 
Man fails in the Art of pleafmg. 

Sir Cred. Why, there s it ;— therefore prithee dear Lod- 
wii-Aiell meafewof thy Sifter's Humors, and if I fail,— 
then hang me Ladies at your Door, as the Song fays. 

Lad. Why faith (he has many odd Humors hard enough 
to hit. 

Sir Cred. Zoz let 'em be as hard as Heraihs his Labors 
in the Vale of Bajfi, I'll not bi: frighted from attempting 
her. 
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Lod, Why, (he's one of thofe fantailick Creatures that 
mufl be courted her own way. 

Sir Cred. Why let's hear her way. 

Lod, She mufl be furpriz'd with ftrange Extravagancies 
wholly out of the Road and Method of common Court- 
(hip. 

Sir Cred, Shaw, is that all ? Zoz I'm the bed in Chrif- 

tendom at your out-pf-tbe-way bus'nefles. Now do I 

find the Reafon of all my ill Succefs ; for I us'd one and 
the fame method to all I courted, whatever their Humors 
were ; hark ye, prithee give me a hint or two, and let 
me alone to manz^e Matters. 

Lod. I have juft now thought of a way that cannot but 
•take 

Sir Cred, Zoz, out with it Man. 

Lod, Why, what if you fhould reprefent a dumb Am- 
bafTador from the blind God of Love. 

Sir Cred. How, a dumb Ambaffador ? Zoz Man, how 
Khali I deliver my EmbafTy then, and tell her how much I 

love her ? belides, I had a pure Speech or two ready 

by heart, and that will be quite loft, \Afide, 

Lod, Fy, fy ! how dull you are ! why, you (hall do 
it by Signs, and I'll be your Interpreter. 

Sir Cred. WTiy faith this will be pure ; I underftand you 

now Zoz, I am old excellent at Signs ; 1 vow this will 

be rare. 

Lod, It w^ill not fail to do your bufinefs, if well ma- 
nag'd — but ftay, here's my Sifter, on your life not a 
fyUable. 

Enter Lean. Lucr. and I fab. 

Sir Cred, 111 be rackt firft, Mum budget, prithee 

prefent me, I long to be at it, fure. 

\He falls back, tnaking Faces and Grimaces, 

Lod, Sifter, I here prefent you with a worthy Knight, 
ftruck dumb with admiration of your Beauty ; but that's all 
one, he is emplo/d Envoy Extraordinary from the blind 
God of Love : and fmce, like his young M after, he muft 
be defective in one of his Senfes, he chofe rather to be 
dumb than blind. 

Lucr, 1 hope the fmall Deity is in good Health, Sir } 

Ifab. 
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Ifah. And his Miftrefs P/yciu, Sir ? 

\He/mifei and boivs, and mates Signs. 

Cod. He fays that I'fyche has been fide of late, but 
famewhat recovered, ajid has fent you for a Token a pair 
of Jet Bracelets, and a Cambrick Handkerchief of her 
uwn fpinning, with a Sentence wrought in't, Heart in 
hand, al Ihy command.. [Leaking every word upon Sir 
Crcdiilous as ke makes figns. 

Sir Cred. Zoz, Lod-mick, what do you mean? I'm the 
Son of an Egyfilian if I undcHland thee. 

{Puliskim, he makis/igns to him to hold his peace. 

Lod. Come, Sir, the Tokens, produce, produce 

[He /alls back making damnable Jigns. 

How ! Faith I'm forry for that with all mj' heart, he 

fays, being fomcwhat put to't on his Journey, he was 
forced to pawn the Bracelets for half a Crown, and the 
Handkerchief he gave his Landlady on the Road for a 

Kindnefs received, this 'tis when People will be 

fooling 

Sir Cred. Why, the Devil's in this Lodwick. for miRak- 
ing my Signs thus : hang me if ever 1 thought of Braco- 
lels or a Handkerchief, or ever received a Civihty from 
any Woman Breatliing, is he bewicht Irow? [Afide. 

Lean. Lodmici, you are miftakcn in the Knight's mean- 
ing all this while. Look on him. Sir, do not you 

gucfs from that Look, and wr>ing of his Mouth, thai 
you miftook the Bracelets for Diamond Rings, which he 
humbly begs. Madam, j-ou would grace with your fair 
Hand? 

Lod. Ah, now 1 perceive il plain. 

Sir Cred. A Pox of his Compliment, Why this is 

wcrfe than fothcr, What (hall I do in this cafe? — 

(hould I fpeak and undeceive them, they would fwear 
'twere to fave my Jems : and to part with 'cm — Zo«, 

how fimpiy Ihould I look ! but hang't, when I have 

married her, they are my own again. 

[Gives the Rings, falls back into Grimaces. 
Lcander wki/fiers to Lodwick. 

Lod. Enough^Then Siller, (he has fent you a Purfe of 
Icr own knitting full of Broad Hold. 




Lod. Which, Siller, faith you muft accept of, you fee 
by that Grimace how much 'iwill grieve him elfe. 

Sir Crtd. A pretty civil way this to rob a Man. — Why, 
Loiarick, — why what a Pox will they have no mercy? — 
Zoi, 111 fee how far Iheyll drive the Jeft. 

\Grves the Gold and bows, and /crapes andfcrrws. 

Lod. Say you fo. Sir ? well I'll fee what may be done. 
— Sifler, behold him, and take pity on him ; he has but 
one more humble requell to make you, 'tis to receive a 
Gold Watch which he defigns you from himfclf. 

Sir Cred. Why, how long has this Fellow been a Con- 
jurer ? for he does deal with the Devil, that's certain, — 
Lodwick [Fulls him. 

Lod. Ay do, fpeak and fpoil all, do. 

Sir Cr/d. Speak and fpoil all, quoth he ! and the 
Duce lake me if 1 am not nrovok'd to't ; why how the 
Devil fhould he light (lap-daln, as they fay, upon every 
thing thus ? Well, Zoi, I'm reiblv'd to give it her, ana 
Oiame her if (he have any Confcience in her. 

[Gives kU Watch with pitiful Grimaees. 

Led. Now, Sitter, you mull know there's a Miflery in 
this Watch, 'tis a kind of Hieri^lyphick that will inflrufl 
you how a Married Woman of your Quality ought to 
live. 

Sir Cred. How, my Watch Myfleries and Hierogly- 
phicks I the Devil take mc, if I knew of any fuch Virtues 
It had. \Th^ are all looking on the Watch. 

Lod, Beginning at Eight, from which down to Twelve 
you ought to imploy in drcOing, till Two at Dinner, till 
Five in Vifits, tiCl Seven at the Play, till Nine i'th' Park, 
Ten at Supper with your Lover, if your Husband be not 
. at home, or keep his diftance, which he's too well bred 
not to do ; Chen from Ten to Twelve are the happy Hours 
the Bergere, thofe of iniirc Enjoyment 

Sir Cred. Say you fo? hang me if I fhall not go near 
lo think I may chance to be a Cuckold by ihe (hift. 

f/at>. Well, Sir, what miifl (he dn from Twelve till 
Fighl again ? 

/.»d. 
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Lod. Oh ! thofeuv the dull Conjugal Hours for fleeping 
with her own Husband, and dreaming of Joys her abfent 
l^ver alone can give her. 

Sir Crtd. Nay an fhe be for Sleeping, Zoi, 1 am as 
good at that as Ihe can be for her Heart ; or Snoring 
either. 

Lod. But I have done ; Sir Credulous has a dumb Ora- 
tion to make you by way of farther Explanation. 

Sir Cred. A dumo Oration ! Now do I know no more 
how to Ibealc a dumb Speech than a Dog. 

Luc. Oh I love that lort ofEloquence extremely. 

Lod. t told you this would take her, 

Sir Cred. Nay, 1 know your fdent Speeches are incom- 
parable, and I have fuch a Speech in my Head. 

Lod. Your Poftures, your Poftures, begin, Sir. 

\He puts kimfel/ into a ready Pojlure as i/k* 
would Jpeak, but only amkts Faces. 
Enter Page. 

Pag. Sir, my Lady defiresto fpeakwith you. [To Lean. 

Z#a/». n\ wait on her, a Devil on't. 

Pag. I have command to bring you Sir, inftanlly. 

Lean. This is ill luck. Madam, 1 cannot fee the Farce 
out; 111 wait on you as foon as my good Fortune will 
permit me, {Exit. 

Lite. He's going to my Mother, dear I/abella, let's go 
and hinder their Difcourfc : Farewel, Sir Ainbaflador, 
pray remember us to P/yche, not forgetting the little blind 
Archer, ha, ha, ha. [Ex. laughing. 

Sir Cred. So. I have undone all, they are both gone, 
flown I proted ; why what a Devil ail'd 'em ? Now have 
been dumb all this while to no purpofe, you too never 
told her my meaning right ; as I hope lo breathe, had any 
but yourfetf done this, I (hould have Iwom by HelicOK 
and all the reft of the Devils, you had had a defign to have 
abus'd me, and cheated me ddTall my Moveables too, 

Lod. What a hopeful Projefi was here defeated by my 
miltake t but courage, Sir Credulous, I't! put you in a 
way (hall fetch ail about again. 

Sir Cred. Say you fo '! ah dear LodwiU; let me hear it. 
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Lod. Why, you (hall this Night give your Miflrcfs a 
Serenade. 

Sir Cred. How ! a Serenade ! 

I.od. Vcs, but it mull be perfonn'd after an extrava- 
gant manner, none of your dull amorous Night-walking 
Noifes fo familiar in this Town ; Lucretta loves nothing 
but what's great and extravagant, and paOes the reach of 
vulgar practice. 

Sit Crtd. What think you of a filcnl Serenade ? Zot. 
fay but the word and it mall b« done Man, let me alone 
for Frolicks, ifaiih. 

Lod. A filent one ! no, that's to wear a good humour 
to the Stumps ; 1 wou'd have this want for no Noife ; the 
extremes of thefe two Addreffes will fel off one another. 

Sir Crtd. Say you fo ? what think you then of the Bag- 
pipe, Tongs, and Grid-iron, Cat-calls, and loud-founding 

Lod. Naught, naught, and of known ufc ; you might 
as well treat her with Viols and Flute-doux, which were 
enough to difoblige her for ever. 

Sir Cred. Why, what think you then of the King of 
Bantan^i own Mufick ? 

Lod. How! the King o( BaHtam's Mufick? 

Sir CfVi/, Ay, Sir, the King of Banfiim's : a Friend of 
mine had a Prefcnt fent him from thence, a moft unheard 
of curiofity 111 affute you. 

Lod. That, that by all means, Sir, 

Sir Cred. Well, 111 go borrow 'em prefenlly. 

Lod. You mud provide your feif of a Song. 

Sir Cred, A Song ! hang't, 'tis but rummaging the Play- 
Books, dealing thence is lawful Priie Well, Sir your 

Servant. [£>//. 

Enfifr Leander. 

Led. 1 hope 'twill be ridiculous enough, and then the 
Devil's {n't if it do not his Bufinefs with my Mother, for 
(he hates all impertinent Noifes but what (he makes bcr- 
felf. She's now going to make a Vifit lo your Uncle, pur- 
pofely lo give me an opportunity to Ifabilla. 
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Leait. And I'm ingag'd to wait on her thither, (he 
deligns to carry the Fiddles too ; he's mad enough al- 
ready, but fuch a Vifit will tit him for Bedlam. 

Lid. No matter, for you have all a teud Hand with 
turn ; between his continual imaginary Sickncfs, and per- 
petual Phytic, a Man might take more Pleafure in an Hof- 
pital What the Devil did he marry a young Wife for? 
and they fay a handfome Creature too. 

L^an. To keep up his Title of Cuckold I think, for 
(he has Beauty enough for Temptation, and no doubt 
nukes the right ufe on't : wou'd 1 cou'd know it, that 1 
nught prevent her cheating my Uncle longer to my 
undoing. 

Lad. She'll be cunning enough for that, if (he have 
Wit : but now thou talk'ft of Intrigues, when didft fee 
Witmore ? that Rogue has fome lucky Haunt which we 
muH find oul But my Mother exoefls your atten- 
dance; m go feck my Sifter, and make all the Intereft 
there I can for you, whilft you pay me in the fame Coin 
I u Ifabeila. AiUeu. 
^^^K Ltan. Trull my Friendlhip. — \Ex. /everally. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 
A Garden. 



Enter Lady Fancy. Wiitmore, and Maundy. 
Wit. r? Nough, my charming Miflrefs, you've fet my 
XL, Soul at Peace, and ehaPd away Ihofe Fears 
and Dt)ubts my Jealoufy created there. 

MauH. Mr. Wittmoris fatisfyd of your Conflancy, Ma- 
dam J tho had I been your Ladyfhip, I (hould have given 
■ 'm a more fubftaniial Proof, which you might yet do, if 
, ju wou'd make a handfome ufe of your time. 

WU. Maundy advifes well ; my dearell, let's withdraw 
to yonder Covert Arbour, whofe kind Shades will 
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a Happinefs that Gods might envy. 

[Offers to lead her out. 

L. Fa*. 1 dare not for the world. Sir Patient is now 
alleep, and 'tis to ihofe few Minutes we are oblig'd for 
this Enjoyment, which (hou'd Love make us transgrefs, 
and he Ihou'd wake and furpriie us, we are undone for 
ever : no, lei us employ this little time we have in con- 
fulting how we may be often happy, and fecurely fo : Oh 
how I languilh for the dear opportunity ! 

Wit. And cou'd you guefs what Tonnents I have fuffer'd 
in thefe few fatal Months that have divided us, thou 
wou'dft pity me. 

L. /^iM.— But to our Bufinefs ; for Iho I am yet unfu- 
fpefled by my Husband. I am eternally plagu'd with his 
Company ; he's fo fond of me, he fcarce gives mc time to 
write to thee, he waits on me from room to room, hands 
me in the Garden, Ihoulders me in the Balcony, nay does 
the office of my Women, dreffes and undreffcs me, and 
docs fo fmirk at his handywork ; in fine, dear Witimorc, 
I am impatient till 1 can have lefs of his Company, and 
more of thine. 

Wit. Docs he never go out of Town ? 

L. Fan. Never without me. 

Wit. Nor to Church ? 

L, Fan. To a Meeting-houfe you mean, and then too 
carries mc, and is as vainly proud of me as of his rebel- 
lious Opinion, for his Religion means nothing but that, 
and Contradiiflion ; which I feem to like too, fmce 'tis 
the bell Cloke I can put on to cheat him with. 

Wit. Right, my fair Hypocrite. 

L. Fan. But dear Wittmore, there's nothing fo comical 
as to hear me cant, and even cheat thofe Knaves, the 
Preachers thcmfelves, that delude the ignorant Rabble, 

Wit. What Miracles cannot your Eyes and Tongue 
perform! 

L. Fan. Judge what a fine Life I lead the while, to be 
fel up with an old formal doting fick Husband, and a 
Herd of fnivelling grinning Hypocrites, that call thcm- 
felves the teaching Sajnts ; who under pretence of fecuring 
me to the number of their Flock, do fo Ineer upion me, 
pat 
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pal my Breafts, and ciy fie, fie upon this faftiion of tempt- 
ing Nakedncfs. [ Tkro {He No/e. 

iVii. Dear Creature, how eou'd we laugh at thy new 
way of living, liad we bul fome Minutes allow'd us to en- 
joy that Plcafure alone. 

L. Fan. Think, dear IViltmare think, Maundy and I 
have thought over all our Devices to no puipofe. 

Wit. Pox on't I'm the dulled Dog at plotting, ihintdng, 
in the world ; 1 fhould have made a damnable ill Town 
Poet : Has he quite left off going to the Change ? 

L. Fan. Oh, he's grown eautioully rich, and will ven- 
ture none of Ws fubftantial Stock in ttanfitoty Traffick. 

Wil. Has he no mutinous Cabal, nor Coffec-honfes, 
where he goes religioufly to confult the Welfare of the 
Nation ? 

L. Fan. His Imagin'd Sicknefs has made this their Ren- 
dcvom. 

WU. When he goes to his blind Devotion, cannot you 
pretend to be fick? that may give us at leaA two or three 

>portunities to begin with. 

L. Fan. Oh ! then 1 fhould be plagu'd with continual 
Phyfick and Extempore Prayers till I were lick indeed. 

Wit. Damn the humorous Coxcomb and all his Family, 
vhai (hall we do ? 

L. Fan. Not all, for he has a Daughter that has good 

umour. Wit, and Beauty enongh to fave her,— (lay — 
that has jogg'd a Thought, as the Learned fay, which 
mud jog on, till the motion have produc'd fomething 

wonh my thinking. 

Enter Roger runitiag. 

Maun. Ad's me here's danger near, our Scout comes 
in fuch bade. 

L. Fan. Roger, what's the matter? 

Rog. My Mader, Madam, is rifen from deep, and is come 
is to the Garden, See, Madam, he's here. 

L. Fait. What an unlucky Accident was this 7 

Wit. Whatftall I do.'tis too laieloobfcure my felf? 

L. Fan. He fees you already, thro the Trees, — here — 
keep your didance, your Hat underyour Arm ; fo, be very 
'Ceremonious, whild I fettle a demure Countenance. 
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Maun. Well, there never came good of Lovers that 
were given to loo much talking ; had you been filenily 
kind ajl this while, you had been willing to have parted 
by this time. 

Enter Sir Patient in a Nigkt-Ccitm, reading a Bill. 

Sir Fat. Hum,— Twelve Purges for this prefent 7anM- 

ary as I take it, good Mr. Doflor, I took but Ten in 

aiPecfmier.—By this Rule I am ficker this Month, than 
I was the lall-^And good Mailer Apothecary, methinks 
your Prizes are fomewhaC too high : at this rate no body 
wou'd be fick, — Here, Roger, fee it paid however, — 
Ha, hum. \Stes 'em, and Jlarts dad.] What's here, 
my Lady Wife entertaining a leud Fellow of the Town ? 
a flanting Cap and Feather Blade. 

L. Juiri. Sir Patient cannot now be fpoken with. But, 
Sir, that which Iwasgoingjullnowtofay to you, was, that 
it would be very convenient in my opinion to make your 
Addreffes to Ifabella, — 'twill give us opportunities. ^Afuie.y 
We Ladies love no Impofition ; this is Counfel my Muf- 
band perhaps will not like, but I wouid have all Women 

chufe their Man, as I have done, ray dear WUmore. 

[Afidt. 

Sir Pat. I profefs ingenuoufly an eicellent good Lady 
this of mine, Iho I do not like her Counfel to the young 
Man, who I perceive would be a Suitor to my Daughter 
I/abella. 

Wit. Madam, fhould I follow my inclinations, I 

(hould pay my Vows no where but there, but I am 

inform'ci Sir Patient is a Man fo pofitively rcfolv'd. 

L. Fan. That you (hould love his Wife. [Aftde. 

Wit. And ni comply with that Refolve of his, and 
neither love nor many Ifabella, without his Permiflion ; 
and I doubt not but I thall by my Refpeifts to him gain 
his Confent,— to cuckold him. \AJide. 

Sir Pat. I profefs ingenuoufly, a very difcreet young 
Man, 

Wit. But, Madam, when may I promife my felf the 
fatisfafUon of coming again ? For 1 m impatient for the 
Sigh! and Enjoyment of the fair Perfon 1 love. 

L. Fan. 
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lay come at night, and fomething I 
wiu <ia oy mat time Ihall certainly give you that accefs 
you with for. 

IVi/. May 1 depend upon that Happinefs? 

L. Fan. Oh, doubt not my power over Sir Patient. 

Sir Pat. My Lady Fancy, you promife largely. 

L. FiiJt. Sir Patient here ! 

Wit. A Devil on him, wou'd I were well off : now 
muft I diffemble, profefs, and lye mod confoundedly. 

Sir Pal. Your Servant, Sir, your Ser\'anl. My Lady 

Fanty., your Ladyfhip is well entertain'd I fee ; have a care 
you make me not jealous, my Lady Fancy. 

h. Fait. Indeed I have given you caufe, SAt Patient, 
for I have beeD entertaining a Lover, and one you mull 
admit of too. 

Sir Pal. Say ye fo, my Lady Fancy f Well, Sir, 

I am a Man of Rcafon, and if you Ihew me good eaufes 
why, can bid you welcome, for I do nothing without Rca- 
fon and Precaution. 

WH. Sir I have. 

Sii Pal. I know what you wou'd fay, Sir; few Words 

denoteth a Wife Head, you wou'd fay that you have 

an Ambition to be my Son-in-Law. 

IVie. You guefs moft right. Sir. 

Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, I'U warrant I'll read a Man as well 
u the bell, I have fludied it 

Wit. Now Invention, help me or never. 

Sir Pat. Your Name 1 pray ? [Putting off hit Hat 

Wit. Fainlove, Sir. gravely at every Word. 

Sir Pal. Good Mr. Fainlove, your Country ? 

WU. Vort/hire, Sir. 

Sir P^. What, not Mr. Fainlove'& Son of Yorkjkire, 
who was knighted in the good days of the late Lord Pro- 
leaor? [Off his Hal. 

Wit. The fame. Sir. 1 am in, but how to come 

off a^ain the Devil take me if I know. [A/ide. 

Sir Pat. Me was a Man of admirable parts, believe me, 

a notable Head piece, a publick-fpirited Perfon, and a 

good Commonweaiths-inan, that he was, on my word.— 

V Your Eftate, Sir, I pray ? 

' Wit. 
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IVii. I have not impair'd it Sir, and I j 
know its value :— For I am a Dog if 1 do. [AJidr. 

Sir Pat. O' my Word 'lis then cotifiderable, Sir ; for 
he left but one Son, and fourteen hundred Pounds ptr 
Annum, as I take it : which Son, I hear, is lately come 
from Geneva, whither he was fenl for virtuous Educa- 
tion. 1 am glad of your Arrival, Sir, Your Religion, 

I pray? 

IVit. You cannot doubt my Principles, Sir, fince edu- 
cated at Geneva. 

Sir Pat. Your Father was a difcreet Man : ah Mr. Fain- 
love, he and I have feen better days, and wilh'd we cou'd 
have forefeen thefe that are arriv'd, 

IVit. That he might have tum'd honeft in lime, he 
means, before he had purchas'd Biihops Lands. 

Sir Pat. Sir, you have no Place, Office, Depcndance 
or Attendance at Court, I hope? 

WiV, None Sir, — Wou'd I had — fo you were hang'd. 

L. Fan. Nay, Sir, you may believe, I knew his Ca- 
pacities and Abilities before I would encourage his Ad- 
drefTes. 

Sir Pnl. My Lady Fancy, you are a difcreet Lady ; — 
Well, I'd marry her out of hand, to prevent Mr, Lodwici^& 
hopes : for tho the young man may deferve well, that 
Mother of his I'll have nothing to do with, fmce (he 
lefufed to marry my Nephew. \Aftdt. 

Enter Fanny. 

Fan. Sir, Father, here's my Lady Knewell, and her 
Family come to fee you. 

Sir Pat. How ! her whole Family ! I am come to keep 
open Houfe ; very fine, her whole Family ! (he's P!ag\ie 

enough to mortify any good Chriftian, Tell her, my 

Lady and I am gone forth ; tell her any thing to keep 
her away. 

Fan. Shou'd I teU a lye. Sir Father, and to a Lady of 
her Quality ? 

Sir Pal. Her Quality and (he are a Couple of Imperti- 
nent things, which are \eiy troublcfome, and not to be 
indtir'd I taiie it. 
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Fan. Sir, we Ihou'd bear with things we do not love 
fometimes, 'tis a fort of Trial, Sir, a kind of Mortifica- 
tion lit for a good ChrifliaiL 

Sir J'ai. (Why, what a notable talking Baggage is this I 
How came you by this Doclrine ? 

F'tiH. I remember. Sir, you preach'd it once to my 
Sifter, when the old Alderman was the Text, whom you 
exhorted her to many, but the wicked Creature made ill 
ufe on'L 

Sir Pal, Go your way for a prating Hufwife, go, and 

call your Sifler hither. [Exit Fanny.] Well, I'm 

refolv'd to leave this Town, nay, and the World too, 
rather than be lormcnled thus. 

L. Fau. What's the mattet, Dear, thou doft fo fret thy 
felf? 

Sir Pa/. The matter ! my Houfe, my Houfc is befieged 
with Impertinence ; the intolerable Lady, Madam Jia- 
mtiHee, that walking Library of profane Books is come to 
tifiime. 

L. Fan. My Lady Ktwwdlt 

Sir Pat. Yes, that Lady of eternal Noife and hard 
Words. 

L. Fan. Indeed 'tis with pain I am obUg'd to be civil 
to her, but I confider her Quality, her Husband was 
too an Alderman, your Friend, and a great Ay and No 
Man in th' City, and a painful Promoter of the good 
Caufe. 

Sir Pat. But (he's a Fop, my Lady Fancy, and ever 
was fo, an idie conceited Ihe Fop ; and has Vanity and 
Tongue enough to debauch any Nation under civil Go- 
vernment ; but. Patience, thou art a Virtue, and AfBirtion 

will co0ie, Ah, I'm very Tick, alas, I have not long 

to dwell amongft the Wicked, Oh, oh. Roger, is the 

DoAor coroe ? 

Enter Roger. 

Rog. No, Sir, but he has fent you a fmall draught of 
a Pint, which you are lo take, and move upon't. 

Sir Pat. Ah, Weil, I'll in and take it ; Ah— 

Sir, I crave yonr Patience for a moment, for I defign you 

fiiall fee my Daughter, 111 not make long work on't, Sir : 

B alas 
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alas I would difpofe of her before 1 die : Ahj^ITl bring 
her to you, Sir, Ah, Ah. [Go^t out ■with Roger. 

L. Fim, He's always thus when viiited, to fave Charges, 
— But how, dear Wittmore, cam'fl thou to think of a 
Name and Country fo readily? 

Wit. Egad I was at the height of my Invention, and 
the Alderman civilly and kindly affided me with Ihe reft ; 
but how to undeceive him 

L. Fan. Take no care for that, in the mean time youll 
be ihreudiy hurt lo have the way laid open to our Enjoy- 
ment, and that by my Husband's procurement too ; But 
lake heed, dear IVittmore, whilft you only defign to feign 
a Courtihip, you do it not in good cameft. 

IVit. Unkind Creature ! 

L. Fart, I would not have you endanger her Heart 
neither : for thou haft Charms will do't. — Prithee do not 
put on thy bed Looks, nor fpeak thy fofieft Language ; 
for if thou doft, thou canft not fail to undo her. 

H'it. Well, my pretty Flatterer, to free her Heart and 
thy Sufpicions, I'll make fuch aukard Love as (hall per- 
fuade her, however Ihe chance to Uke my Perfon, to think 
motl leudly of my Parts, -But 'tis fit I take my leave, 
for if Lod'wick or Leandtr fee me here, all will be ruin'd ; 
death I had forgot that. 

L. Fan. Leandtr'^ (ctdom at home, and you mull 
time your Vifits : but fee Sir Patient's retum'd, and with 
him your new Miftrefs. 

Enter Sir Patient and Isabella. 

Sit Fai. Here's my Daughter J/alidla, Mr. Fainlovt: 
(hell ferve for a Wife, Sir, as limes go ; but I hope you 

are none of ihofe. Sweet-haart, this Gentleman I 

have defign'd you, he's rich and young, and I am old 
and fickly, and juA going out of the World, and would 
gladly fee thee in fafe Hands. 

Maun. He has been juft going this twenty Years. \AJtiU. 

Sir Pat. Therefore I command you to receive the 
tenders of his Affe^ion. 

Enter Faimy. 

Fan. Sir Father, my Lady KnowelPs in the Garden. 

L, Fan. My Dear, we mud go meet her in decency. 
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Sir Fat. A hard cafe, a Man c; 



nnot be fick in quiet. 
LedwUk I Heaven for- 



»ue 



» 
N 



fib. A Husband, and that n 

Wit. Now Fopjwry aflift to make me very riiiicufo 
Death flic's very pretty and inviting ; what an inrenfible 
Dog Ihall I be counted to refiife the Enjoyment of fo 
fair, fo new a Creature, and who is like to be thrown 

into my Arms too whether I will or not? but Con- 

fcience and my Vows to the fair Mother ; No, 1 will be 

honefl. Madam, as Gad (hall fave me, I'm the 

Son of a Whore, if you are not the moft Belle Perfon 
I ever faw, and if 1 be not damnably in love with you ; 
but ajpox take all tedious Court ihip, I have a free-bom 
and generous Spirit ; and as I hate being confin'd to dull 
Crii^ng, Whining, Flattering, and the Devil and all of 
Foppery, fo when I give an Heart, I'm an Infidel, Madam, 
if 1 do not love to do't frankly and quickly, that thereby 
I may oblige the beautiful Receiver of my Vows, Pro- 
teftations, Paifions, and Inclination. 

IJab. You're wonderful ingaging. Sir, and I were an 
Ingrate not to facilitate a return for the Honour you are 
pleas'd to do me. 

Wit. Upon my Reputation, Madam, you're a civil 
weli-bred Perfon, you have all the Agreemony of your 
Sex, la btlle TaiUe, la botiMe Mine, fif Heparteci bict, and 
are tout oure toori, as I'm a Gentleman, fort a^ecabh. — 
If this do not pleafe your Lady, and naufeate her, the 

Devil's in 'em both for unreafonable Women. 

{To Maund, 

Fan, Gemini, Silter, does the Gentleman conjure? 

Jfab. I know not, but I'm fure I never faw a more 
affected Fop. 

Maun, O a damnable impertinent Fop ! 'tis pity, for 
he's a proper Gentleman. 

Wit. Well, if I do hold out. Egad I (hall be the braveft 
young Fellow in Chriflendom : Bui, Madam, I mull 
kifs your Hand at prefent, I have fome Vifits to make, 
Devoire lo pay, necelTities of Gallantry only, no Love 
Engagement by Jovi, Madam ; it is sufficient 1 have given 
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my Parole to your Father, to do him the honour of my 
AUiance ; and an unneceffary Jealoufy will but difoblige. 

Madam, your Slave. Death, thefe Rogues fee me, 

and I'm undone. [£xii. 

EnUr Lady Fancy, Lady Knowell, Sir Credulous and 
Lucretia, ixiith other Women and Men. 

L. Know. J/abella, your Servant, Madam ; being fen- 
fible of the irfociable and folitary Life you lead, I have 
brought my whole Family to wait on your Ladylhip, and 
this my Son in Futuro, to Idfs your Hands, 1 befeech your 
X«kdyfhip to know him for your humble Servant : my Son 
and your Nephew, Madam, are coming with the Mufick 
too, we mean to pafs the whole Day with your Lady- 

fliip : and fee they are here. 

£«/«rLodwickj*«//i«f j« Wiltmore, Leander ivith them. 

Lod, Nay, fmce we have met thee fo luckily, you mull 
back with us. 

Wit. Vou muft excufe me. Gentlemen. 

Lad, Well (hew you two or three fine Women. 

Wit. Death, thefe Rogues will ruin me but I have 

Bufmefs, Gentlemen, that 

Lean. That muft not hinder you from doing Deeds of 
Charity ; we are all come to teeze my Uncle, and yoti 

muft affift at fo good a Work ; come, gad thou (halt 

make love to my Aunt. I wou'd he wou'd effec- 
tually. \A/ide, 

Lod. Now 1 think on't, what the Devil doft thou do 
here? 

Wit. Here ! oh Sir 1 have a defign upon the Al- 
derman. 

Lod. Upon his handfome Wife thou meaneft ; ah 

Wit. Faith no, — a — 'tis to — borrow Mony of him ; 
and as 1 take It Gentlemen, you arc not fit Perfons for a 
Man of Credit to be feen with, 1 pafs for a graver Man. 

Lad. Well, Sir, lake your Courfe ^but egad hell 

fooner lend thee his Wife than his Money. 

\Exit Wittmore, 
Lean. Aunt, I have taken the boldnefs to bring a Gen- 
tleman of my acquaintance to kifs your Ladyfhlp's Hands. 
Lod. 
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Lod. Thy Aunt !— death, flic's very handfome.^Ma- 
dam, your mod humble Servant. \KiJfcs the L. Fan, 

Lean. Prithee imploy [his Foot, tha.t I may have an op- 
portunity to entertain Uiy Sifler. 

Lod. Sir Credulous, what not a Word ? not a Compli- 
ment? Hah, be brisk, Man, be gay and witty, 

talk to the Ladies. 

Sir Cred. Talk to 'cm ! why, what fliall I fay to 
'cm? 

Led. Any thing, fo it be to little purpof& 

Sir Cred. Nay, Sir, let me aionc for that matter — but 
who an; they, prithee ? 

Lod. Why, that's my Lady Fancy, and that's her 
Daughtet-in-Law, falute 'em Man, 

Sir Cred, Fair Lady,— I do protell and vow, you are 
the moR beautiful of all Mothers -in- Law, and the 
World cannot produce your equal. 

Lad. The Rogue has but one method for ai! Addrefles. 
\Theylaugk, 

L. Kno. Ob abrurd ' this, Sir, is the beautiful Mother- 
Q-Law. [TV Z. Fan. 



Then 



Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir Cred. Mofl noble Lady, I cry your mercy. 
Madam, as the Sun amongfl the Stars, or rather as tne 
Moon not in conjuniflion with the Sun, but in her oppo- 
fition, when ore rifcs the other fets, or as the Vulgar call 
it. Full Moon^ — I fay, as the Moon is the mofl beautiful of 
aU the fparkling Lights, even fo are you the mofl accom- 
phfti'd Lady under the Moon — and Madam, I am ex- 
tremely fenhble of your Charms and celellial Graces. 

[To IfabeUa. 

Sir Pat, Why this is abominable and infupporlable. 

Luer. I find Sir, you can talk to purpofe when you 



■X^ 



r Cred. Vou are pleafed to fay fo, noble Lady : but 
1 mud needs fay, I am not the word bred Gentleman for 
a Country Gentleman that ever you faw ; for you muil 
know, incomparable Lady, that I was at the Univeriity 
three Years, and there I learnt my Logick and Rhctorick, 
whereby 1 became excellent at Repartee, fwect Lady. As 
B 3 for 
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for my Eftate, my Father died fince I came of Age, and 
left me a fmall younger Brolher's Portion, dear Lady. 

Liicr. A younger Brolher's, Sir ? 

Sic Cred. Ha, ha, I know what you would infer from 
that now : but you muft know, delicious Lady, that I am 
all the Children my Father had. 

iMCr. Witty, I proteft- 

Sir Cred. Nay, Madam, when I fet on*! I caa be 

ifun. Cruel Lucreiia, leave 'cm, and let us fnatch this 
opportunity to talk of our own Affairs. 

Sir Crid. For you muft know, bright Lady, Iho I was 
pleas'd to raiily my felf, 1 have a pretty competent Eftate 
of about 3000/. a Year, and am to marry Madam 
Lucreiia. 

L. Fan. Vou arc a happy Man, Sir. 

Sir Crtd. Not fo happy neither, ineftimable Ladv, for 

I Itrfl the fineft Mare ycfterday, but let that pafs : 

were you never in Dcvonjhire, Madam ? 

L. Fan. Never, Sir. 

Sir Cred. In troth, and that's pity fwcet Lady ; for if 

you lov'd Hawldng, Drinking, and Whoring, oh, 

Lord, I mean Hunting ; i'faith there be good Fellows 
would keep you Company, Madam. 

Sir PaJ. This is a Plot upon me, a mere Plot My 

Lady Fancy, be tender of my Reputation, Foppery's 
catching, and I had as lieve be a Cuckold as Husbuid to 
a vain Woman. 

Sir Crid. Zot, and that may be as you fay, noble Sir. 

Lady, pray what Gentleman's this I Noble Sir, I am 

your moft hurabie Servant. 

Sir Pat. Oh cry your mercy. Sir. [Waits away. 

Sir Crai. No Offeree, dear Sir, I proleft : 'slife I be- 
lieve 'tis the Mafler of the Houfe, he look'd with fuch Au- 
thority; — why who cares, let him look as big as the four 
Winds, Eafl, Weft, North and South, I care not this,— 
therefore 1 beg your Pardon, noble Sir. 

Sit Pat. Pray fpare your Hat and Legs, Sir, till yon 
come to Court, they are thrown away i'lh' City. 
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Sir Cred. O Lord ! dear Sir, 'tia all one for that, I va- 
lire nol a Leg not an Arm amongft Friends, 1 am a De- 
vonj^re Knight, Sir, all the World knows, a kind of 
Country GenUcman, as they fay, and am come to Town, 
to many my Lady KnovieU'i Daughter. 

Sir Put. I'm glad ont, Sir. f IValks away, ke follows. 

Sir Cred. She's a deferving Lady, Sir, If I have any 
Judgment ; and I think I underRand a Lady, Sir, in the 
Right Honourable way of Matrimony. 

Sir Pat. Well, Sir, that is to fay, you have been mar- 
tied before. Sir ; and what's all this to me, good Sir ? 

Sir Cred. Married before ! incomparable. Sir ! not fo 
neither, for there's difference in Men, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Right, Sir, for fome are Wits, and fome are 
Fools. 

Sir Cred. As I hope to breathe, 'twas a fa>-ing of my 
Grandmother's, who us'd to tell me, Sir, that bought Wit 
was belL I have brought Money to Town for a fmall 
purcha.fc of that kind ; for. Sir, 1 wou'd fain fet up for a 

Country Wit. Pray Sir, where live the Poets, for I 

wou'd ^n be acquainted with fome of them. 

Sir Pal. Sir, I do not know, nor do I care for Wits 
and Poets. Oh, this will kill me quite ; I'U out of Town 
immediately. ' 

Sir Cred. But, Sir, I mean your fine railing Bully Wits, 
that have Vinegar, Gall and Arfenick in 'em, as well as 
Salt and Flame, and Fire, and the Devil and alL 

Sir Pat. Oh defend me ! and what is all this to me, 
Sir? 

Sir Cred. Oh, Sir, they are the very Soul of Entertain- 
ment J and. Sir, it is the pretticft fport to hear 'era rail 
and baul at one another Zoz wou'd I were a Poet. 

Sir Pnt. I wilh you were, fmce you are fo fond of be- 
ing rail'd at. If I were able to beat him, I would be 

much angry, but Patience is a Virtue, and I will into 

the Country. {AJide. 

Sir Cred. 'Tis all one cafe to me, dear Sw,— but I 
Ihould have the pleafure of railine again, cum privilegie j 
1 tove fitting with thofe pointTefs Weapons.— Zoi, Sir, 
you know if we Men of Quality fall out — {for you are 
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lere comes a Challenge upon it, 
fome body or other is run thro the Gills ; 
I't, I fay, this is very damnable, give me 



a Knight I take 

why, a Pi 
Poet's LicL 

L. Fan. Take him off in pity. [To Leander. 

Lod. Indeed Railing is a Coin only current among the 
Poets, Sir Credulous. 

Sir Pal. Oh bleft Deliverance ! what a profane 

Wretch is here, and what a leud World we live in — Oh 
London, London, how thou aboundejl in Iniquity] thy 
young Men are debauch'd, thy Virgins defioured, and 
thy Matrons all turn'd Bauds ! My Lady Fancy, this is not 
Company for you, I take It, let us fly from this vexation 
of Spirit, on the never-failing Wings of Difcrelion. — 

[Going to lead Lady Fancy off',—tht Lady Knowell 
/peaking to Ifabelfa all this while. 

L. Kno. How ! many Ihee to fuch a Fop, fay'll thou ? 
Oh egregious ! — as thou lovcft Lodwick, let him not 
know his Name, it will be dangerous, let me alone to 

Ifab. I know his fiery Temper too well to truft him 
mth the fccrct. 

L. Ktto. Harlc ye. Sir, and do you intend to do this 
horrible thing ? 

Sir Pat. What thing, my Lady Knowell f 

L. Kno. Why, to many your Daughter, Sir. 

Sir Fat. Yes, Madam. 

"L. Kno. To a beallly Town Fool.' Monjlrutn HotTen- 

Sir Pat. To any Foo!, except a Fool of your Race, of 
your Generation. 

L. Kno. How ! a Fool of my Race, my Generation ! 
I know thou meanefl my Son, thou contumelious Knight, 
who, let me tell thee, fhall many thy Daughter invito te, 
that is, (to inform thy obtufe IJnderflanding) in fpite of 
thee ; yes, (hall marry her, tho (he inherits nothing but 
thy dull Enthufiafm, which had fhe been legitimate (he 
had been poftefl with. 

Sir Pat. Oh abominable ! you had bell fay fhe is none 

of my Daughter, and that I was a Cuckold. 

L. Kho. 
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L. /Cno, If 1 fhonld, Sir, ic would not amount to 
Scandatutn Magnatum : I'll tell tliec more, thy whole 

Pedigree, and yet for all this, lj>dwick Ihall marry 

I your Daughter, and yet 111 have none of your Nephew, 

Sir Pat. Shall he fo, my Lady Kno^ellt 1 fhall go 
tear to out'trick your Ladyfhip, for all your politick 
Learning. Tis part the canonical Hour, as they call it, 
IT I Tou'd marry my Daughter indanlly ; 1 profefs wc 
Bne'er bad good days fmce thefe canonical Fopperies came 
'^ P again, mere Popilh Tricks to give our Children time 
H Uifobedience, — the next JulUce wou'd ha' (erv'd turn, 
ind have done the Bufmefs at any Hour : but Patience is 

"irtue Roger, go ajier Mr. Fain-love, and tell him 

ju'd rpeak with him inllantly. 

1_ Kno. Come, come. Ladies, we lofc fleeting lime, 
1 tny KonouT we do ; for, Madatn, as 1 faid, I have 
brought the Fiddles, and deflgn to facritice tlie intire £ve- 
■ir§ to your Ladylhip's Diverlion. 

Sir Cred. Incampaiable Lady, that was well thought 
DO ; Zoi, I long to be jigging. 

Sir Fat. Fiddles, gooid Lord : whv, what am I come 
to f— Madam, 1 take it. Sir Patient Fancy.! Lady is not a 
proper Perfon to make one at immodell Revellings, and 
profane Mafqueradings. 

L, Fan. Why; ah, His very true. Sir, but we ought 
not to offend a Brother that is weak, and confequently a 
Sifter. 

Sir Pat. An excellent Lady this, but the may be cor- 
rupted, Ah (he may fall ; 1 wiU therefore without delay, 
cairy her from this wicked Town, ^ 

L, f^no. Come, come. Gentlemen, let's in ; Mr. Fancy, 

you mud be ray Man ; Sir Credulous come, and 

you fweei Sir, come Ladies,— A'a/n; efl/altandum, &c. 
~ ' [Exeunt. 
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SCENE changes to a C/iamder. 



Enter Sir Patiei 



iwrfRo] 



La/iy 1 



, , , , Wiltmorc, 

Maundy, dwrf Roger wi//i thines. 

Sir Pal. Maundy, fetch my Clothes, i'U drefs me and 

out of Town inflantly, perfuade me not, [To Wit. 

Roger, is the Coach reaidy, Roger f 

Rog. Yes, Sir, with four Horfes. 

L. Fan. Out of Town ! Oh I'm undone then, there 
will be no hopes of ever feeing Wilimore. XAfide^ — 
Manntly, oh help lae to contrive my Hay, or I m a dead 

Woman. Sir, fure you cannot go and leave your 

Affairs in Town. 

SirPal. Affairs! what Affairs? 

L. Fan. Why, your Daughter's Marriage, Sir : — and — 

Sir, not. Sir, bul that I defire of all things in the 

World the Blef^ng of being alone with you, far from the 
Noife and leud DiTotdcrs of this filthy Town, 

Sir Pat. Mofl excellent Woman ! ah thou art too good 
foi finful Man, and I will therefore remove thee from 
the Temptations of it — Afauniiy, my Clothes— Mr. Fain- 
love, I will leave Ifabella with my Lady Fidget, my Si- 
fter, who (hall to morrow fee you married, to prevent 
farther Inconveniences. 

I.. Fan. WhatihaU I do? 

Maun. Madam, I have a Defign, which confidering 

his Spleen, mufl this time do our Bufinefs, 'tis— 

iWki/ptrs. 

L, Fan. I lite it well, about it inAantly, hah 

[Ex. Maundy. 

Alas, Sir, what ails your Face? good Heaven, look, 

Roger. 

Sir Pat. My Face ! why, what ails my Face? hah ! 

L. Fan. See, Mr. Fain-lavi, look on my Dear, is he 
not flrangely aher'd? 

Wit. Mofl wonderfully. 

Sir Pat. Alter'd, hah— why where, why how aher'd? — 
hah, alter'd fay you ? 

Wit. Lord, how wildly he flares ! 
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Sir Fat. Hah, flare wildly ! 

Rog. A»e you not very fick, Sir ? 

L. Fan. Sick 1 oh Heavens forbid . How does my 

deaieft Love? 

SirPrt/. Methinks I feel myfelf not well oth'fudden— 
ah — a kind of fliivering feiies all my Limbs, — and am 1 
fo much chang'd ? 

WiL All over, Sir, as big again as you were. 

L, Fan. Your Face is frightfully blown up, and your 
dear Eyes jufl darting from your Head ; oh, I Oiall fwoon 
with the apprehenfton on't. 

\FalU into Willmore'j Amu. 

Sir Pat. My Head and Eyes fo big, fay you ; oh I'm 
wondrous fick o'th' fudden, — all over fay you — oh, oh — 
Ay, I perceive it now, my Scnfes fail me loo. 

L. Fan. How, Sir, your Senfes fail you? 

Wil. That's a very bad fign, believe me. 

Sir Pat. Oh, ay, for I can neither feel nor fee this 
mighty growth you fpeak of. 

[Falls into a Chair, wUh ^rcaijigns of Difordtr. 



Wit. Alas, I'm forry for that, Sir. 
Rog. Sure, 'tis impofTible, I'll run 



r he i: 



s, and i 

a Glafs.— r 



nd fetch a Glafs, Sir. 
Wffirstogo. 
the world he fhould 
5 like to be before to 
lAfide. 
U warrant ye, it (hall 



Rog. Ill fit him with 
advance our Dcfign. 

Enltr Maundy noilh tht Clothes, Jheflaris. 
Matin. Good Heaven, what ^Is you, Sir? 
Sir Pat. Oh— oh— 'tis fo. 
Maun. Lord, how he's fwoln ! fee how his Stomach 

Sir Pat. Ah 'tis true, tho I perceiv. 
Maun. Not perceive it, Sir ! put 
be convinc'd, — try 'em, Sir, 

[She pulU off his Cmm, and puts on his 
Doublet aHd Coat, -which comt 
not near iy a handfiil or more. 

Sir 



n your Clothes and 
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Sir Pat. Ah it needs not, ^mercy upon me !■ 



[Falls back. 

I'm lofl, I'm gone ! Oh Man, what art thou but a Flower? 
I am poifon'd, this talking Lady's Breath's infe<Slious ; 
methought I felt the Contagion ileal into my Heart ; fend 
for my Phyficians, and if I die I'll fwear (he's my Mur- 
derer : oh fee, fee, how my trembling increafes, oh hold 

my Limbs, I die. 

Enter Roger with a magnifyim^ Gla/Sy Jhews him the 

Gla/sj he looks in it. 

Rog^ 111 warrant Vvl fhew his Face as big as a Bufhel. 

\Afide. 

Sir Pat. Oh, oh, — I'm a dead Man, have me to Bed, 
I die away, undrefs me inflantly, fend for my Phyficians, 
I'm poifon'd, my Bowels bum, I have withm an jEtnOy 
my Brains run round. Nature within me reels. 

[They carry him out in a Chair. 

Wit. And all the drunken Univeife does run on Wheels, 
ha, ha, ha. 

Ah my dear Creature, how finely thou hail brought him 
to his Joum/s end ! 

L. Fan. There was no other way but this to have fe- 
cur'd my Happinefs with thee ; there needs no more than 
that you come anon to the Garden Back-gate, where you 

ihall find admittance ; Sir Patient is like to lie alone 

to night 

Wit. Till then 'twill be a thoufand Ages. 

L. Fan. At Games of Love Husbands to cheat is fair, 
'Tis the Gallant we play with on the fquare. 

[Exeunt feverally. 



ACT 
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AC T III. SCENE I. 

Scene draws off, and difcovers Lady KnowcU, 
Ifabella, Lucretia, Lodwick, Leander, 
Wittmore, Sir Credulous, other Men and 
Wofneti, as going to dance. 

L. Knc.f^Otae, one Dance more, and then 1 think 
V-- we (hall have fufGciently teai'd the Alder- 
man, and 'twill be time to part — Sir Credulous, where's 
your Miftrefs ? 

Sir Cred. Within a Mile of an Oak, dear Madam, 111 
warrant you, — Well, I protcft and vow, fweel Lady, you 

dance mod nobly,— Why, you dance like like a 

like a bally Pudding, before Jo-vi. 

[TM^ ditnee/ome Atitkk, or Rtiftick Antick, 
l.o&vncVi/Peiikitig lo Ifabella. 

SONG made by a Gentleman. 
CIttiHg hyo»der River /ide, 



■> doe cryd, 
vmpKs Eyes apac 



So little value tkatfal/e Creature, Man. 

Oft the perfidious things will cry, 
Alas they bum, they bleed, tkey die; 
But if the/re abfent half a Day, 

Nay, let 'em be but one poor Hour aiiiay. 
No more they die, no more complain. 
But like unconflant Wretches live again. 
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Lod. Well, have you confider'd of that Bufinefs yet, 
Ifabelta t 

Ifab. What bufinefs? 

Lod. Of giving me admittance to night. 

IM, And may I Cruft yourhonefly? 

Lod. Oh doubt me not, my moiher's refoVd it (hall 
be a malch between you and I, and that very confidora- 
tion will fecure thee : befides, who would firft fully the 
Linen they mean to put on ? 

I/ab, Away, here's my Mother. 

Enter Lady Fancy. 

Z. Fan, Madam, I beg your pardon for my abfencc, 
the effefls of my Obedience, not Will ; but Sir Palienl is 
taken very ill o'th' fudden, and I muft humbly intrcat 

Sour Ladyihip to retire, for Reft is only effcnliol to his 
lecovery. 

L. Kno. CongTuoully fpoken, upon my Honour. Oh 
the impudence of this Fellow your Ladylhip's Husband, 
to efpoufc fo fair a Perfon only to make a Nurfe of! 

L. Fan. Alas, Madam ! 

L. Kno. A Slave, a very Houlhold Drudge. Oh 

faugh, come never grieve; for. Madam, his Difeafe 

is nothing but Imagination, a Melancholy which arifes 
from the Liver, Spleen, and Membrane call'd Me/eatt- 
rium \ the Arabians name the Diftemper Myrathial, and 
we here in England, Hypochondriacal MelaHcholy; I 
cou'd prefcribc a moll potent Remedy, but that I am 
loth to ftir the Envy of the College. 

L. Fan. Really Madam, I believe 

L. Kno. But as j-ou fay, Madam, well leave him to 
his Repofc ; pray do not grieve loo much. 

Lod. Death 1 wou'd I had the eonfoling her, 'tis a 
charming Woman ! 

L. Kno. Mr. Fancy, your Hand ; Madam, your moll 
faithful ServaM.^Lucrelia, come Litcretia.—Youi Ser- 
vant Ladies and Gentlemen. 

L. Fan. A Devil on her, wou'd the Nimblenefs of her 
LadyOiip's Tongue were in her Heeis, (he wou'd make 
more hafte away : oh 1 long for the bklk minute. 

Led. J/aiel/a, Ihall I find admittance anon i 

I/ab. 
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I/ab. On fair Conditions. 

Lott. Truft my Ccnerofity. — M^am, your Slave. [Ex. 
[To L. TaiLgiising on her, goes out. 

Sir Cred. Madam, I wou'd fay fomething of your 
Charms and celeflial Graces, but that all Praifes are as far 
below you, as the Moon in her Oppofition is below the 
Sun; — and fo lufcious Lady, I am yours : Now for my 
Serenade [Ex. all but L. Fan. ii«if Maundy. 

L. Fan. Maundy, have you commanded all the Ser- 
vants to bed. > 

Afauit. Yes, Madam, not a Moufe (hall flir, and I 
have made ready the Chamber next the Garden for your 
Ladyfhip. 

L. Fan. Then there needs no more but that you wait 
for Wiltnu>ri% coining to the Garden-Gate, and take 
care no Lights be in the Houfc for fear of Eyes. 

Maun. Madam, 1 underlland Lovers arc bed by dark, 
aad fhall be diligent : the Doiflor has fecur'd Sit Patienl 
by a fleeping Pill, and you are only to expert your ap- 
proaching Happinefs. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Lady Knowell'i Oiamber. 

Enter Lady Knowell and Leander. 
L. Kno, Leander, raife your Soul above that little trifle 

Lucretia ; cannot you guefs what better Fate attends 

you ? fy, how dull you are ! muft I inllruti you in plain 
right-down Terms ? and icll you, that I propole you 
Mafler of my Fortune. Now poffibty you underftand 

Enter Lucretia, and peefi. 

Lean. I wilh I did not. Madam, 
Unlefs I'd Virtue to deferve (he Bounty ; 
1 have a thoufand hidden Faults DiQimulation hides, 
InconAant, wild, debauch'd as Youth can make me. 

Lucr. Ail that will not do your Bufmefs. [Afide. 

L. Kno. Yet you wou'd have my Daughter take you 
with thefe Faults j they're Virtues there, but to the name 
of Mother, they all turn retrograde : 1 can endure a Man 
as wild and as inconftam as Ihe can. 

I 
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I have a Fortune too Ihat can fupport that Humour, 

That of Luerelia does depend un me, 

And when I pleafe is nothing ; 

I'm far from Age or Wrinkles, can be courted 

By Men, as gay and youthful as a new Summer's Mom, 

Beauteous as the firA BlofToms of the Spring, 

Before the common Sun has kifs'd their Sweets away, 

If with falacious Appetites I loVd. 

i/rtu. Faith Madam I co«'d wi(h — 

L. Kno. That I were but Fifteen : but 
]f there be inequality in Years, 
There is fo too in Fortunes, that might add 
A Luftre to my Eyes, Charms lo my Perfon, 
And make me fair as Untuj, young as Hebe. 

Lean. Madam, you have enough to engage any uncon- 

Juer'd Heart ; but 'twas, I thought, with your allowance 
difpos'd of mine, and 'tis a Heart that knows not how 

L. Kno. Then 'lis a foolilh unambitious Heart, un- 
worthy of the Elevation it has not glorious Pride enough 

lo aim at : Farewel, Sir,— — when you are wifer, 

you may find admittance. [Gees out. 

Lean. Stay, Madam 

Enter Lueretia, 

Lucr. For what? to hear your Penitence ! Forgive mc. 
Madam, 1 will be a Villain, forget my Vows of Love, 
made to Lueretia. 

And facrilice both her, and thofe to Intereft. 
Oh how I hate this whining and difTcmbling ! 

Lean. Do, triumph o'er a wretched Man, Lueretia. 

Lucr. How ! wretclied in loving me fo entirely, or 
that you cannot many my Mother, and be Matter of her 
mighty Fortune ? 'Tis a Temptation indeed fo between 
Love and Intereft, hang me if ever I faw fo fimple a 
Look as you put on when my Mother made love to you. 

Lean. You may ealily guefs the Confufion of a Man in 
my Circum fiances, to be languilhing for the lov'd Daugh- 
" r, aaid purfu'd by the hated Mother, whom if 1 refufc 
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Lucr. Refute her ! 1 hope you have ti 
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cou'd noi many her. 

Lmct, And you woi 

her. 



I'd (lie make a Monarch of n 






Luer. Yet that laft muft be done. 

Lian. How I 

Lucr. Doft beheve me fo wicked to think I mean in 
earned? No, lell her a fine Story of Love and Liking, 
gaze on her, kifs her Hands, and figh, commend her 
Face and Sliape, fwear (he's the Miracle of the Age for 
Wit, c?y up lier Learning, vow you were an Afs not to 
be fenfibic of her Perfeftions all this while ; what a Cox- 
comb, to doat upon the Daughter when fuch Charms 
were fo vifihk in the Mother? Faith ihe'Ii believe all 
this, 

LiOH. It may be fo, but what will all this ferve for ? 

Lmct. To give us time and opportunity to deceive her, 
or I'm millaken. 

LeoH. I cannot teach my Tongue fo inuch DeceiL 

Lmct, Vou may be a Fool, and cry. Indeed forfooth I 
caimot love, for alas 1 have loft my Heart, and am un- 
worthy of your profler'd Bleffings— — do, and fee her 
marry me in fpite to this Fop E^y, this Knight of Non- 
fenfe : no, no, dilTemble me nandibmely and like a Gen- 
tleman, and then expert your good Fortune. 
Eitler Antick. 

Ant. Madam, your Mother's coming. 

Lucr. Away then, (he muft not fee us together, Ihe 
thinks you gone. 

Lean. But muft [ carry olTno Comfort with me? 

Lucr. Will you eicpoie me to the incens'd Jeaioufy of 
a Parent ? go. or I Ihall hale ye. \ThruJis him out, 

SCENE, A Garden. 

Enter Maundy by dark : Opens the Garden-Door. 

Maun. Now am I retum'd to my old Trade again, 

fetch and carry my Lady's Lovers ; 1 was afraid when fhe 

bad been married, thefe Night-works wou'd have ended ; 
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but to fay truth, there's a Confcience to be ufed in a 
things, and there's nu reafon (he (hou'd languiili wiih on 

old Man when a Young Man may be had. The Door 

opens, he's come. — — - 

Enter Lodwick. 
I fee you're a punflual Lover, Sir, pray follow me as 
foftly as you can. 

Lod. This is fome one whom 1 perceive I/aMla has 
made the Confideat to our Amours. [Exeunt. 

SCENE draivs off, and difcovcrs L. Fancy 
in Iter Night-gown, in a Chamber as by thedark. 

L. Fan. Oh the agreeable Confufion of a Lover high 
with expecldtion of the approaching Blifs ! What Trem- 
blings between Joy and Fear poflefs me? All my whole 
Soul is taken up with Wittmart ; I've no Ideas, no 
Thoughts but of Witlniore, and fure my Tongue can 
fpeak no other Language, but his Name.^Who's there ? 
Enter Maundy leading Lodwick. 
AfauH, Madam, 'tis I, and your expe^ed Lover here — 
I put him into your hands, and will wait your Commands 
in the next Chamber. [Eril. Maun. 

l^d. Where are you, my deareil Creature? 

L. Fan. Here give me your Hand, 111 lead you 

to thofe Joys we both fo long have ligh'd for. 

Led. Hsii ! to Joys ; fure (he doth but dally with me. 

L. Fan. Why come you not on, my dear? 

Lod, And yet, why this AdmilTion, and i' th' dark 

loo, if (he defign'd me none but wrtuous Favours? 

What damn'd Temptation's this ? 

L. Fan. Are you bewitch 'd ? what is't that frights you ? 

Lod. I'm fix'd : Death, was ever fuch a Lover? 
Juft ready for the higheft Joys of Love, 
And like a bafhful Girl rellrain'd by Fear 

Of an infuing Infiuny I hate to cuckold my own 

Eupeaations. 

L. Fan. Heavens ! what can you mean ? 
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Zjid. Death, what's this? fure 'tis not Virtue in 

inc, — Pray Heaven it be not Impotence ! Where got 

I this damn'd Honefty, which I never found my felf miiller 

of till now ! why fliou'd it feize rne when I had 

leaft need ont ? 

L. Fan. What ails you? are you mad? we arc 

fafe, and free as Winds let loofe to ruffle all the Gruvcs ; 
what is't delays you then? Soft. 

Lod. Pos o' this thought of Wife, the very Name de- 
ftroys my appetite. 

Oh with what ViL'OUr I could deal my Love 
To fome fair leua unknown, 
To whom I'd never made a ferious Vow ! 

L. Fan. Tell me the Myflery of this fuddcn Coldnefs ; 
have 1 kept my Husband in Town for this? Nay, per- 
fuaded him to be very Tick to ferve our purpofe, and am 
I thus rewarded ungrateful Man ! 

Lod. Hah, 'tis not I/aMla's Voice, your Huf- 

band fay you f [TaAa hold greedily of htr Hand. 

L. Fan. Is fafe, from any fear of mterrupting us. 

Come thefe Delays do ill confifl with Love 

And our Defires ; at Icafl if they are equal 

Lod. Death, 'tis the charming Mother ! 
What lucky Star direfled me lo night ? 
O my fair DilTembler let us bafte 
To pay ihe mighty Tributes due to Love. 

L. FaH. Follow me then with careful Silence, for 

IJabilld^ Chamber joins to this, and Ihe may hear us. 

Led. Not Fiowers grow, nor fmooth Streams glide 
Not abfent Lovers figh, nor breaks the Day, (awaXi 

More filently than I'll thofe Joys receive, 
Which Love and Uarknefs do confpire to give. \Exeunt. 

SCENE dtanges again to a Garden. 

Enter Isabella and Fanny in their Niehi-gowns. 
I/ab. Well, I have no mind to let this dear mad Devil 
Loduiict in lo night. 

Fan. Why, Siller, this is not the fii-a \'enlure you have 

made of this kind, al this Hour, and in this I'lace ; thefe 

Arbours 
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Hones of your Loves, and do you think they'll be It 
faithful now? pray truft them once again. Oh I do fo 
love to hear Mr. Lod-wick proteft, and vow, and fwear, 
and difTemblc, and when ^ou don't believe him, rail at 

you, avads 'tis the prettied Man 

Ifab. I have a llrange apprehenfion of being furpriz'd 

Fan. ni warrant you. 111 fit on yon Bank of Pinks, 
and when I hear a Noife I'll come and tell you ; fa ZW- 
loick may Hip out at the back Gate, and we may be walk- 
ing up and down as if we meant no harm. 

IJab. You'll grow very expert in the Arts of Love, 
Fnnny. 

Fan. When I am big enough I fhall do my Endeavour, 
for I have heard you fay, women were bom to no other 
end than to love : And 'tis fit 1 (hould learn to live and 
die in my calling. Come open the Gate, or you'll re- 
pent it, we Ihall have my Father marrj- you within a day or 
two to that ugly Man that fpeaks hard Words, — avads I 
can't abide him. 

IJab. What Noife is that? 

faH. Why 'lis Mr. Lod-wick at the Garden-Door; — 
let him in whitft I'll to my flowry Bank, and (land Cen- 

tineL \Ritns off. \{a!ae^s. opens the GfUt. 

Enter Wittmore. 

Wit. Who's there? 

I/ab. S]ieak low, who (hou'd it be but the kind Fool 
her fclf, who can deny you nothing but what you dare 
not take ? 

Wit. Not lake ! what's that? had ihourefervesin llore? 
—Oh come and let me lead thee to thy Bed, 
Or feat thee on fome Bank of fofter Flowers, 
Where I may rifle all thy unknown Store. 

l/ab. Howl furely you're not in eameft? — Do you 

Wit. Love thee ! by ihy dear feif, all that my Soul 
I'm all impatient Flame ! all over Love ! [adores, 

^You do not ufe to doubt, but fince you do, 
Come, and 111 fatisfy thy obliging Fears, 

And 
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And give thee Proofs how much my Soul is 
111 breathe it all anew into thy Bofom.— 
Oh thou art fit for the tranfporting Play, 
All loofe and wanton, like the Queen of Love 
When (he defcends too meet the Youth in Shades, 

Jfab. And are you Sir in earned ? can it be ? 

Wit. That quehion was feverc, what means my Love ? 
What pretty Ait is this to blow my Flame? 
Arc you rot mine ? did we not meet t'enjoy f 
I came not with more vigorous eager HaAe, 
When our firft Sacrifice to Love we paid, 
Than (0 perform that Ceremony now. 
Come do not let the Sacred Fire bum out. 
Which only was prepar'd for Love's rich Altar, 
And this is the divine, dark, lilcnt Minute — 

\Goes to lead her off. 

I/ab, Hold, Ravilher, and know this faucy Paflion 
Has render'd back your Intereft. Now I hale ye, 
And my Obedience to my Father's Will 
Shall marry me to Fain-love, and 111 defpife ye. 

[Flings from him. 

Wit, Hah! Ifabella! Death] have made iweet work,— 
flay gentle Maid,— (hcTl niin all if ihe go :— (lay— fhe 
knew me, and cunningly drew me to this Difcovery ; Til 
after her and undeceive her. [Nuns after her. 

A con/u/d Noi/e of the Serenaiie, Ihe Scene draws off to 
Lady Fancy'j Anti-chamber. 

Enter I fabella groping as in the dark, 
tfab. Pray Heaven I get unorfcover'd to my Chamber, 
where I'll make Vows agmnft this perjured Man ; hah, 
fure he follows (Ull ; no Wood-Nymph ever fled before 
a Satyr, with half that trembling hafte 1 fiew from Lod- 
wick. — Oh he has loft his Virtue, and undone me. 

[Goes out groping, and (hi noife of Serenade again. 
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SCENE changes to Lady Fanc/j Bed-chamber, dif- 
covers her as before ; Lodwick as juji ri/en in Di/oraer 
from the Btd. bulloning him/elf, andUtting him/elf 
in order ; anti Noift at the Door unlatcKing tt. 

Enter Ifabella ^o^'wf. Sir Patient witkout. 

L, Fan. It is this Door that open'd, and which I 
thought I had fecur'd. 

Sir Pat. Oh infupportable, abominable, and not to be 
indur'd ! 

Ifab. Hah my Father I I'm difcovet'd and purfu'd, — 
grant me to find the Bed. 

L. Fan. Heavens ! I'was my Husband's Voice, fure 
we're betra/d. It mufl be fo, for what Devil but that 
of Jealoufy cou'd raile him at this late hour ? 

If<^. Hah, where am I, and who Js't that fpeaks — 
\_To her /elf. 

Lod. So, he mufl know that I have made a Cuckold 
of him. \Afide. 

Sir Pal. within.] Call up my Men, the Coachman, 
Groom, and Butler, the Footmen, Cook, and Gardiner j 
bid 'em all rife and arm, with long Staff, Spade and 
Pitchfork, and Tally out upon the Wicked. 

Lod. S'hcart ! what a Death fhall I die ; — -is there no 
place of fafety hereabouts— for there is no refiAing thefa 
unmerciful Weapons. 

Ifab. A Man's Voice ! 

L. Fan. I know of none, nor how to prevent your 
Difcovery. 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir Pat. Oh, oh, lead me forward. 111 lie here on the 
Garden-fide, out of the hearing of this hellilh Nojfe. 

L. Fan. Hah, Noife I— what means he? 

Ij>d. Nay, I know not, is there no efcaping? 

ifab. Who can they be that talk thus .' fure I have mif- 
took my Chamber. 

L. Fan. Oh he's coming in^I'm ruin'd ; what fhaD 

we do? here — get into the Bed — and cover your felf 

with 
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with the Gothes — quickly — oh my Confufion will betray 

me. [Lodwicki'c/j inlo the Bed, Ifabella A/iArj 

behind the Curfain very near to him. 

Enter Sir Patient, ied by Nurfe and Maundy, taitk 
Lights. 

Maun. Pray go back, Sir, my poor Lady will be 
frigt^ed out of her Wits, at this danger you put your feif 
into, ihe Noife (hall be ftiU'd. 

L. Fan, Oh, what's the matter with my Love ? what, 
do you mean to murder him i oh lead him inflantly back 
to his Bed. 

Sir /■((/, Oh, oh, no, VW lie here, put me to bed, 

oh I faint,— my Chamber's poiTell with twenty thouland 

L fan. Poffdl ! what fickly Fancy's this ? 

Sir Pat. Ah the Houfe is bcfet, furrounded and con- 
founded with profane tinkling, with Popifh Horn-Pipes, 
and Jefuiiical Cymbals, more antichriflian and abomi- 
nable than Organs, or Anthems. 

Nurfe. Yea verily, and furcly it is the fpawn of Cathe- 
dral Inftruments niaid on by Babylonilh Minllrels, only 
to diAurb the Brethren. 

Sir Pal. Ay, 'tis fo, call up my Servants, and let them 
be firft chaftii'd and then hang'd ; accufe 'em for French 
Papithes, that had a defign to fire the City, or any thing : 
—oh I Ihall die—lead me gently to this Bed. 

L. Fatt. To hinder him will difcover all ; — (lay. Sir. — 

Sir Pal. Hah, ray Lady tum'd rebellious ! — -put me to 
Bed I fay ;— [ Throws himfelf forivard to the &rf]— hah 
—what's here?- what art thou,— a Man,— hah, a Man, 
Trcafon ! betray'd ! my Bed's defil'd, my Lady polluted, 
and I am comuted ; oh thou vile Serpent of my Bo- 



\She, 



fom ! 

•mth her Face towards 
' the Stage infigns of fear. 
Ifab. A Man, and in my virtuous Ladj' Mother's Cham- 
ber 1 how fortunate was I to light on this difcovery I 

L, Fan. Well, Sir, finee you have feen him, I befeech 
you for my fake. Dear, pardon him this one timt 

VCoakefing him. 
Sir 



Likife 



48 



Sir Patient Fancy. 



Sir Pat. Thou beg bis Pardon J Oh was ever heard 
fuch Impudence ! 

L. Fan. Indeod, my Love, he is to blame ; but we that 
are judicious (hould liear with the Frailties of Youth, 

Sir Pat. Oh infupportable Audacity I — wliat canA tbou 
fay, falfe Woman ? 

L. Fan, Truly not much in his Defence my Dear, 

Ifai. Oh cunning Devil ! 

L. Fan. But, Sir, to hide the weaknefs of your Daugh- 
ter, I have a little (Irain'd my Modefty. 

Ifab. Heavens ! what fays ihc ? 

L. Fan. Tis I/aiella's Lover, Sir, whom I've con- 

Lod. A good him to favebothourCredits. 

Sir/'uA How, Mr, ^vi/^-Zoi'^meanyou ? 

[Lodwick rifei and comes a iitlU more foT' 
ward, Ifabella does the like, liil both mitt 
at the fiei of the Bed, and Jiart, Lod- 
wick looking fimply. 

L. Fan. Ay, my dear, Mr. Fain-love. 

Lod, Ifabella here I mufl Ihe know too what a fine in- 
conflant Dog 1 am f 

l/ab. Lod-wickl and in my Mother's Chambcrl may 
1 believe my Eyes ! 

Sir Pat. But how got be hither ?— tell me (hat ; oh 
Youth, Youth, to what degree of Wickednefs art thou 
arriv'd ? 

L. Fan. She appointed him to come this Night, Sir, 
and he going lo her Chamber, by miflake came into 
mine, it being the next to hep's. 

Maun. But, Lord, Sir, had you heard how my Lady 
fchool'd him, whilft I ran down to fetch a Light ! 

Lod. Now docs my Confcience tell me, I am a damn'd 
Villain. \Afid^, looking pitifully on Ifabella. 

L. Fan. But the poor Man prefently perceiVd his mif- 
take, and beg'd my pardon in fuch feelmg Terms — that 
I vow I had not the heart to deny it him. 

I/ab. Oh Traytor ! wou'd thou hadft been that Ravilher 
I look thee for, rather than fuch a Villain — falfe I and 
with my Mother too ! 
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L. Fan. And jufl then, Sir, you came to the Door, and 
left you fhou'd fee him, intreated me to hide him from 

your Anger, the Offence is not fo heinous, Sir, con- 

lidering he is fo foon tomarrj- her. 

Sir Pat. Well, Sir, and what have you to fay in your 
Defence? — hah, how, Mr, Knowtll,—viotia and worfe, 
— why how came you hither. Sir? hah, 

L- Fan. Not Wtttmorel oh I am ruin'd and betray'd. 
\Fiills almoft in a fojoen. 

Sir Pat. Hah, Zfabella here too ! 

IJ^. Yes, Sir, to juftify her Innocence. 

Sir Pat, Hah ! Innocence \ and juAify ! take her away ; 

go out of my fight, thou Limb of Satan, take her 

away, I fay. 111 talk with you to morrow. Lady Fine- 
tricks 1 will. 

IJdb. — And I'll know before J Heep, the myflery of 
all this, and who 'twas this faithlefs Man fent in his room 
to deceive me in the Garden. [Goes out.. 

Led. A plague of all ill-luck — how the Devil came flie 
hither? I muil follow and reconcile her. 

\GoiHg out. Sir Patient_/7dCJ him. 

Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, we mufl not part fo till I have 
known the trwlh of this Bufinefs, I take it. 

Lod. Truth, Sir ! oh all that your &ilr Lady has faid, 
Sir; I mull confefs her Eyes have wounded mc with An- 
ger, you need not add more to my Shame. 

L. Fan. Some little comfort yel, that he prov'd in- 
deed to be I/abtllti's Lover : Oh, that 1 fhould miftake fo 
unluckUy I \Afide. 

Sir Pat. Why, I thought it had been Mr. Fain-love. 
L. FaK. Dy aU that's good, and fo did I. 

Lod. I know you did, Mndam, or you had not been 

fo kind to me : Your Servant, dear Madam. 

[GotHg, Sir PaXKni/iays him. 
L. Fan. Pray Sir let him go ; oh how I abominate the 
fight of a Man that eou'd be fo wicked as he has been I 

Sir Pat. Ha, — good Lady, excellent Woman : well Sir, 
for my Lady's fake I'll let you pafa with this, but if I 
catch you here again, I fhall fpoil your Intrigues, Sir, 
" " ■ -^ '- -" - ■'atisfied. Sir. 



marry Ihall I, and fo rell ye fatished, S 
*Voi- IV. 



Lod. 



Aa^ 



so Sir Patixst Faxct, 

Jjac. A: "dis TTTTif.. i BiL. Si* MsdmL a AodEmd 

TTiffftrnr? ai: ynL inr ^ii& Gnnonek. 

ji^ J- en. TcL •"TimTiamc ; jnf^ iqkiii T^gy — jcol boaft 
ibs^ 7u:iL VHL iigvgTTia.Tf J.-lyfidEcto Lod. 

Sr 7iz£ Cnxnt. n: mnn Ancc nmr. cnr Ladr; die 
GezcJsmEr'^ izrr yoc iee. IT zhbttt ist peat Hvfirife 
i: la >!! ' . • >»w far :i2^ — Xtaauh\ 



mc : — ^zj: toc ize ti Bed : &k. liis Nif^s Work vill 

kiL mc i^ i3i ^^jxkc: LsSrick ^a/ If aandj. 



Tki S^nTBj^ G^cnK rrier Sar Fh: irin inuf Laiy: 

7."is?. K :nr, Mr. Fcsx-lrztr^ r cusdoc be. 

i\ac lajecid. Siiier. 'tis ibe famr, fcr jlQ be talks fo ; 
asd be tcud me bis nnnin^ was but to trr 3poiir Vntue 
onhr. 

Emlrr LodvSck iss^' ^Saimdr at f^efim^ fTvr^ huiJUmd. 

Ijaf. Thz: j-jzsv-JrTif,* whacn I am fo foon to many ! 
asd bm this cay cncrred xae in asccber Diaiecl ! 

H'iiL 71i2i V-2S iBT P61:cT« Madam, to pais upon your 
Faiberinib. Bin I'in a Mail ibatloKms tbevaloeoitbe 
Fair. azKi faw Charms ct Beasty aad at Wit in too, that 
taogbt Tot to ksov tbe way to >^CKir Heazt was to aopesr 
mv itiL which xkjw I da \I1it did toq leave me lb an- 
kindhr bat sow? 

LtiL Hab, wbat's tbis? wbilft I was giaftii^ Horas 
on anotber s Head, feme kind Fncnd was doing that 
good Office for me. 

J/ujriv. Sure 'tis JIT/terrr/— oh that Difldnbler— thb 
was bis Plot upon my Ladr, to gain time with IfakeUm, 

\AJidt. 

Wit, And being fo near my Happineis» can yoa blune 
me, if I made a tnal wbether 3roiir \litne were agreeable 
to your Beanty, great, and to be equally adoi'd? 

LoiL Death, IS-e heard enough to foddt all my Pa- 
tience ! Draw, Sir, and make a trial of your Courage 

too. 

WiL 
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Wit. Hah, whai defperate Fool art ihou ? [Drains. 
Lad. One that will fee thee fairly damn'd, e'er yield hia 
Interdl up in Ifabella—oti thou falfe Woman ! 

\They fight mil, Ifabella and Maundy run off. 

SCENE changes to the long Street, a Pageant 
of an Elephant eo^mng from the farther end 
with Sir Credulous on it, and fe%>eral others 
playing on flrange confufcd Inflruments. 

Sir Cred. This fure is extraordinary, or the Devil's in't, 
and m ne'er trull Serenade more. 

\Come forward, and all play again. 

Hold, hold, row for the Song, which becaufe I 

wou'd have mofl delicioufly and melodioufly fung, I'll 
Gngmyfelf; look ye, hum hum. 

Sir Credulous Ihould have fung. 

THoM Grief of my Heart, and thou Pearl vfiHy Eyes, 
I7on lay Flannel Petlieaat fuieklv, and rife ; 
And from thy refplendent Windovi dif cover 
A Face fkat vioifd mortify any young Linier ,- 
For I, like great Jove transformed, £> wooe. 
And am amorous 0-wl, to wit to wooe, to wit to wooe. 

A Lover, Ads Zob, is a fori of a Tool 

That of all Things you befl may eompare to an Owl : 

For in fome dark Shades he delights flill to Jit, 



And hear thy 



Owl chant, wit to wooe, wit to w 



— Well, this won't do, for I perceive no Window open, 
nor Lady bright appear, to talk obligingly : — perhaps the 
Soi^ does cot pleafe her : you Batlad-tingers, have you 
no good Songs of another falhion ? 

1 (Jfiin, Yes, Sir, Several, Robin — Hark haw the Wa- 
ters fall, fall, fall I 

C 3 Sir 




Sir Crtd. How Man ! Zoi, remove us farther off, for 
fear of welling. 

I Man. No, no. Sir, I only gave my Fellow a him of 

an excellent Ballad that begins lU-tutddcd "Joyi, how 

quickly do VOH fade I [Sings. 

Sir Crea, Ay, ay, ihat, we'll have thai, — lll-iuedded 

2oys, how quickly do you fade, — [Siugs] That's excel- 
nt \ Oh now the Windows open, now, now (hew your 
capering Tricks. [Vauliiitg. 

[They all play agatn. 

Enter a Company of Fellows as out of Sir PatienlV 
Houft, led on by a precife Clerk, all armed -with 
odd IVeapom. 

Ahel. Verily, verily, here be thefe Babes of Perdition, 
tfaefe Children of Iniquity. 

Rog. A pox of your Babes and Children, they are Men, 
and Sons of Whores, whom we mull bang confoundedly, 
for not letting honeft godly People reft quietly in their 
Beds at Midnight. 

Sir Cred. Who's there? 

^of. There, with a Pox to you; cannot a Right-wor- 
(hipful Knight, thai has been fick thefe Twenty Years with 
taking PhyTick, deep quietly in his own Houfe for you ; 
and muft we be rais'd out of our Beds to quin your 
Hell-pipes, in the Devil's name? 

Abel. Down with Gog and Magog, there ; there's the 
rotten Bell weather that leads the reft aftray, and detiles 
the whole Flock. 

Rof!, Hang your preaching, and let's come to him, 
wtfll maul him. [Beai Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred. Oh Quarter, Quarter, Murder, Help, Murder, 
Murder 1 

fiiJ^ Lodwick. 

Znd. Damn thefe Rafcals, who e'er they were, that 
fo unluckily redeem'd a Rival from my Fury. — Hah, they 
arc here, — Egad 111 have one touch more with 'em,^the 
Dogs are fpoiling my defign'd Serenade too — have a- 

Mi^ ye.— — [Fights and beats 'em eff^ Sir Credulous 

w is'l ? 
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Sir Cred. Who's there, Ledwkk t Oh dear Lad, is't 
thou that haft tcdeem'd me from the inchanted Cudgels 
that demolifh'd my triumphant I'ageant, and confounded 
my Serenade? Zoi I'm half kill'd, Man,— I have never 
a whole Bone about me furc. 

Lod. Come in with me a plague upon the Rafcal 

that efcap'd me, [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Lady Knowell'f Houfe. 

Enter Lucretia,^/A?w^rf by Sir Credulous, 
Zkc. TVfl'AiTy'd tomorrowl and leave my Mother the 
J,V1 poffeffion of Leander/ 111 die a thoufand 
Deaths firO,— How the Fool haunts me I [AJide. 

Sir Crid. Nay, delicious Lady, you may fay your 
Pleafure ; but I will juftify the Serenade to be as high a 
piece of Gallantry as was ever praiflifed in our Age, tho 
not comparable to your Charms and celeftial Graces, 
which (hou'd I praile as I ought, 'twou'd require more 
time tlian the Sun employs in his natural Motion between 
the Tropicks ; that is to fay, a whole Year, (for by the 
way, I am no Copemican) for, Dear Madam, you mud 

know, my Rhetorick Mailer, I fay, my Rhetorick 

M after, who was 

Luer. As great a Coxcomb as your felf;^pray leave 
me, I am fcrious— I mud go feefc out Lodwick. 

Sir Cred. Leave ye ! I thank you for that i'faith, be- 
fore 1 have fpoke out my Speech ; therefore 1 fay, Di- 
vine Lady— — -becaufe my Rhetorick Mafter commanded 
the frequent ufe of Hypallages, Allegories, and the richeft 
Figures of that beauteous Art,— becaufe my Rhetorick— 

LufT. I muft leave the Fool, follow if you dare, for I 
have no leifure to attend your Nonfenfe. \Goei out. 
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Enter Lady KnowelL 

L. Kno, What, alone, Sir Credulous f I left you with 
lA^cretia. 

Sir Cred, Lucretia / Pm fure (he makes a very Tar- 

quinius Sextus of me, and all about this Serenade, 1 

protell and vow, incomparable Lady, I had begun the 

fweetell Speech to her ^tho I fa/t, fuch Flowers of 

Rhetorick ^'twou'd have been the very Nofegay of 

Eloquence, fo it wou'd ; and like an ungratefid illiterate 
Woman as (he is, (he left me in the very middle on't, fo 
fnuffy 111 warrant. 

L. Kno, Be not difcourag'd. Sir, 111 adapt her to a re- 
conciliation : Lovers mud fometimes expe^l thefe little 
Belli fu^aces ; the Greciatis therefore truly named Love 
Glucupt.ros Eros, 

Sir Cred, Nay, bright Lady, I am as little difcourag'd 
as another, but I'm lorry I gave fo extraordinary a Sere- 
nade to fo little purpofe. 

L. Kno. Name it no more, 'twas only a Gallantry 
midaken ; but 111 accelerate your Felicity, and to morrow 
(hall conclude the great difpute, fmce there is fuch Volu- 
bility and VicifiTitude in mundane Affairs. {Goes ouL 

Enter Lodwick,y/flyj Sir Credulous as he is going 

out the other way. 

Lod, Sir Credulous, whither away fo faft ? 

Sir Cred. Zoz, what a Queflion's there ? doft not know 
I am to unty the Virgin Zone to morrow, that is, barter 
Maiden-heads with thy Sifter, that is, to be married to 
her, Man, and I muft to Lincolns-Inn to my Counfel a- 
bout it ? 

Lod. My Sifter juft now told me of it ; but, Sir, you 
muft not ftir. 

Sir Cred. Why, what's the matter ? 

L^d. Have you made your Will ? 

Sir Cred. My Will ! no, why my Will, Man ? 

Ijod. Then, for the good of your Friends and Pofterity, 
ftir not from this place. 

Sir Cred. Good Lord, Lodwick, thou art the ftrangeft 
Man, — what do you mean to fright a body thus ? 

£u>d. You remember the Serenade last night } 

Sir 
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Zot, I think I do, here be 

[Fulls off his Peruke, and 

Jkews his Head broke, 

Lod, Ads me, your Head's broke. 

Sir Cred, My Head broke I why 'twas a hundred to one 
but my Neck had been broke. 

Lod. Faith, not unlikely, you know the next 

Houfe is Sir Patient Fancys ; I/aieiia too, you know, ib 
his Daughter. 

Sir Cred. Ves, yes, Ihe was by when 1 made my dumb 
Oration. 

Led. The fame, this Lady has a Lover, a mad, 

fiirious, fighting, killing Heflor, (as you know there are 
enough about this Town) this Monfieur fuppofing you 
to be a Rival, and that your Serenade was addrefs'd to 
her 

Sir Crtd. Enough, I underiland you, fet thofe Bogues 
on to murder me. 

Lod. Wou'd 'twere 

Sir Crtd. Worfe ! 

Lod. Why he has voVd to kill you himlelf wherever 
he meets you, and now waits below to that purpofe. 

Sir Cred. Sha, flia, if that be all, I'U to him imme- 
diately, and make Affidavit 1 never had any fuch defign. 
Madam I/abella .' ha, ha, alas, poor man, I have fomc 
body elfe to think on. 

Lod. Affidavit 1 why he'll not believe you, (hould you 
fwcar your Heart out ; fomc body has polTcfs'd him tiat 
you are a damn'd Fool, and a moll egregious Coward, a 
Fellow that to fave your Life will fwear any thing. 

Sir Cred. What curfed Luck's this ! — why, how 

came he to know 1 liv'd here ? 

Lod. I believe he might have it from Leander, who 
is his Friend. 

Sir Cred. Leandtr! I mufl confefo I never litd that 
Leander fince yeilerday. 

Lod. He has deceiv'd us all, that's the truth on't ; for 
I have lately found out too, tliat he's your Rival, and 

has a Idnd of a 
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Sir Cred. Smattering to my Miftrcfs, hah, and there- 
fore wou'd not be wanting to give rae a lift out of thia I 

World ; but I fhall give her fuch a go-by my Ladjr 

Awoaitf/Zunderflands the difference between three Thou- 
fand a Year, and prithee what's his Eflale? 

Lad. Shaw not sufficient to pay Surgeons Bills. 

Sir Crtd. Alas poor Rat, how docs he live then f 

Led^ Hang him, the Ladies keep him ; 'tis a good 
handfome Fellow.and has a pretty Town- Wit, 

Sir Crcd. He a Wit I what, I'U w.-irrant he writei 
Lampoons, rails at Plays, curfes all Poetry but his owi^ I 
and mimicks the Piayers ha. 

Lod, Some fuch common Notion he has that deceives I 
the ignorant Rabble, amongft whom he paffcs for a very I 

fmart Fellow, 'life he's here. 

Enter Leander. 

Sir Cred. Why— what fhall I do, he wiU not affront J 
me before Company.'' hah ! 

Lod. Not in our Houfe, Sir,— bear up and take no 
tice on't. [Lod. •wkifpers Lean. 1 

Sir Cred. No notice, quoth he? why my very Fears 
will betray me. 

Ltan. Let me alone — Lodvikk, I met juft now wifli 
an Italian Merchant, who has made me fuch a Prefent ? 

Lad. What is't prithee ? 

Lean. A Sort of fpecifick Poifon for all the Senfcs, 
efpecially for that of fmelling ; fo that had 1 a Rival, and 
1 (hou'd fee him at any rcafonable diftance, I could di- 
re^ a little of this Scent up to his Brain fo fubtlcly, [hat 
it (hall not fail of Execution in a day or two. 

Sir Cred. How Poifon I [S/ieviHg great Sieiu 

of Fear, and kelding kis Ne/e. 

Lean. Nay, ihou'd I fee him in the midfl of a thou- 
fand People, I can fo direfl it, that it fhall affault my 
Enemy's Noftrils only, without any eflefls on the reft m 
the Company. 

Sir Cred. Oh,— I'm a dead Man ! 

Lod. Is'tpoffibic? 

L0aH, Perhaps fome tittle fneezing or fo, no harm ; 
but my Enemy^s a dead Man, Sir, klll'd. 

Sir 
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Sir Cred. Why, this is the mod damn'd Italian Trick 
1 ever heard of ; why this out-does the famous Poifoncr 
Madam BrettvUlitrs ; well, here's no jelling, I perceive 
that, Lodtoick. 

Lod. Fear nothing, 111 fecure you. \Afide to kirn. 
Enter Wittmore, 
Wittmore ! how is't Friend ! thou looked cloudy. 

Wit. YouH hardly blame me, Gentlemen, when you 
(hall know what a damn'd unfortunate Rafcal I am. 

Led. Prithee what's ihe matter ? 

Wit, Why 1 am to be marry'd, Gentlemen, marry'd 
today. 

Led. How, marry'd ! nay, Gad, then thou'ft reafon ; 
but to whom prithee .' 

Wit. There's the Devil on't again, to a tine young, 
fair, brilk Woman, that has all the Temptations Heaven 
can give her. 

Led. What pity 'tis they Jhou'd be bcftow'd to fo 
wicked an end ! Is this yuur Intrigue, that has been To 
long conceal'd from your Friends ? 

Lean. We thought it had been fome kind Amour, 
fomething of Love and Honour. 

Lod. Is Ihe rich? if Ihe be wondrous rich, we'll ex- 
cufe thee. 

Wit. Her Fortune will be fuitable to the jointure I 
fhall make her. 

Lod. Nay then 'tis like to prove a hopeful Match ; 
what a Pox can provoke ihee to this, dofl love her? 

Wit. No, there's another Plague, I am curfedly in 
love elfewhere ; and this was but a falfc Addrcfa, to hide 
that real one. 

Lod. How, love another? in what quality and man- 

Wit. As a Man ought to love, with a good fubflantial 
PalTion, without any delign but that of right-down honed 
Injoyment. 

Led. Ay, now we underiland thee, this is fomething. 

Ah Friend, 1 had fuch an Adventure iad Night. You 

may talk of your Intrigues and fubdantial PleaTures, but 
C5 if 
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if any of you can match mine, Eg: 

Womankind 

Lean. An Adventure ! prilhee where? 

Sir Crcd. What, lad Night, when you refcued me from 
the Bilbo-Blades ! indeed ye look'd a little furioully. 

Lod. 1 had rcafon, I was jufl then come out of a 
Garden from fighting with a Man whom I found with my 
Miftrefs ; and 1 had at leaft known who't bad bt'wi, but 
' who 

Wit. Death! that was I, who for fear of being known 
got away : was't he then that I fought with, and whom 
1 leaml lov'd I/abtUa T {A/ide. 

Lod. You muft know. Gentlemen, I have a fott of a 
matrimonial Kindnefs for a very pretty Woman, fhc 
whom I teli you I didurb'd in the Garden, and last night 
Ihe made me an Affignation in her Chamber ; when I 
came to the Garden-door by which I was lo have ad- 
mittance, I found a kind of Neceffaiy call'd a baudy 
Wailing. Woman, whom I folloVd, and thought (he wou'd 
have conduced me to iJie right Woman ; but I was luckily 
and in the dark led into a Lady's Chamber, who look me 
for a Lover Ihe expe^ed ; I found my happy miftake, and 
wou'd not undeceive her. 

Wil. This eou'd be none but Lucia. [A/!de. 
Well, Sir, and what did you do there ? 

Lod, Do 1 why what doll think? all that a Man infpir'd 
by Love cou'd do, I followed ail the didlates of Nature^ 
Youth, and Vigor, 

IVi/. Oh hold my Heart or t (hould kill the Traitor. 



and Vigor ! prithee what's that ? 

Lod, I kifs'd a tboufand times her balmy Lips, and 
greedily took in the nimble Sighs ihe breath'd into my 

m/. Oh I can fcarec contain my felf. [A/!dt. 

Sir Cred. Plhaw, is that all Man ? 
Led. I clafp'd ber lovely Body in my Anns, 
And laid my Bofom to her panting Breaft. 

Trembling 
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Trembling (he fecm'd all Love and Toft Defire, 
And I all Burnings in a youthful Fire. 

Sir Cred. Blefs us, the Man's in a Rapture ! 

IVii. Damnation on them both. 

Sir Cred. Weil, to the point, Man : what didil do ail 
this while ? 

Lean. Faith I fancy he did not lleep, Sir Credulous. 

Lod. No, Friend, Ihe had too many Charms to keep tne 

Sir Cred. Had (he fo ? I thou'd have beg'd her Charms 
pardoD, 1 tell her that tho. 

Wit. Curie on my Sloth, Oh how ftiall I diffemble? 

[A/<de. 

Lfan. Thy Adventure was pretty lucky but Witt- 
more, thou doll not relifli it. 

Wit. My Mind's upon my Marriage, Sir : if I thought 
he lov'd Ifabella, I wou'd marry her to be reven^d on 
him, at l^ft 111 vex his Soul, as he has lortur'd mine. — 
Well, Gentlemen, you'll dine with me,— and give me 
your opinion of my Wife. 

IjhL Where dolt thou keep the Ceremony.' 

Wit. At S\t P,uient Fanc/s, my Father-in-law? 

Lod. How ! Sir Patient Fancy to lie your Father-in- 
law? 

Lean. My Uncle? 

Wit. He's fir'd, 'tis his Daughter, Sir, I am to 

Lad. Isabella S Leander, can it be ? can Ihe confent to 
this? and can Ihe love you ? 

Wit. Why, Sir, what do you fee in me, (hou'd render 
me unfit to be belov'd ? [A n^ry. 

Lod. Marry'd to day ! by Heaven it muH not be. Sir. 

(Dra-ws him afidf. 

Wit. Why, Sir, I hope this is not the kind Lady who 
was fo foft, fo fweet and charming laft night. 

Lod. Hold, Sir,— we yet are Friends.^ 

Wit. And might have dill been fo, hadft thou not bafely 
rob'd me of my IntCrcft. 

Lod. Death, do you fpcak my Language? [Ready to 

Wit. 
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IVit. No, lake a fecret from my angiy Heart, which all 

its FHcndfhip to thee cou'd not make me utter; it was 

my Miftrefs you furprii'd laft night. 

Li>d. Hah, my Lady Fancy his Miftrefs f Curfe on my 
prating Tongue. \Afide. 

Sir Crcd. What a Devil's all this, hard Words, Heart- 
burnings, Relentments, and all that ? 

Letai. Vou are not quarrelling, 1 hope, my Friends. 

Lod. All this. Sir, we fufpected, and fmok'd your bor- 
rowing Money laft night ; and what I faid was to gain 
the mighty fecret that had been fo long kept from your 

Friends :^but thou haft done a bafenefs 

\Lays his Hand on his Sword, 

Lean. Hold, what's the matter? 

Wit. Did you not rob me of the Viflory then I've been 
fo long a toiling for ? 

Lsd. If I had, 'twould not have made her guilty, nor 
me a Criminal ; (he taking me for one ftie lov'd, and I 
her for one that had no Intcreft in my Friend : and who 
the Devil wou'd have refus'd fo fine a Woman ? Nor had 

I but that I was prevented by her Husband. But 

J/abclla, Sir, you muft rcfign. 

Wit. I will, provided that our Friendfliip's fafe ; I am 
this day to marry her, and if you can find a means to do't 
in my room, I Ihall rcfign my intereft to my Friend ; for 
'tis the lovely Mother I adore. 

Led. And was It you 1 fought with in the Garden? 

Wit. Yes, and thereby hangs a tale of a midake almoft 
equal to thine, which I'll at leifure tell you. 

[ Talks to Lod. and Lean. 

Sir Cred. I'm glad they were Friends ; Zoi, here was 
like to have been a pretty Bufinefs ; what danmable work 
this fame Womankind makes in a Nation of Fools that 

Wit. Look ye, I am a damn'd dull Fellow at Inven- 
tion, I'll therefore leave you to contrive matters by your 
felves, whilft I'll go try now kind Fortune will be to mc 
this Morning, and fee in what readinefs my Bride is. 
What you do mull be th()Ught on fuddenly ; 111 wait 
on you anon, and let you know how matters go. 
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I'm as impatient to know the troth of this, as for an 
opportunicy to enjoy Lucia. \Gees out, 

Lod. Leattder, what fhall I do? 

lUan. You were befl confull your Mother and Sifter ; 
Women are beft at Intrigues of this kind: But what 
becomes of me? 

Lod. Let me alone to difpatch this Fool, 1 long to have 
him out of the way, he begins to grow troublefome ; — 
but now my Mother experts you. 

Lean. Prithee be careful of me. {Exit Lean, 

Sir Cred, What was this long Whifper, fomething about 

Lod. Why, >ts faith, I was perfuading him to Tpeak 
to his Friend about this Bufinefs; but hefwears there s no 
hopes of a Reconciliation : you are a dead Man, unlefs 
fome cleanly conveyance of you be foon thought on. 

Sir Cred. Why, I'll keep within doors, and dciy Ma- 
lice and foul Weather. 

Lod. Oh, he means to get a Warrant, and fearch for 
l\oten Goods, prohibited Commodities or Conveniieles ; 
there's a thoufand Civil Pretences in this Town to com- 
mit Outrages — let me fee. — VThty bothpau/e it tuhilf. 

Sir Crtd. Well, 1 have thought, andof fucha Bu- 
finefs, that the Devil's in't if you don't fay I am a man 
of Intrigue. 

Led What is"!? 

Sir Cred. Ha, ha, ha, I muft have leave to laugh to 
think how neatly I (hall defeat this Son of a Whore of a 
thunder thumping Heftor, 

Lod. Be ferious, Sir, this is no laughing matter ; if I 
might advife, you (hould fteaJ into the Country, for two 
or three days, till the Bufmefs be blown over. 

Sa Cred. Lord, thou art fo hafty and conceited of thy 
own Invention, thou wilt not give a Man leave to think 
in thy company : why thefe were my very thoughts ; nay 
more, I have found a way to gel off clever, iho he 
watch me as narrowly as an enraged Serjeant upon an 
Efcape. 

Lod. That indeed wou'd be a Mafter-piece. 
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Sir Crid. Why, look ye, do ye fee that great Basket 
there? 

Lod. I do,— this you mean. [Pulls in a Basket. 

Sir Cred. Very well, put me into this Ba:iket, and cord 
me down, fend for a couple of Porters, hoift me away 
with a Direflion, to an old Uncle of mine, one Sir An- 
tkony BttbUton at BubUton-Hall in EJfex ; and then whip 
flap^alh, as Nokes fayj in the Play, I'm gone, and whtfs 
the wifer ? 

Lad. I Uke it well. 

Sir Crtd. Nay, lofe no time in applauding. 111 in, the 

Carrier goes this Morning ; farewel, Lod-uikk. 

\Gocs into the Basket. 
I'll be here again on Thur/day. [Lod. writesa Direflion. 



Led. By all means, Sir,- 
coupie of Porters. 

Sir Cred. One word more 
in Friday-Jlrett, pray take c 
Head- 



— NVho's there, call a 

\Exit Boy. 
the Carrier lies at the Bell 
le they fet me not on my 
\Pops in again. 



Enter Boy and two Porters. 

Lod. Come hither, cord up this Basket, and carry it 

where he (hall direifl. — Leander will never think he's free 

from a Rival, till he have him in his poffelTion To 

Mr. Leander Fancy's at the next door ; fay 'lis things for 

him out of the Country. Write a Dii^flion to him 

on the Basket-lid. [Ajlde to the Boy. 

[Porters going to carry off the Basket on a long 
Pole between 'em. 

Enter Lady Knowell. 
L. Kno. What's this P whither goes this Basket ? 
Sir Cred. Ah Lord ! they are come with the Warrant. 
[Peeps out of the Basket. 
Lod. Only Books, Madam, offer'd me to buy, but 
they do not pleafe me. 

L, Kno. Books ! nay then fet down the Basket, Fel- 
lows, and let me perufc 'em ; who are their Authors, and 
what their Language i 

Sir Cred. A pojc of all Learning, I fay, 'tis my 

Mother-in-law, [Porters going to Jet down the Basket, 
Lod. 
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Led. Hold, hold, Madam, they are only Englijk and 
fume Ijavi-French. 

L. Kho. Oh faugh, how I hate that vile fort of Read- 
ing ! up with 'em again Fellows, and away. \The Por- 
ttrs lake up and go out. 

Lod. God-a-merey lAvi-Fniich. \Afuie, 

L, Kho. La-w-FrfncA I out upon't, I cou'd find in my 
heart to have the Porters bring it back, and have it burnt 
for 3 Herefy in Learning. 

Lod. Or thrown into the Thames, that it may fiow 
back to Normandy, 10 have the Language new modell'd. 

L. Kno. You fay well ; but what's all this ad iphicK 
bonis. Where's Sir Credulotts all this while? his Affairs ex- 
pefl him. 

Led. So does Ltandtr your Lndyihip within. 

L. Kho. Leandirl Hymen, HymeHa, 111 wait on 
him, Lodwick ; I am refolv'd you Ihall marry //aiella 
too ; I have a defign in my h^d that cannot fail lo give 
you the polTefllon of her trithln this two or three hours. 

Led. Such an Indulgence will make me Ilie happiell of 
Men, and I have fomething to fay to your Ladyihip that 
mil oblige you to haflen the Defign. 

L. Kno. Come in, and let me know it. [ExeuHt, 

SCENE II. A Table and Chairs. 

Entir Lady Fancy in a ATaming-dre/s, Maundy with Pen, 
Ink and Paper. 

U Fan. IViltntere in the Garden, faj'ft thou, with Ifa- 
hdlaJ Oh perjur'd Man I it was by bis contrivance then 
1 was betray'd laft night. 

Maun. I thought fo too at 6rA, Madam, till going to 
cooduCl Mr.A'xcTorfthro the Garden, he findingMr. Witt- 
more there with Ifabella drew on him, and they both 
fought out of the Garden : what mifchicf's done 1 know 

not. But, Madam, I hope Mr. Knowell was not 

uncivil to your Ladyfhip. I had no time lo ask what 
pafs'd between you. 

L. haH. Oh name it not : I gave him all 1 had re- 
fcrVd for Wittmort. 1 was fo pofTefs'd with the thoughts 
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of that dear falfe one, I had no Tente free to perceive the 



cheat : but 1 will be revcng'd.- 



-Come let me 



end my Letter, we are fafe from interruption. 

Maun. Yes, Madam, Sir Patient is nol yet up, the 
Doflors have been with him, and tell him he is not fo 
bad as we perfuaded him. 

L. Fan. And was he foft and kind? -By all that's 

good ihe loves him, and ihey contriv'd this meeting. 

My Pen and Ink 1 am impatient to unload my Soul 

of this great weight of Jealoufy, \Sits t/evm, and 

Enter Sir Patient, looking over her Shoulder a tip-toe. 

Maun. Heaven ! here's Sir Patient, Madam. 

L. Fan, Hah, and 'lis loo late to hide the Pa- 

per : I was juft going to fubfcribe my Name. 

Sir Pat. Good morrow, my Lady Faiuy, your Ladyfhip 
is well employ'd, 1 fee. 

L. Fan. Indeed I was, and pleafantly too : I am 

writing a Love-letter, Sir. But my Dear, what makes 

you fo foon up ? 

Sir Pai. A Love-letter !— let me fee't. \Goes to take it. 

L. Fan. Ill read it to you, Sir. 

iiauH. What mean you, Madam ? [4rfd!». 

Lady Fancy reads. 
It was but yejlerday you /wore you lojfd me, and I poor 
eafy Fool biUet/d ; but your lajl Nighfs It^delity hat 
undeceiifd my Heart, and render'd you the/al/eft Man 
that ever Woman figh'd for. Tell me, how durfl you, 
■when I had prepared all things for our Enjoyment, be 
fo great a Devil to deceive my languijhine Expcdalionsf 
aiui in your room fend one that lias undone 

Your 

Maun. Sure (he's mad to read this to him. 

Sir Pat. Hum, 1 profefs ingenuoully 1 think it 

is indeed a Love-letter. My Lady Fancy, what means 

all this f as I take it, here are Riddles and Myfteries in 
this Buftnefs. 
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L. Fan. Which thus, Sir, HI unfold. 

[ Taies the Pen, and writes Ifabella. 

Sir Pat. How ! undone Your I/abella, 

meaning my Daughter ? 

L. Fait. Yea, my Dear, going this morning into her 
Dumber, (he not being there, I took up a Letter that 
lay open on her Table, and out of curiofity read it ; as 
near as I can remember 'twas to this purpofe : 1 writ it 
out now, becaufe 1 had a mind thou fhou'dll fee't ; for 
I can hide nothing from thee. 

Sir Fat. A very good Lady 1 prufefs ! to whom is it 
directed? 

L. Fan. Why, Sir What Ihall I fay, 1 cannot 

lay it now to Lodvnck \Afide, 

1 beUeve (he meant it to Mr. Fainlovt, for whom elfc 
cou'd it be defign'd ? (he being fo foon to marry him. 

Sir Pat Hah, Mr. Fain-love I fo foon fo fond 

and amorous I 

I, Fan. Alas, 'tis the excufable fault of all young Wo- 
men, thou knowft I was juft fuch another Fool to ihoe, 
fo fond and fo in love. 

Sir Pat. Ha, ithou wert indeed, my Lady Fancy, 

indeed thou wert. But 1 will keep the Letter how- 
ever, that this idle Baggage may know I underftand her 



[Puts up tki Letter. 
: ISO I befeech you, Sir, 
ot for the World I/aM/a 
m'd appear malicious in 
"I beiit your Gravity to 



Tricks and Intrigues. 

L. Fan. Nay then 'twill c 
give me the Letter, 1 wou'c 
(hou'd know of my theft, ' 

me : Befides, Sir, it does r 

be concem'd in the little Quarrels of Lovers. 

Sir Pat. Lovers ! TelTmc not of Lovers, my Lady 
Fancy ; with Reverence to your good Ladylhip, 1 value 
not whether there be Love between 'em or not. Pious 
Wedlock is my Bufinefs,— — ^nay, I will let him know 
his own too, that I will, with your Lady (hip's perminion. 

L. Fan. How unlucky I am ! — Sir, as to his Chaftife- 
ment, ufe your own difcretion, in which you do abound 
moft plentifully. But pray let not Ifabella hear of il ; for 
lu'd preferve my Duty to thee, by communicating 
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inferve my good Opinion 



all things to thee, fo I v 
with her. 

Sir Pa/. Ah, what a Bleffing ! poffefs in fo excellent 
a. Wife ! and in regard 1 am every day defcending to my 

Grave. ah I will no longer hide from thee the 

Provilion I have made for thee, in cafe I die. 

L, Fan. This is the Mufick that I long*!! to hear.— 

Die !— Oh that fatal Word will kiU me [Weefis. 

Name it no more, if you'd preferve my Life. 

Sir Pa/. Hah — now cannot I refrain joining with her 
in affeflionaie Tears. — No, but do not weep for me, my 
excellent Lady, for I have made a pretty competent Eflate 
for thee. Eight thoufand Pounds, which 1 have conceal'd 
inmy Study behind the Walnfcot on the left hand as you 

L. Fan. Oh tell me not of a tranfitory Wealth, for I'm 
rcfolv'd not to furvive thee. Eight thoufand Pound fay 
you? Oh 1 cannot endure the thoughts on't. [tVetpt. 

Sir Pat. Eight thoufand Pounds jull, my deareli Lady. 

L. fan. Oh you'll make me def]ierate in naming it, 

isit in Gold or Silver? 

Sir Put. In Gold, my deareli, the moll part, the reft 
in Silver ? 

L. Fan. Good Heavens ! why (hould you take fuch 

pleafure in afflifling me.' [Weeps.'] Behind the 

Wainfcot fay you ? 

Sir Pat. Behind the Wainfcot, prithee be pacified, 

thou makell me lofe my greatefl Virtue, Moderation, to 
fee thee thus ; alas, we're ail bom to die. 

L. Fan. Again of djing ! Uncharitable Man, why do 

you delight in tormenting me? On the left hand, lay 

you as you go in ? 

Sir Pat. On the left hand, my Love : had ever Man 
fuch a Wife ? 

L. Fan. Oh my Spirits fail me lead me, or I 

Ihall faint, lead me to the Study, and (hew me where 

'tis. for I am able to hear no more of it. 

Sir Piit. I will, if you will promife indeed and indeed, 
not to grieve too much, [Goia^ to lead her out. 
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EhUt Winmore. 
Wit. Heaven grant me feme kind opportunit)' to fpeak 

[ with Lucia t hah, file's here, and with her the fond 

[ Cuckold her Husband. Death, he hasVp/d me, there's 

iQ avoiding him. 

Sir Pat. Oh, are you there, Sit ? Maundy look to 

my Lady, 1 take it, Sir, you have not dealt well with 

a Perfon of my Authority and Gravity. 
' [Grapis/or the Utter in his pocket. 

H'it. So this can be nothing lefs than my being found 
out to be no Yorkjkire Efq ; a Pox of my Gnuva Breeding ; 
it muft be fo, wh.it the Devil (hall 1 fay now? 

Sir Pat. And this difingenuous dealing does il! become 

the Perfon you have rcprefcnied, I take it. 

[ Wit. Reprefented I ay, there 'tis, wou'd 1 were hand- 

L Ibmelyoff o'lhisBufinefs ; neither ZKi-/iinor//ii«K(/)' have 

I any intelligence in their demure looks that can inflruifl a 

I Man. Why, faith, Sir, 1 mufl confefs, I am to 

\ blame and that I have a 

L. Fan, Oh, Maundy, he'll difcover all, what fhall 
\ we do ? 

Sa Pat. Have what. Sir? 

Wit. From my violent Paflion for your Daughter 

L. Fan. Oh, I'm all Confufion. 

Wit. Egad I am i'th wrong, I fee by Luda'% Looks. 

Sii Pat. That you have. Sir, you wou'd fay, made 3 

Sport and May-game of the Ingagement of your Word ; 

I lake it, Mr. Fain-love, 'tis not like the Stock you came 

Wit. Ves, I was lilce to have fpoil'd all, 'sheart what 

fine work I had made but mofl. certainly he has dif- 

cover'd my Paffion for his Wife. Well, Impudence 

affift me 1 made Sir, a trifle of my Word, Sir \ from 

whom have you this Intelligence? 

Sir Pat. From whom (hou'd I, Sir, but from my 
Daughter IJabella f 

Wit. Ifabella.' The malicious Raggage undcrflood to 
whom my firfi Courtfhip was addtefs'd laA Night, and has 
betray'd me. 

Sir 
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Sir Pat And Sir, to let you fee I utler nothing without 
Precaution, pray read that Letter. 

Wit. Hah a Letter! what can this mean, 'tis 

Litdii^ Hand, with Ifaitlliis Name to'L^Oh the dear 
cunning Creature, to make her Husband the MclTenger 

too. How, I fend one in my room. [He reatb, * 

L. Fan. Yes, Sir, you think we do not know of lbs 1 
Appointment you made laft Night ; but having other '^ 
ARairs in hand than lo keep your Promife, you fent 

Mr. KnOTvel in your room, falfe Man. 

Wit. 1 fend him. Madam ! I wou'd have fooner died. 

Sir Pat. Sir, as I take it, he cou'd not have known of 

your Defigns and Rendezvous without your Infonnations. 

Were not you to have met my Daughter here to 

night. Sir? 

Wit. Yes, Sir, and I hope 'tis no fuch great Crime, to 
defire a little Convcrfation with the fair Perfon one loves, 
and is fo foon to marry, which 1 was hindcr'd from doii^ 
by the greateft and mod unlucky Misfortune that ever 
arriv'd ; nothing fo much amazes me and aifliifls me, as to 
know he was here. 

5\t Pal. He fpeaks well, ingenuoufly he does, — Well, 
Sir, for your Father's fake, whofe Memory I reverence, 
I will for once forgive you. But lei's have no more 
Night-works, no more Gambols, 1 befeech you, good 
Mr. Fain -love. 

Wit. I humbly thank ye, Sir, and do befccch you to 
tell the dear Creature that writ this, that 1 love her more 
than Life or Fortune, and thai I wou'd fooner have kill'd 
the Man that ufurp'd my place laJl Night, than hive 
amaed hilR. 

L. Fait. Were you not falfe. then? Now bang me 

if I do not credit him. [AJldt. 

Sir Pa/. Alas, good Lady I how (he's concem'd for my 
Interefl, (he's even jealous for my Daughter. [Aj^. 

IVil. Falfe ! charge me not with unprofitable Sins ; 
wou'd I refufe a Bleffmg, or blafpheme a Power that 
might undo me? wou'd 1 die in my full vigorous Healtb, 
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or live in conflant Pain ? All this I cou'd, fooner than be 

Sir/'j/. Ingenuouilj-, my Lady Fantyibe (peaJts dif- 
ereelly, and to purpofe. 

L. Fan. Indeed, my Dear, he does, and like an honed 
Gentleman ; and I ihou'd think my lelf very unreafona- 

ble not to believe him. And Sir, 111 undertake your 

Peace (hall be made with your Mitlrefs. 

Sir Pat. Well, I am the mod fortunate Man in a Wife, 
that ever had the blelTmg of a good one. 

W//. Madam, let me fall at your Feet, and thank you 

for this Bounty. Make it your own cafe, and then con- 

fider what returns ought to be made lo the mofl palTionaie 
and faithful of Lovers. [JCneeis. 

Sir Pat. I profefs a wonderful good natur'd Youth, 
this : rife, Sir. my Lady Fivicy (hall do you all the kind 
Offices (he can. o' my word Ilie ihalL 

L. Fan. I'm all Obedience, Sir, and doubtlefs Ihall 
obey you. 

S\t Pat. You mull, indeed you muft ; and Sir, I'll 
defer your Happinefs no longer, this Day you Ihall be 
marry'd. 

iVil. This Day, Sir ! why, the Writings are not 

made^ 

Sir Pat. No matter, Mr. Fain-love ; her Portion (hall 
be equivalent to the Jointure you (hall make her, I take it, 
that's fuHicient. 

W//, A Jointure quoth he t it mull be in new Eutspian 

Land then. And mull I depart thus, without a kind 

Word, a Look, or a Billet, to fignify what I am to ex- 
peil. [Looking on her flily. 

Sir Pat. Come, my Lady Fancy, ihall I wait on you 
down to Prayer ! Sir, you will get your fclf in order for 
your Marriage, thegreat Affair of human Life; I mud to 
my Morning's Devotion ; Come, Madam. 

ySlu endeavours to make Signs lo Wittmore. 

\^ Fan. Alas, Sir, the faid Difcourfe you lately made 
me, has fo difordcr'd me, and given mc fuch a Pain in 
my Head, I am not able to endure the Pfalm-hnging. 

Sir 
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Sir PcU, This comes of your Weeping ; but well omit 
that part of th* Exercife, and have no Pfalm fung. 

L. Fan, Oh by no means, Sir, ^twill fcandalize the 
Brethren ; for you know a Pfalm is not fung fo much out 
of Devotion, as 'tis to give notice of our Zeal and pious 
Intentions : 'tis a kind of Proclamation to the Neighbour- 
hood, and cannot be omitted. Oh how my Head 

aches ! 

Wit He were a damn'd dull Lover, that cou'd not 
guefs what (he meant by this. \Afide, 

Sir Pat, Well, my Lady Fancy y your Ladyfliip (hall 

be obe/d, come, Sir, we'll leave her to her Women. 

\ExU Sir Pat 

\As Wittmore goes oui, lu bows and 

looks on her \ flu gives him a Sign, 

Wit, That kind Look is a fufficient Invitation. 

L. Fan, Maundy , follow 'em down, and bring Witt- 
more back again.—- — [Exit Maun.] There's now a ne- 
ceflity of our contriving to avoid this Marriage hand- 

fomly, ^and we (hall at leaft make two Hours our 

own; I never wiih'd well to long Prayers till this Mi- 
nute. 

Enter Wittmore. 

Wit, Oh my dear Lucia! 

L. Fan, Oh Wittmore I I long to tell thee what a fatal 
Midake had like to have happened lail Night 

Wit, My Friend has told me all, and how he was pre- 
vented by the coming of your Husband from robbing me 
of thofe facred Delights I langui(h for. Oh let us not 
lofe ineftimable Time in dull talking ; but hafte to give 
each other the only Confirmation we can give, how little 
we are our own. 

L. Fan, I fee Lodwick^s sl Man of Honour, and de- 
ferves a Heart if I had one to give him. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. A Hall. 

Enter Sir Patient and Roger. 
Sir Pat. Rogery is Prayer ready, Roger? 
Rog, Truly nay, Sir, for Mr. Gogle hath taken too 

much 
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Tnnch of the Creature this Morning, and is not in cafe. 
Sir. 

Sir Pat. How mean you, Sirrab, that Mr. Geglt is 
overtaken with Drink? 

Reg, Nay, Sir, he hath over-eaten blmfelf at Breakfall 

Sir Pat. Alas, and that's foon done, for he hath a. 
Cckly Stomach as well as I, poor Man, Where is Bar- 
tholomem the Clerk ? he mufl hold forth then to day. 

Reg. Verily he is alfo difabled : for going forth laft 
Night by your Commandment to fraite the Wicked, he 
received a blow over the Pericranium. 

Sir Pal. Why how now, Strrah, Latin ! the Language 
of the Bcaft ! hah— and what then, Sir ? 

Re§. Which Blow, I doubt, Sir, hath fpoil'd both his 
Praying and his Ealing. 

Sir Pat. Hah I What a Family's here f no Prayer to 
day [ 

Enter Nurfe and Fanny. 

Nurf. Nay verily it (hall all out, I will be no more the 
dark l^thom to the deeds of Darknefs. 

Sir Pat. What's the matter here ? 

Nurf. Sir, this young Sirmer has long been privy to all 
the daily and nightly meetings between Mr, Lodiuick and 
I/aheUa \ and juft now I took her tying a Letter to a 
String in the Garden, which he drew up to his Window ; 
and I have bom it till my Confcience will bear it no 
longer. 

^\T Pat. Hah, fo young a Baud !— Tell me. Minion- 
private meeting ! tell me truth, I ch.irge ye, when ? 
where ? how ? and how often? Oh, fhe's debauch'd. — 
her Reputation niin'd, and fhell need a double Portion, 
Come, tell me truth, for this letter Finger here ,has told 
me all. 

Fan. Oh Gcminy, Sir, then that little Finger's the 
hougefeft great Lyer as ever was. 

^vs Pat. Huziy. huiiy— I will have thee whip'd moil 
unmcrcifuHy ; Nurfe, fetch me the Rod. 

Fan. Oh, pardon me. Sir, this one time, and 111 tell all. 
\Kntcls. 



72 



Sir Patient Fancy. 



Sir 1 have fecn him in the Garden, but not very ^ 

Sir Pdi. Often! Oh, my Family's difhonoured. Tell \ 
me truly what he us'd to do there, or I vrill have ihee 
whipt without cefTation. Oh I'm in a cold Sweat; there*! 
my fine Maid, was he with her long i 

Fan. Long enough. 

Sir Pat. Long enough ! — oh, 'lis fo, long enough, — 
for what, hah \ my dainty Mifs, tell me, and didfl thou 

Fan. They us'd to fend me to gather Flowers to make 
Nofegays, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Ah, Demonftration ■, 'tis evident if they were 
left aJone that they were naught, 1 know't. — And where 
were they the while? in the clofe Arbour? — Ay, ay — I ) 
will have it cut down, it is the Pent-houfe of Iniquity, \ 
the very Coverlid of Sin. 

Faa. No, Sir, they fat on the Primrofe Bank. 

Sir PiU. What, did they lit all the while, or Hand— 
or — lie — or — oh how was'i ? 

Fan, They only fat indeed. Sir Father. 

Sir Pal. And thou didft not hear a Word theyfaid all 
the while? 

Fan, Yes, I did, Sir, and the Man talk'd a great deal 
of this, and of that, and of t'other, and all the while 
threw ielTamine in her Bofom. 

Sir Pat. Well faid, and did he nothing elfe ? 

Fan. No, indeed. Sir Father, nothing, 

Sir Pat. But what did fhe fay to the Man again? 

Fan. She faid, let me fee, — Ay, flie faid. Lord you'll 
forget your felf, and Hay tilt fomebody catch,us. 

Sir Pat. Ah, very fine, — then what faid he ? 

Fan. Then he faid. Well if I muA be gone, let me 
leave tbee with this hearty Curie, A Pox take thee all over 
for making me love thee fo confoundedly. 

Sir Pal. Oh horrible ! 

Fan. —Oh, 1 cou'd live here for ever,— that was when 
he kid her — her Hand only. Are you not a dan 



Woman for malting fo fond a Puppy of m 
Sir Pat. Oh unheard-of Wickednefs I 
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Fim. Wou'd the Devil had thee, and all thy Family, 
e'er I had feen thy curfed Face. 

Sir Pat. Oh, 111 hear no more, HI hear no more I— 
why what a blafphemous Wretch is this ? 

Fan. Pray, Sir Father, do not tell my Sifter of this, 
(hell be horribly angry with me. 

Sir Pal. No, no, get you gone.— Oh I am Hcart-fick 
— Ill up and confult with my Lady what's fit to be done 

in this Affair. Oh never was the like heard of. 

[Gort out, Fanny giMS the other way. 

SCENE, the Lady Vasicy's Bed-c/mmder; 
flies di/cover'diuiih Wittmore in di/order. 
A Table, Sword, and Hat. 

Maun. O Madam, Sir Patient's coming up. 

L. Fa». Coming up, fay you ! 

Maum, He's almoft on the top of the Stairs, Madam. 

Wil. What Ihall I do ? 

L. Fan, Oh,* damn him, I know not ; if he fee thee 
here after my pretended Illnefs, he muft needs difcover 
why I feign'd. — ^1 have no excule ready,— this Chamber's 

unlucky, there's no avoiding him ; here ftep behind 

the Bed ; perhaps he has only forgot his Pfalm-Book, 

and will not ftay long. [Wittmore runs behind the Bed. 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir /'a/. Oh, oh, pardon this Interruption, my Lady 

Fancy, Oh, I am half killed, my Daughter, my 

Honour my Daughter, my Reputation. 

L. Fan. Good Heavens, Sir, is Ihe dead ? 

Sir Pal. 1 wou'd fhe were, her Portion and her Ho- 
nour would then be fav'd. But oh, I'm fick at Heart, 
Maundy fetch me the Bottle of Mirabilis in the Qofet,— 
(he's wanton, unchaste. 

Enter Maundy with the Bottle. 
Oh 1 cannot fpeak it ; oh the Bottle— (ZJ^'ni^) (he has 

lofl her Fame, her Shame, her Name. Oh {Drinks) 

that is not the right Bottle, that with the red Cork {Drinks) 
[Exit Maundy. 
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and is grown a very t'other-end-of-the-Town Creature. » 
very Apple of Sodom, fair without, and filthy withjn, 
what niall we do with her? Ihe's lod, undone; hah! 

Enter Maundy, 
lei me fee, {Drinks) this is not as I lake M— {Drinks) 
—no, 'tis not the right, —Ihe's naught, (he's leud, 
{Drinks) — oh how you vex me — {Driais) This is not 
the right Bottle ya,~-{Drinkt) No, no, here. 

[Gives her Oe BoUU. 

Maun. You faid that with the red Cork, Sir. \Coesouf. 

Sir Pat. I meant the blue ; — I know not what I fay, 

In fine, my Lady, let's marry her out of band, for 

(he is fall'n, fall'n to Perdition ; Ihe underftands more 
Wickedncfs than had <he been bred in a profane Nun- 



marry her inftantly, out of hand {Drinks) Misfortune c 
Misfortune. — But Patience is a wonderful Virtue, {Drinks) 
— Ha — this is very comfortable,— very confoling — I pro- 
fefs if it were not for thcfe Creatures, ravilTiing Comforts, 
fometimes, a Man were a very odd fori of an Animal 
{Drinks) But ah— fee how all things were ordain'd for 
the ufe and comfort of Man {Drinkj!) 

L. fi'iiH. I like this well : Ah, Sir, 'tis very tnie, there- 
fore teceive it plentifully and thanldully. 

Sir Pat. (Drinks) ingenuoufly— it hath made me mar- 
vellous lightfome ; 1 profefs it hath a very notable Fa- 
culty, — very Icnavifh — and as it were, wa^fli, but 

hah, what have wc there on the Table? a Sword and 
Hat ? [Sees Wittmore'j Sword and Nat an the 

Table, which he had forgot. 

L Fan. Curfe on my Dulncfs. Oh thefe Sir, they 

are Mr. Fain-i<n'e's he being fo foon to be many'd, 

and being llraitned for time, fent Ihefe to Maundy to be 
new trim'd with Ribbon, Sir — that's all. Take 'em away 
you naughty Baggage, muA 1 have Mens things feen in 
my Chamber? 

Sir Pat. Nay, nay, be not angry, my little Rogue'j 
I like the young Man's Frugality well. Go, go your 
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ways, get you gone, and finefy your Knacks, and Trang- 

hams, and do your Bufinefs go. 

[StniUng on Maundy, gently beating her with 
his Hand : /he goes out, he bolts the 
Door after her, and Jits dawn on the 
Beds feet, 

L. Fan. Heavens, what means he ! 

Sir Pat. Come hither to me my little Ape's Face, ■ 

Come, come I fay ^what muft I come fetch you? — 

Catch her, catch her — catch her, catch her, catch her. 

{Running after her. 

L. Fan. Oh, Sir, I am fo ill I can hardly flir. 

Sir Pat. Ill make ye well, come hither ye Monky- 
face, did it, did it, did it ? alas for it, a poor iilly Foors 
Face, dive it a blow, and I'll beat it. 

L. Fan. You negle^ your Devotion, Sir. 

Sir Pat. No, no, no Prayer to day, my little Rafcal, 

— ^no Prayer to day — ^poor GogUs fick. Come hither, 

why you refradlory Ba^age you, come or I fhall touze 
you, ingenuoufly I (hall ; tom, tom, or I'll whip it 

L. Fan. Have you forgot your Daughter, Sir, and 
your Difgrace ? 

Sir PcU. A fiddle on my Daughter, (he's a Chick of the 
old Cock I profefs ; I was ju(l fuch another Wag when 
young. — But (he (hall be marr/d to morrow, a good 
Qoke for her Knavery ; therefore come your ways, ye 
Wag, well take a nap together : good faith, my litde 
Harlot, I mean thee no harm. 

L. Fan. No, o' my Confcience. 

Sir Pat. Why then, why then you little Mungrel ? 

L. Fan. His precife Worihip is as it were difguis'd, 

the outward Man is over-taken pray. Sir, lie down, 

and 111 come to you prefently. 

Sir Pat. Away you Wag, will you? will you? — Catch 
her there, cat'ch her. 

L. Fan. I will indeed, — Death there's no getting from 
him, — pray lie down — ^and I'll cover thee clofe enough 

111 warrant thee. [AJide.] 

[He lies down, flu covers him. 

Had ever Lovers fuch fpiteful luck ! hah furely he 

D 2 fleeps, 
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deeps, blefs the miftaken Bottle. Ay, he fleeps, 

whilft, Wittmore {He coming out falls ; pullt 

the Chair down. Sir Patient 
flings open the Cnrtain, 
Wit. Plague of my over-care, what (hall I do ? 
Sir Pal. What's that, what Noife is that ? let me fee, 
we are not fafe ; lock up the Doors, what's the matter? 
What Thunder-Clap was that ? 

[Wittmore runt under tht Bed; Jk* 

runs to Sir Patient, and holds 

him in hi-i Bed. 

L. Fan. Pray Sir, lie dill, 'twas 1 was only going to 

fit down, and a fudden Giddincfs took me in my Head, 

which made me fall, and with me the Ch.iir ; there is no 

danger near yc, Sir 1 was jull coming to Heep by 

Sir Pat. Go, you're a flattering Hufwife; go, catch 
her, catch her, catch her. [Lies doTvn,/ke covers him. 

L. Fan. Oh how I tremble at the difmal apprehenfion 
of being difcover'd ! Had I fecur'd my felf of the eight 
thoufand Pound, I wou'd not value Wiltmor^% being 
Teen. But now to be found out, wou'd call my Wit in 

qucllion, for 'tis the Fortunate alone are wife, 

[Wittmore peeps from under the Bed; 
fhe goes feftly to the Door to open it. 
Wit. Was ever Man fo plagu'd ?— hah— what's this? 
—confound my tell-tale Watch, the Larum goes, and 
there's no getting to't to filence it. Damn'd Mis- 
fortune ! [Sir Patient rifes, and flings open the Curtains. 
Sir Pat. Hah, what's that ? 

L. Fan. Heavens ! what's the matter? we are defUn'd 
to difcovery. [She runs to Sir Patient, and Uavtj 

the Doorftiltfaft. 
Sir Pat. Whaf s that I fay, what's that ? let me fee, let 
me fee, what ringings that, Oh let me fee what 'tis. 

[Strives to get up,flie holds him down. 

L. Fan. Oh, now I fee my Fate's inevitable ! Alas, 

that ever I was bom to fee*!. [Weeps, 

Wit. Death fhe'Il tell him 1 am here: Nay, he muft 

know^, 
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Icnow't, a Pox of all Invention and Mechanicks, 
were damn'd that firft conlriv'd a Watch. 

Sir Pal. Hah, doll weep ? why doll weep ? I fay, 

what Noife is that? what ringing? hah.^ — — — 

L. Fan. Tis that, 'tis that, my Dear, that makes me 
weep. Alas, I never hear this fatal Noife, but fome dear 
Friend dies. 

Sir Pat. Hah, dies I Oh that muft be I, ay, ay, 



iro Days, but wou'd not 
Days ! Oh, what ist 



Oh. 

L. Fan. I've heard it, Sir, this ti 
tell you of it. 

Sir Pat. Hah 1 heard it ihefe tw 
a Death-watch ? hah. 

L. Fan. Ay, Sir, a Death-watch, a certain Larum 
Death-watch, a thing that lias warn'd our Family this 
hundiL-d Years, oh, I'm the mofl undone Wo- 

Wil. A BlefTing on her for a dear diflcmbling Jilt — 
Death and the Devil, will it never ceafe ? 

Sir Pai. A Death-watch ! ah, 'tis To, I've often heard of 
thefe things— me thinks it founds as if 'twere under the 
Bed. \pffa-s to look,Jke holds him. 

L Fan. You think fo. Sir, but that 'tis about the Bed 
is my Grief ; it therefore threatens you : Oh wretched 
Woman 1 

Sir Pal. Ay, ay, I'm too happy in a Wife to live long : 
Well, 1 will fettle my Houfc at Hog/don, with the Land 
about it, which is joo/. a Year upon thee, live or die, — do 



r had I 



; tr>' t 



deep, your Fate may be diverted whilft I'll to Prayers 

for your dear Health. — {Covers him, draws the Curtains.'\ 
1 have almofl run out all my (lock of Hypocrify, and 
that hated Art now fails me. Oh all ye Powers that fa- 
vour diAreft Lovers, alTIA us now, and I'll provide againft 
your future Malice, 

[Ske makes Signs to Wittmore, he peeps. 

Wit. I'm impatient of Freedom, yet fo much Happi- 

nefs as I but now injoy'd wilhovit this part of SutTcrIng 

D3 had 
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had made me loo blert. Death and Danmation f 1 

what curil luck have I ? 

[Maies Signs to her to open Ikt Door: •whilft I 
he creeps foflly from under the Bed to the I 
Table, by which going to rai/e him/elf, hg , 
pulls d^um all the Drejfing-thittgs : at the 
fame injlant Sir Patient leaps front the Bed, 
and Jhe returns from the Door, and fits on 
Witctnore'JvSarf as he Uesoit his Hands and \ 
Knees, and makes ai ifjhefwooned. 
Sir Pat. What's the matter ? what's the matter ? has ^ 
Satan broke his everlafting Chmn, and got loofc abroad 1 
to plague poor Mortals ? bah^what's the matter 'i 

\_Rhhi to his Lady, 
L. J^an. Oh help, I die — I faint— run down, and call for 
heUi. 

Sir Pat. My Lady dying ? oh (he's gone, (he faints, — 

what ho, who waits? [Cries and bauls. 

L. Fail. Oh, go down and bring me help, the Door 

is lock'd, they cannot hear >'e,— oh—— I go 1 

die. [He opens the Door, and calls help, help. 

Wit. Damn him ! there's no cfcaping without 1 kill tne 
Dog. {From under her, peeping. 

Il Fan. Lie ftill, or we are undone. 

Sir Patient returns vjHh Maundy. 
Hfttun. Hah, difcovcr-d ! 
Sir Pat. Help, help, my Lady dies. 

Maun. Oh, I perceive how 'tis. Alas Ihe's dead, quite 

gone ; oh rub her Temples, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Oh, I'm undone ihe.'a,-\lVeeps'] Oh my Dear, 
my virtuous Lady ! 

L Fan. Oh, Where's my Husband, my deareft Hus- 
band — Oh bring him near me, 

Sir Pat. I'mncre, my excellent Lady. 

[She takes him about the Ned; and rai/es her 

felfup,gives Wittmore a little kick behind. 

Wit. Oh the dear lovely Hypocrite, was ever Man fo 

near difcovery ? [Goes out. 

Sir Pat. On how hard (he preffes my Head to her Bo- 
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Maun, Ahy that grafping hard, Sir, is a very bad Sign. 

Sir Pat, How does my good, my dearefl Lady Fancy f 

L. Fan, Something better now, give me more Air, — 
that difmal Lamm Death-watch had almofl kilPd me. 

Sir Pat, Ah precious Creature, how (he affii<5ls her felf 
for me. — Come, let's walk into the Dining-room, 'tis 
more airy, from thence into my Study, and make thy felf 
Miftrefs of that Fortune I have defign'd thee, thou beft of 
Women. [Exeunt, 



ACTV. SCENE I. 
A Table, and fix Chairs, 

Enter Ifabella reading a Letter, Betty tricking her, 

I/ab. T T OW came you by this Letter 1 

jlTL Bet, Mifs Fanny received it by a String from 
his Window, by which he took up that you writ to him 
this Morning. 

I/ab, What means this nicety ? forbear I fay. 

[Puts Betty from her. 

Bet, You cannot be too fine upon your Wedding-day. 

I/ab, Thou art miflaken, leave me, whatever he 

fays here to fatisfy my Jealoufy, I am confirmed that he 
was falfe : yet this affurance to free me from this intended 
Marriage, makes me refolve to pardon him, however 

guilty. 

Enter Wittmore. 
How now ! what means this Infolence ? How dare you, 
having fo lately made your guilty approaches, venture 
again into my prefence ? 

Wit, Why ? Is there any danger, but what's fo vifible, 
in thofe fair Eyes ? 

J/ab, And there may lie enough. Sir, when they're 
angry. By what Authority do you make this iaucy Vifit? 

D 4 Wit. 
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WVY. Thai of a Husband, Madam; 1 come to congrft- ] 
tulate ihe migJitj' Joy this Day will bring you. 

Ifab. Thou daifl net marry me, there will be danger 

Wil. Why fure you do not cany Death in your 
braces, I find no Terror in thai lovely Shape, no Daggers ] 
in that pretty fcomful Look ; that Breath that utiers fa | 
much Anger now, laft night was fweet as new-blown 

Rofes are, and fpoke fuch Words, fo tender and fo 

kind. 

Jfiib. And canfl thou think they were addrefs'd to thecF 

Wil. No, nor eou'd the Shade of Night hide the Coo- 
fufion which diforder'd you, at the difcovery that 1 was 
not he, the bleiTed he you look'd for. 

Ifab. Leave me, thou hated ObjcCl of my Soul. 

\Vit. This will not ferve your turn, for 1 muft many 

Ifab. Then thou art a Fool, and drawell thy Ruin o; 
why I will hate thee, hale thee moft extremely. 

Wit. That will not anger me. 

Ifab. Why, I will never let thee touch me, nor kifs my 
Hand, nor come into my fight. 

Wit. Are there no other Women kind, fair, and to be 

Eurchas'd t he cannot llarve for Beauty in this Age, that 
as a Hock to buy. 

Ifab. Why I will cuckold thee, look to't, I will moft 
damnably. 

Wil. So WDu'd you, had you lov'd me, in a year or two j 
therefore like a kind civil Husband, I've made provifion 
for you, a Friend, and one I dare truft my Honour 
with, 'tis yiT.Knoivell, Madam. 

I/ab. Lodwick! What Devil brought that Name to 

his knowledge ? Canft thou know him, and yet dare 

hope to marry me? 

Wit. We have agreed it, and on thefe conditions. 

Ifab. Thou bafely injured him, he cannot do a Deed 
he ought to blulh for : Lodivick do this i Oh do not 
credit it, — prithee be juft and kind for thy own Honour's 
fake; be quickly fo, the hafly minutes fly, and will anon 
make up the fatal Hour that will undo me. 

Wit. 
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s Slaves 

to. Do faerifice me, lead me to the Altar, and fee if 

all the holy myftick Words can conjure from me the con- 
fcntlng Syllable : No, 1 will not add one word to make 
ihe Charm complete, but (land as dlent in the inchanting 
Circle, as if the Priefts were raifing Devils there. 
Enter Lodwick. 

Led. Enough, enough, my charming T/abilla, I am 
eonfinn'd. 

I/ab, Lodwick ! what good Angel condudled thee hi- 
ther? 

Lad. E'en honefl Charits Willmon here, thy Friend 
ajid mine, no Bug-bear Lover he. 

J/nb. Wittmore f that Friend I've often heard Ihee 
name ? Now fome kind mifchicf on him, he has To 
frighted me, 1 fcarce can bring my Senfe to fo much or- 
der, to tliank him that he loves me not. 

Lod. Thou (halt defer that payment to more leifure j 
we're Men of bufinefs now. My Mother, knowing of a 
Confuttation of Phyficians which your Father has this day 
appointed to meet at his Houfe, has brib'd Monfieur Tur- 
bcene his French Doflor in Penfion, to admit of a Doc- 
tor or two of her recommending, who (Kail amufe him 
with difcourfe (ill we get ourfelves married ; and to make 
it the more ridiculous, I will releafe Sir Credulous from 
the Basket, I faw it in the Hall as I came thro, we ftiall 
have need of the Fool. [Exit Wittmoic 

Eitter Wittmore, pulling in Ike Basket. 
Wil. 'Twill do well. 

Lod. Sir Credulous, how is't Man ? [Oficiti tkf Bmket, 

Sir Cred. What, am 1 not at the Carrier's yet ? 

Oh Lodwick, thy Hand, I'm almoft poifon'd. This 

Basket wants airing extremely, it fmellslike an old Lady's 

Wedding Gown of my acquaintance. But what's 

the danger paft, Man P 

Lod. No, but there's a neceffity of your being for (ome 
time difguis'd to adl a Phyfician. 

• Vol. IV. D 5 Sir 
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Sir Cred. How ! a Phyfician I 
I underiland Simples. 

Lod. That's not material, fo you can but banter well, 
be very grave, and put on a flarch'd Countenance. 

Sir Crtd. Banter ! what's that, Man ? 

Lod. Why, Sir, talking very much, and meaning jufl 
nothing; l« full of Words without any connection, 
fenfe or conclafion. Come in with me, and I'll inftmil 
you farther. 

Sir Cred. Pihaw, is that all? fay no more on't, 111 
do't, let me alone for Bantering— But this fame damn'd 
Rival 

Led. He's now watching for you without, and means 
to foufe upon yoii ; hut truft to me for your fecurity ; 

come away, I have your Habit ready, (.Goes out.) 

This day (hall make thee mine, dear I/aiella. — - 

l^Exit Lodwick rf«(/ Wittmore. 
Enter Sir Patient, Leander, and Roger. 

Sir Paf. Marry Lucretia! is there no Woman in the 
City fit for you, but the Daughter of the moft notorious 
fantaAical Lady within the Wall ? 

LeaM. Vel that fantaflieal Lady you thought fit for a 
Wife for me. Sir. 

Sir Pat. Yes, Sir, Foppery with Money had been fome- 
thing ; but a poor Fop, hang"! 'tis abominable. 

Lean. Pray hear me, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Sinab, Sirrah, you're a Jackanapes, inge- 
nuouHy you ate Sir : marry Lucretta, quoth he ! 

Lean. If it were fo, Sir, where's her fault ? 

Sir Pat. Why, Mr. Coxcomb, all over. Did I with 
fo much care endeavour to marry thee to the Mother, 
only to give thee opportunity with Lucretia f 
Enter Lady KnowelL 

Lean. This Anger (hews your great Concern for me. 

Sir Pat. For my Name I am, but 'twere no matter If 
ihou wert hang'd, and thou defcrvell it for thy leud ca- 

valiering Opinion. They fay thou art a Papift too, or 

at lead a CmTAi-tA- England Man, I profefs there's not a 
Pin to chufe. Marry Lucretia ! 

L. Kho. 
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I- Kne. Were I querimonious, 1 (hou'd refent the Af- 
front this Balatroon has offer'd me. 

I/ab. Dear Madam, for my fake do not anger him 
now, \Afiae to her. 

L. Kno. Upon my Honour you are very free vriih my 
Daughter, Sir. 

Sir Pat. How ! ihe here ! now for a Peal from her eter- 
naJ Clapper ; I had rather be conSn'd to an Iron-mill, 

L, Kno. Sure Lucreliit merits a Husband of as much 
worth as your Nephew, Sir. 

Sir P<it. A better. Madam, for he's the leudefl Heflor 
in the Town ; he has all the Vices of Vouth, Whoring, 
Swearing, Drinking, Damning, Fighting,— dndathoufand 
more, numberlefs and namelefs. 

L. Ktto. Time, Sir, may make him more abnemious. 

S\T Pat. Oh never. Madam! 'tis in's Nature, he was 
bora with it, he's given o<ver to Reprobation, 'tis bred 
i'th' bone, he's loft. 

Leait. This is the firft good Office that ever he did me. 

L. ICno, What think you. Sir, if In defiance of your 
Inurbanity, I take him with all thcfe Faults my felf ? 

Sir Pat. How, Madam ! 

L. Ktw. Without more Ambages, Sir, I have confider'd 
your former Defircs, and have confented to marry him, 
nolwithftanding your Exprobrations. 

Sir Pat. May I believe this, Madam ? and has your La- 
dylhip that Goodnefs? — ^and haft thou, my Boy, fo much 
Wit? Why this is fomething now.— Well, he was ever 
Ihe heft and fweeteft-natur'd Youth. ^Why. what a no- 
table Wag's this ? and is it (rue, rny Boy, hai ? 

Ltan. Yes, Sir. I had told you fo before, had you 
permitted mc to fpeak. 

Sir Pat. Well. Madam, he Is only fit for your excel- 
lent Ladyftiip. he is the prettiefl civilleft Lad.- ^Well, 

go thy ways ; I ftiall never fee the like of ihce ; no— 
Ingcnuoufly the Boy's made for ever ; two thoufand 
Pounds a Year, bcfides Money, Plate and Jewels 1 made 
for ever.— Well, Madam, the fatisfaaion I take in this 
Alliance, has made me refolve to give him imme- 
diately my Writings of all my Land in Btrtflnre, five 
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hundred Pounds a year. Madam : and I wou'd have you 1 
married this Morning with my Daughter, (o one Dinact ] 
ajid one Rejoicing will ferve both. 

L. J^HA That, Sir, we have already agreed upon. 

Sir Pat. Well, IT) fetch the Writings. Come, I/aiciia, I 

I'n not trull you out of my fight to day. I 

[£x. Sir Pat. atuf Ifah. I 

Leait. Well then, Madam, you arc refolv'd upon this 1 
buGnels of Matrimony. I 

L. JCtio. Was it not concluded between us. Sir, this 1 
Morning? and at the near approach do you begin to fear? 1 

Lean. Nothing, Madam, fince I'm con^inc'd of your I 
Goodnefs. 

L. JCw. Yoii flatter, Sir, this is mere Adulation. 

Lean. No, I am that wild Extravagant my Uncle ren- I 
der'd me, and cannot live confin'd. I 

L, /Tno. To one Woman you mean? I (hall not Hand I 
with you for a Midrcfs or two ; I hate a dull morofe uti- I 
fafhionable Blockhead to my Husbond ; norlhall I be the J 
firfl. example of a fuffcring Wife, Sir, Women were 1 
created poor obedient things. 

Lean, And can you be content to fpaie me five o: 
nights in a week? 

L. Xnp. Oh you're too rcafonablc. 

Lean. And for the red, if I get drunk, perhaps ^ I 
give to you : yet in my drink I'm damn'd ill-natur'd I 
too, and may ncglefl my Duty ; perhaps (hall be fo wicked, 1 
to call yoti cunning, deceitful, jilting, bafe, and fwear ] 
you have undone me, fwcar you have ravifh'd from tttf 
faithful Heart alt that cou'd make it blefs'd or happy. 
Enter Lucretia -uiteping. 

h. Kno. How aow, Luirtlia f 

Lucr. Oh Madam, give me leave to kneel before, and 
tell you, if you punue the Cruelty 1 hear you're going i 
to commit, I am the mofl loli, mod wretched Maid that J 
breathes ; we two have plighted Faiths, and ihou'd yoa ff 
marry liim, 'iwere fo to fin as Heaven would i 

L. Kne. Rife. Fool. 
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Lucr. Never lill you have given me back Leander, or 

leave lo live no more. Praylcill me. Madam : and the 

fame Flowers thai deck your nuptial Bed, 
Shall ferve to ftrowray Herfe, wlien I (hail lie 
A dead cold Witnefs of your Tyranny. 

h. /Cho. Rife: I flill defign'd him yours. — 1 faw with 

pleafure. Sir, your reclination from my Addreffes. 

I have proved both your Pafliona, and 'twere unkind not 
10 crown 'em with the due Premium of each others Me- 
rits. [Givfs her to Lean. 

Lean. Can Heaven and you agree to be fo bountiful ? 

L. Kno. Be not amai'd at this turn. Rolat omne facum. 

But no more, keep ftill that mask of Love we 

firfl put on, till you have gain'd the Writings : for I have 

no Joy beyond cheating that filthy Uncle of thine. 

Lucrttia, wipe your Eyes, and prepare for Hymen, the 
Hour draws near. Thaleffto. Thdiejfio, as the Romans 
cr/d. 

Lucr. May you ftill be admir'd as you deferve ! 

' Ett/er Sir Patient with Writings, ami Ifabella, 

Sir Pat. How Madam Lucretia, and in Tears ? 

L. Kno. A little difgufled. Sir, wiih her Falher-in-law, 
Sir. 

Sir Pal. Oh is that all ? hold up thy Head, Sweal-heait, 

thy turn's next. Here, Madam, I furrender my Title, 

with thefe Writings, and with 'em my Joy, my Life, my 

Darling, my LeaniUr. Now let's away, where's 

Mr. Fainlovet 

I/ai. He's but ftept into CheaPfidt, lo fit the Ring, 
Sir, and I will be here immediately. 

Sir Pat. 1 have Bufmefs anon about eleven of the 
Qock, a Confultation of Phyficians, to confer about this 
Carcaie of mine. 

Lean. Phyficians, Sir, what to do ? 

Sir Pat. To do ! why to take their advice. Sir, and 10 

Lfan. For what, 1 befeech you, Sir ? 

Sir Pat. Why, Sir, for my Health. 

LiOH. I believe you are not fick, Sir, unlefs they make 
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Six Pat. They make aie fo ! Do you hear him. Ma- 
dam. Am not 1 lick. Sir? not I, Sir Patitnt Faney, 

fick? 

L, Kno. He'll deftroy my Defign. — How, Mr. Fan^, i 
not Sir Patient fick ? or mull he be incinerated before \ 
you'll credit it 

S\t Pat. Ay, Madam, I want but dying to undecKve I 

him, and yet I am not fick ! j 

Lean, Sir I love your Life, and wou'd not have yo» I 

die with Fancy and Conceit.- 

Sir Pat. Fancy and Conceit ! do but obferve him, Ma- 
dam, — what do you mean. Sir, by Fancy and Conceit ? 
L. Krto. Hell ruin all ; why. Sir,— he means- 
Sir Pat. Nay, let him alone, let him alone, (with your ] 

Ladyftiip's pardon) Come, Sir,— Fancy and Concut, 

1 take it, was the Queftion in debate. 

Ltan. I cannot prove this to you, Sir, by force of Ar- I 
gument, but by Demonflration I wll, if you will banilll j 
all your cozening Quacks, and take my wholefome Ad- 
Sir Pat. Do but hear him. Madam ; not prove It ! 

L. Kno. Sir, he means nothing. Not fick ! alas, 

Sir, you're very fick. 



the Doflors in England, and have I not been in conti- 
nual Phyfick this twenty Years ; and yet I am not 

fick ! Ask my dear Lady, Sir, how tick I am, (he can 
inform you. VL. Kno. ^es and talks to Ifab. 

Leaf. She does her endeavour. Sir, to keep up the Hu- 
mour. 

Sir Paf. How, Sir ? 

Lean. She wilhes vou dead, Sir. 

Sir Pal. What faid the Rafcal i wifhci me dead ! 

Lean. Sir, Ihe hates you. 

Sir Pat. How I hate me ! what my Lady hate me ? 

Lean. She abufes your Love, plays tricks with ye, and 
cheats ye. Sir. 

Sir Pat. Was ever fo profane a Wretch '. What, you 
will not prove this neither? 
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Ltan, Ves, by demondration too. 

Sir Pat. Why thou faucy Varlei, Sirrah, Sitrah, thank 
my Lady here I do not cudgel thee. Well, I will fet- 
tle ihe reft of my Eftate upon her to morrow, I will. 
Sir; and thank God you have what you have. Sir, make 

LtaH. Pardon me, Sir, 'tis not my fingle Opinion, but 
the whole City takes notice on't : that 1 tell it you. Sir, 
is the Etfcil of my Duty, not Intereft, Pray give me 
leave to prove this to you, Sir. 

Sir fal. What, yon are at your Demonftration again? — 
come — let's hear. 

Lean. Why, Sir, give her frequent opportunities, 

and then furpriie her;^ — or, by preteniiing to fettle all 
upon her,— give her your Power, and fee if Ihe do not 

turn you out of Doors ; or by feigning you are 

fick to death or indeed by dying. 

Sir Pal. 1 thank you. Sir, — this indeed is Demonftra- 
tion, I take it. [Pul/s off his Hat. 

Lean, I mean but feigning, .Sir ; and be a witnefs 
your felf of her Sorrow, or Contempt. 

Sir Pai. paufes\ Hah^hum,— why ingenuoufly this 
may be a very pretty Projeil. — Well, Sir, fuppofe I fol- 
low your advice?— nay, I profefs 1 will do fo, not to try 
her Faith, but to have the pleafure to hear her conjugal 
Lamentations, fed her Tears bedew my Face, and her 
fwcet Mouth kiifing my Checks a thoufand times ; verily 
a wonderful ComforL^And then, Sir, what becomes of 

your Demonll ration. 

Enter'^'-naaaxt "anth the Ring. 

Oh Mr. Fainlove, come, come, youre tardy, let's 

»way to Church. 

EtilcT Roger. 

Rog. Sir, here is Do£\or Turboon, and thofe other 
Doflors your Worihip expeifled. 

Eater Lady Fancy. 

Sir Pal. Tlie Doiflors already ! well bring 'em up ; 

come. Madam, we have waited for your Ladylhip, 

bring up the Doftors, Roger. 

L. Fan. 
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L. FaH~ Wilimart, I have now broughi that defign to 
happy Conclufions, for which 1 married this formal Afs ; 
111 tell thee more anon, we are obferv'd. 

L. Kne. Oh LedwickS come I 
Enter Lodwick, Monfieur Turboon, Fat DoHor, Am- 
flerdain, Lcyden, Sir Credulous. 

Sir /■(!/. Doflor JwrJion, your Servant, I expelled you 
not this two hours. 

Turb. Nor had ee com Sir, but for defe wordy Gentle- 
men, whos AfT.iIrs wode not permit dem to come at your 

Sir Pat. Are they Ettglijh pray ? 

Turh. Dis is, Sii,—Qfciutiiig to Lod.) an admirable 
Phyfician. and a rare Aftrologer.— Dis fpeaks good Eitg- 
tifli, bot a CoUttdfT bom. \Points to Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred. What a pox. does the Fellow call me a Cul- 

Lod. He means a High-DHtck-man of the Town of 
Cokn, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Sir, I have heard of your Fame. Doflor, 

pray entertain thefe Gentlemen till my return, I'll be with 
you prefently. 

JJnI. Sir, 1 hope you go not forth to day, 

\GasiHg on his Fact. 

Sir Pat. Not fat. Sir. 

Ijid. There is a certain Star has rul'd this two days, Sir, 
of a very malignant Influence to Perfons of your Com- 

Eleflion and Conllitution. — Let me fee — within this two 
ours and fix minutes, its Malice will be fpent, till then it 
will be fatal. 

S'n Pat. Hum, reign'd this two Days? I profefs 

and things have ^one very crofs with me this two Days, — 
a notable Man this. 

L. Ami*. Oh, a very profound Aftrologer, Sit, upon 
my Honour 1 know him. 

Sir Pat. But this is an AITairof that Importance, Sir, — 

Lod. If it be more than Health or Life, 1 bi^ your 

SirZ-iK. Nav, no Offence, Sir, 1 befeech you, 111 
flay. Sir. 

L. fTna. 
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L. Kho. How I Sir Patient not fee us married ? 

Sir Fat. Yqu Ihall excufe me, Madam. 

L. Fan. This was lucky ; Oh Madam, wou'd you have 
my Dear venture out, when a malignant Star reigns ! not 
for the World. 

Sir Pat. No, Hi not Ilir; had it been any Star but a 
malignant Star, I had waited on your Ladyftiip : but thefe 
malignant Stars are very pernicious Stars. Nephew, lake 
my Lady KnowtU, Mr. Fainlovt my Daughter ; and Bar- 
tholomew do you condufl my Lady, the Parfon Hays for 
you, and the Coaches are at the Dour. 

\Eir*Hnt L. Kno, Lean. Wit. and Ifab. 
L. Fancy and Bartholomew. 
Enter Boy. 

B<^. Sir, my Lady has fent for ymi. 

Lad, Sir, I'll be with you prefently; Sir Creduhus, 
be fure you lug him by the Ears with any fort of Stuff 
111 fend you a Friend to keep you in 
countenance. 

Sir Pal. Pleafe you to fit. Gentlemen ? 

Ainfl. Pleafe you. Sir. [To Sir Cred. who bows 

and runs back. 

Sir Cred. Oh Lord, fweet Sir, ] hope you do not take 
me— Nay, I befeech you. Noble Sir- — Reverend Sir. 

[ Turning from one to f other. 

Leyd. By no means, Sir, a Stranger. 

Sir Cred. I befeech you — Scavatttiffimi Dolores, — in- 
comparable Sir, — and you — or you. 

Fat D. In troth, Sir, thefe Compliments are needlefs, 
1 am fomething corpulent, and love my eafe. \Sits. 

Sir Crtd. Generous Sir, you fay well [ therefore Con- 
iitentia, as the Grecians have it. [Sits. 

Am/t. —Brother.— 

Leyd. Nay, good Brother, — Sir Patient- 
Sir Pat. Ingenuouily, not before you, Mr. Dodlor. 

Leyd, Excufe me, Sir, an Alderman, and a Knight. — 

Sir Pat. Both below the leail of the learned Society. 

Leyd. Since you will have it fo. \Alt fit and cry 

hum, — and look gravely. 

Sir 
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Sir Cred. Hum — hum, moft Worthy, and mofl Re- 
nowned — Midicina PrefeJfortSf qni hie affemblati efli, 6* 
lias altra Mefioris; 1 am now going to make a Motion 
for the publidc Good of us all, but will do nothing without 
your Dodlorlhips Approbation. 

Sir Pal. Judieioufiy concluded. 

Sir Cred. The oueuion then is, Revtrtntiffimi DoOortSf 
whether— for mark me, 1 come to the matter in hand, 
hating long Circumftances of Words ; there being no ne- 
cefiity, as our learned Brother Rabelais oblerves in that 
moft notorious Treatife of his eall'd Garagantua; there 
is, fays he, no neceflity of going over the Hedge when 
the Path hes fair before ye; therefore, as I faid before, 
I now fay again, coming to my Queflion; for as that 
admirable Welch Divine fays, in that fo famous Sermon 
of his, upon her Crcat Granfathcr Hadam and her Creat 
Granmother Hetve concerning the Happell, — and her will, 
warrant her, her will keep her to her Text ftill, — so I 
(lick clofe to my queflion, which is, lllujlrijfmii Decora, 

whether it be not neceffary to the Affair in hand to 

take — a Bottle ; and if your Doftorihips arc of my opi- 
nion^hold up your Thumbs, \AU hold up their Thumbs. 
— Look Sir, you obferve the Votes of the learned Caba- 
lifts. 

Sir Pal. Which (hall be put in Afl forthwith 1 

like this Man well, he does nothing without mature De- 
liberation. 

Entir Brunfwick. 

BruH. By your leaves Genilcmen — Sir Credulous 

\Whifptrs. 

Sir Cred Oh- 'tis LodwicW^ Friend, the Rafcal's drefs'd 

Mke Vanderbergen in the Strand; Sir Patient, pray 

know this glorious Do£\or, Sir. 

SirPtf/. A Doflor, Sir? 

Sir Cred. A Do(f\or, Sir! yes, and as eloquent a Do^or, 

Sir, as ever fet Bill to Poll ; why 'tis the incomparable 

—Brunfwick, High-Dutch Doflor. 

Sir Pat. You're welcome. Sir, — Pray fit; ah. — Weil, 
Sir, you are come to viCt a very crazy fickly Perfon, Sir, 

BruK. 
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Bruti. Pray let nie feel your Pulfc, Sir; what tbink 

i*ou Gentlemen, is he not very far gone .' 

[Feeh his Pulft. they all feel. 

Sir Cred. Ah, far, far. Pray, Sir, have you not a 

n wambling Pain in your Stomach, Sir, as It were, 

air, 3 a pain. Sir. 

Sir Fat. Oh very great, Sir, cfpecially in a Monung 

Sir Crid. I knew it by your ftinking Breath. Sir 

and arc you not troubled with a Pain in your Head, Sir ? 

S\t Pat. In my Head, Sir? 

Sir Oc<i. I mean a kind of a Pain, a kind 

of a Vertigo, as the Latins call it ; and a Whirligigoujli- 
ean, as the Grttkt have it, which fignifies in Englijk, Sit, 
a Diiiie-fwimming kind — of a do ye fee— a thing — that — 
a— you underftand me. 

Sir Pat. Oh intolerable, intolerable ! why this is a 

tore Man ! 

Fat D. Your Reafon, Sir, for that ? [ To Sir Cred. 

Sir Cr^d. My Reafon, Sir? why, my Reafon, Sir, is this, 
Hafy the Maore, and HabN Ifaac, and forae ihoufands 
more of teamed Dutchmen, obfervc your dull Wall Eye 
and your Whir— W hirligigoujliphon, to be infeparable. 

Brun. A moR learned Reafon ! 

Fat D. Ob, Sir, infeparable. 

Sir Cred. And have you not a kind of a fome- 

thing do ye mark me, when you make Water, a kind 

of a flopping and a do ye conceive me, I 

have forgot the EngtiJK Term, Sir, but in Latin 'tis a 
Stronmtllionibus. 

Sir Pat. Oh, Sir, mod extremely, 'tis that which makes 
me dcfperatc. Sir. 

Sir Cred. Your ugly Face is an infallible Sign ; your 
Djr/itrie, as the Arabicki call it, and your ill-favour'd 
Countenance, are conllant Relatives. 

AH. Conftant, conftant. 

Sir Cred. Prav how do you eat. Sir? 

Sir Pat. Ah. Sir, there's my diftraflion. Alas, Sir, I 

have the weakell Stomach— 1 do not make above four 

Meals 
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Meals a'day, and then indeed I eat heartily— but aTas, 
what's that to eating to live f— nothing, Sir, nothing. — 

Sir Cred. Poor Heart, I pity him. 

Sir Pat. And between Meals, good Wine, Sweet-meats, 

Caudles, Cordials and Mirabilifes, to keep up my 

fainting Spirits. 

Sir Cnd. A Pox of his Alderman(hip ■ an the whole 
Bench were fuch notable Swingers, 'twould famifh the 
City fooner than a Siege. 

Amft. Brothers, what do you think of this Man? 

Ltyd. Think, Sir? 1 think his Cafe is defpcrate. 

Sir Cred. Shaw, Sir, we Ihall foon reflifj' the quiblets 
and quillities of his Blood, if he obferves our Direflions 
and Diet, which is to eal but once in four or five days. 

S\x Pat. How, Sir, eat but once in four or five days? 
fuch a Diet, Sir, would kill mc; alas, Sir, kill me. 

Sir Cred. Oh no, Sir, no ; for look ye Sir, the Cafe is 
thus, do you mind me— fo that the Bufinefs Iving fo ob- 
vious, do ye fee, there is a certain Method, do ye mark 
me— in a — Now, Sir, when a Man goes about to alter 
the courfe of Nature,— the cafe is very plain, you may 
as well arred the Chariot of the Sun, or alter the Eciipfes 
of the Moon ; for. Sir, this being of another Nature, the 
Nature of it is to be unnatural, you conceive me. Sir? — 
therefore we muft crave your abfenee, Sir, for a few 
Minutes, till we have debated this great Affair. 

Sir Pat. With all my heart. Sir, fince my Cafe is fo 
defperatc, a few hours were not too much. \Ex. Sir Pat. 

Sir Cred. tio<n, Sir, my fervice to you. {Drinks. 

Enter Fanny. 

Fan. Oh living heart \ what do all thefe Men do in our 
Houfe? fure they are a fort of new-fa(hion'd Convcoti- 

clers: 111 hear 'em preach, 

[ They drink round the ■while. 

Amjl. Sir, my fervice to you, and to your good Lady, 
Sir. 

Leyd. Again to you, Sir, not forgetting your Daugh- 
ters ; they are fine Women, Sir, let Scandal do its worll. 
\Drinki. 

Turb. To our better trading. Sir, 

Brun. 
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Brun, Faith it goes baldly on, I had the weekly 
Bill, and 'twas a very thin Mortality ; fome of the better 
fort die indeed, that have good round Fees to give. 

Turb, Verily, I have not kill'd above my five or fix 
this Week. 

Brun. How, Sir, kiUM ? 

Turb. Kill'd, Sir ! ever whilfl you live, efpecially thofe 
who have the grand Verole ; for 'tis not for a Man's Cre- 
dit to let the Patient want an Eye or a Nofe, or fome 
other thing. I have kill'd ye my five or fix dozen a 
Week but times are hard. 

Brun, I grant ye, Sir, your Poor for Experiments and 
Improvement of Knowledge : and to fay truth, there 
ought to be fuch Scavengers as we to fweep away the 
Rubbifh of the Nation. \Sir Cred. and YdX/eeming 

in Di/cour/e, 

Sir Cred, Nay, and you talk of a Beafl, my fervice to 

you, Sir {Drinks,) Ay, I loft the fineft Beaft of a 

Mare in all Devonjhire, 

Fat D, And I the fineft Spaniel, Sir. 

[Here they all talk together till you 
conu to purpofe, Sir. 

Turb, Pray what News is there ftirring ? 

Brun. Fakh, Sir, I am one of thofe Fools that never 
regard whether Lewis or Philip have the better or the 
worft. 

Turb, Peace is a great Bleffing, Sir, a very great 
Blefling. 

Brun, You are i'th* right, Sir, and fo my fervice to you. 
Sir. 

Lcyd, Well, Sir, Stetin held out nobly, tho the Gazettes 
are various. 

Amft, There's a world of Men kill'd they fay ; why, 
what a fhame 'tis fo many thoufands (hould die without 
the help of a Phyfician. 

Ley a. Hang 'em, they were poor Rogues, and not 
worth our killing ; my fervice to you. Sir, the/11 ferve 
to fill up Trenches. 

Sir Cred. Spaniel, Sir I no Man breathing underftands 
Dogs and Horfes better than my felf. 

Fat 
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F.U D. Vour pardon for that, Sir. 

Sir Crtd. For look ye. Sir, I'll tell you the Nature of 
Dogsand Horfes, 

Fat D. So can my Groom and Dog-keeper ; but what's 
this to Ih' purpofe, Sir ? \Here they leave fff. 

Sir Oed, To th' purpofe, Sir ! good Mr. HedUburgk. 
do you underftanrt what's to th' purpofe f you're a DuUk 
Butter-ferkin, a Kilderkin, a Double Jug. 

Fat D. You're an ignorant Blockhead, Sir. 

Sir Cred. You lye. Sir, and there I was with you again. 

Atnft. What, quarrelling. Men of your Gravity and 
Profefiion. 

Sir Cred. That is to fay, Fools and Knaves ; pray, 
how long is't fince you left Toping and Napping, for 
Quacking, good Brother Caier-lray, — but let that pafs, for 
I'll have my Humour, and therefore will quarrel with no 
Man, and fo I drink. \Goes to Jill again. 

Brun. — But, what's all this lo the Patient, Gentle- 
men ? 

Sir Cred. Ay, — the Wine's all out, — and Quarrels apart. 
Gentlemen, as you fay, what do you think of our Pa- 
tJL-nt? for fomething I conceive ncceffary to be faid for 

Fut D. I think that unlefs he follows our Prefcriptions 
he's a dead Man. 

Sir Cred. Ay. Sir, a dead Man. 

Fat D. Ple.ife you to write, Sir, you feem the youngefl 
Doaor. [ Ta AmH, 

Amft. Your Pardon, Sir, J conceive there may be 
lioungcr Doctors than 1 at the Board. 

Sir Crtd. A fine Punftilio this, when a Mail lies a dy- 
ing [A/ide.] Sir you fhall excufe mc, I have been 

aDo«orthis7 Years. 

[TJiej'yiien'e the Pen and Paper from one to the other. 

Amft. I commenc'd at Paris twenty Years aga 

Leyd. .\nd I at Leyden, almost as long since. 

Fat D. And I at Barcelona thirty. 

Sir Cred. And I at Padua, Sir. 

Fat D. You at Padua ? 

Sir 
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ir, I at Padua; why what a pox do 

5 beyond Sea ? 
"' arc the youngeft Doflor, 



n inch of my Dignity, 



w each other. 



Sir Cred. Yes, 
ye think 1 never « 

BruH. However, 
and mud write. 

Sir Cred. I will nc 

Fat D. Nor 1. 

Amjl. Nor I. 

Uyd. Nor I. [Put the Paper fro. 

BruH. Death, what Rafcals arc thcfe i* 

Sir Cred. Give me the Pen here's ado about your 

Paduiu and Punaihoea. {Sets him/elf to write. 

Amfl. Every morning a Dofe of my Pills Merda que- 
amJiicoH, or the Amicable Pill. 

Sir Cred. Farting ? 

Leyd. Every Hour fixfcore drops til Adminicula Vita. 

Sir Crgd. Falling too ? [Sir Cred, writes Jlill. 

Fat D. At Night twelve Cordial Pills, Gallimo/riticus. 

Turb. Let Blood once a Week, a Gliiier once a day. 

BruH. Cry Mercy, Sir, you're a French Man. 

After his firft Sleep, thiecfcore reftorativc Pills, call'd 
Cheatus Redivrvus. 

Sir Cred. And lalUy, fifteen Spoonfuls of my Aqua 
TetrackymcigogoH, as often as 'tis necelTary; little or no 
Breakfah, leTs Dinner, and go supperlefs to Bed. 

Fat D. Hum, your Aqun Tttritchyntagogon f 

Sir Cred. Ves, Sir. my Tctrachymagogon \ for look ye 
do you fee Sir, 1 cur'd the Arch-Duke of Strumbulo of a 
Gonditeero, of which he dy'd, with this very Agua Te~ 
Irackymagogon. 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir Pat. Well, Gentlemen, am I not an intruder ? 

Fat D, Sir, we have duly confidcr'd ihc flatc of your 
Body; and are now about the Order and Method you are 
to obfervc. 

BruH. Ay, this Diftemper will be the occafion of his 
Death. 

Sir Cred. Hold, Brothers, I do not fay the occafion of 
hi> Death ; but the occafiona] Caufe of his Death. 

[Sir Pat. reads the Bill. 

Sir 
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Sir Pat, Why, here's no time allow'd for eating, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Amft, Sir, we'll juftify this Prefcription to the whole 
College. 

Leyd, If he will not follow it, let him die. 

AIL Ay, let him die. 

Enter Lodwick and Leander. 

Lod, What have you confulted without me. Gentle- 
men? [Lod. reads the Bill, 

Sir Pat, Yes, Sir, and find it ablolutely neceflary for 
my Health, Sir, I (hou'd be ftarv'd : and yet you fay I 
am not fick. Sir. [To Lean. 

Ij>d, Very well, veiy well. 

Sir Pat, No Breakfafl, no Dinner, no Supper? 

Sir Cred, Little or none, but none's bed. 

Sir Pat, But Gentlemen confider, no fmall thing ? 

All, Nothing, nothing. 

Sir Cred, Sir, you mud write for your Fee. \To Lod. 

Lad, Now I think on't. Sir, you may eat [ Writes, 

a roafted Pippin cold upon a Vine-leaf, at night. 

Lean, Do you fee. Sir, what damn'd canting Rafcals 
thefe Doctors are ? 

Sir Pat, Ay, ay, if all DocSlors were fuch, ingenuoufly 
I (hou'd foon be weary of Phylick. 

Lean, Give *em their Fees, Sir, and fend *em to the 
Devil for a company of Cheats. 

Sir Pat, Truth is, there is no faith in 'em, well, 

I thank you for your Care and Pains. \Gives 'em Fees, 

Sir Cred, Sir, if you have any occafion for mc, I live 
at the red-col our'd Lanthom, with eleven Candles in't, in 
the Strand'y where you may come in privately, and need 
not be afliamcd, I having no Creature in my Houfe but 
my felf, and my whole Family. [Exeunt. 

Ick quam Van Neder Landt tefpreken 
End helpen Van Pocken end ander gebreken. 

That's a top of my Bill, fweet. Sir. 

FeM, Lord, Sir Father, why do you give 'em Money? 

Lean. 
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Ltan. For talking Nonfenfe this Hour or two upon his 
Diftemper. 

Fan, Oh lemini, Sir, they did not talk one word of 
you, but of Dogs and Horfes, and of killing Folks, and 
of their Wives and Daughters ; and when the Wine was 
all out, they faid they wou'd fay fomething for their 
Fees. 

Sir Pat. Say you fo ? Knaves, Rogues, Cheats, 

Murderers! I'll be reveng'd on 'em ali,— 111 ne'er be 
fick ag^n, — or if I be, I'll die honeflly of my felf with- 
out the ariiflance of fuch Rafcals— go, get you gone.— 

VTo Fan. luho goes out. 

LeaH, A happy refolution ! wou d you wou'd be fo kind 
to your felf as lo make n tria! of your Lady too ; and if 
(he prove true, 'twill make fome kind of amends for your 
fo long being coien'd this way. 

Sir Pat, I'll about it, this very minulc about it,— give 
me a Chair. [Ne/tts. 

Lean. So, fettle your felf well, diforder your Hair, — 

throw away yow Cane, Hal and Gloves, flare, and 

rowl your Eyes, fqueeze your Face into Convulfions, 
— clutch your Hands, make your Stomach heave, fo, 

very well,— now let me alone for the reft Oh, help, 

help my Lady, my Aunt, for Heavens fake help, — come 

all and fee him die. [Weeps. 

Enter Wittmore, Lai/y Fancy, Ifabella, Lucretia, Lady 

Knowell and Roger. 

WiL Leander, what's the matter ? 

Lean. See, Madam, fee my Uncle in the Agonies of 
Death. 

L. Fan. My dearefl Husband dying, Oh ! ^IVeefis. 

Lean. How hard he ftruggles with departing Life ! 

//a6. Father, dear Father, muft I in one day receive a 
BlefTmg with fo great a Curie ? Oh, — he's ^uft going, 
Madam. [ ti^eept. 

L. Fan, Let me o'ertake him in the Shades below, why 
do you hoid me, can 1 live without him ? — do I difTemblri 
weU ? [A^di to Wit. 

Sir Pat, Not live without me ! do ymi hear that 

Sirrah ? [A/ide lo Lean. 

' Vol. IV. E Lean, 
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Ltan. Pray mark the end on't, Sir, — feigD, — feign.- 

L. Kno. We left him well, how came ne thus o 
fudden i 

Lean. I fear 'tis an Apoplexy, Madam. 

L. Fan. Run, run for his Phyfician ; but do not flir a 
foot \AfiiU to Roger. 

Look up, and fpeak but one kind word to me. 

Sir Pat. What crys are ihefc that (lop me on my way? 

L. Fan. They're mine, your Lady's oh 

furely he'll recover, \Afid*, 

Your moft obedient Wife's. 

Sir Pat. Mv Wife's, my Heir, my fole Executrix, 

L. Fan. H^ is he in'a Senfcs ? {Afidi lo Wit 

Oh my dear Love, my Life, my Joy, my All, \Crys. 
Oh, let me go ; I will not live without him. 

\Seems to faint in Wittmore"* | 
Arms. All run about ker. 

Sir Pat. Do ye hear that. Sirrah? 

Lean. Hare yet a little Patience, die away, — very ] 
weJI — Oh he's gone,— quite gone. [£, Fan./ifoMW. 

L. Kno. Look to my Lady there, \Swoons agam, 

Sure (he can but counterfeit, [Afide, 

{They all go about ker. 

Sir Pat. Hah, my Lady dying ! 

Lean. Sir, I befeech you wall the event. Death ! the 
cunning Devil will difTemble too long and fpoil all, — 

here carry the dead Corps of my deareft Uncle to hi> 

Chamber. Nurfe, to your Care I commit him now. 

[Exeunt ivitk Sir Pat. in a Chair. 
[All follow (i«^ Wittmore ; Kiko eoing 
the other ixmy, meets Sir Cre£ilou9 
and Lodwick, as before. 

Wit, Lod-unck! theftrangen unexpe^d News.SirPa- 
tieKt'% dead ! 

Sir Cred. How, dead ! vre have play'd the PhyficiajiB I 
lo good purpofe i'faith, and kili'd the Man before we ad- 
minifter'd our Phyfick. 

U'it. Egad I fear fo indeed. 

lod. Dead! 

Wit. 
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IVil. As a Herring, and 'twill be dangerous ti 
thefe habits longer. 

Sir Crrd. Dangerous I Zoi Mao we fhall all be hang'd, 
why our very Bill difpatcb'd him, and our Hands are to't, 
Oh, 111 confefs alL [OJTers to go. 

Led. Death, Sir, I'll cut your Throat if you (lir. 

Sir Crfd. Wou'd you have mc hang'd for Company, 
Gentlemen ? Oh where (hall 1 hide my felf, or how come 
at my Clothes ? 

Lod. We have no time for thai ; go get you into your 
Basket again, and lie fnug, till I have convey'd you fafe 

away, or I'll abandon you. \Afide to him. 

'TIS not necefTary he ihou'il be feen yet, he may fpoil Le- 
aMdet'% Plot. \_Afide. 

Sir Cred. Oh thank ye, dear Ledwieb, — let me efcapie 
this bout, and if ever the Fool turn Phyfician again, may 
he be choak'd with his own Tetrachymaeogon. 

Wit. Go, hafte and undrefs you, whilft Pll to Lucia. 

[Ent Lod. 
As Wittmore is going- out at one Door, inter Sir Patient 
ana Leander at the other Door. 

Lean. Hah, Wittmore there ! he mull not fee my Un- 
cle yet. \Puts Sir Pat. back. Exit Wit, 

Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, never detain me, ni lo my Lady, 

is this your Demon (Irati on ? Was ever fo virtuous a 

LaJdy— Well, I'U to her, and confole her poor Heart ; 
ah uie Joy 'twill bring her to fee my Refurreiflion ! — 
I long to furpriie her. \Going offcro/s the Stage. 

Lean. Hold, Sir, I think (he's coming, bled 

fight, and with her Wittmore I 

[Puti Sir Pat. iaci to tht Door. 
Enter Lady Fancy and Wittmore. 

Sm Pal. Hah, wha/s this? 

L. Fan. Now, my dear Wittmore, claim thy Riles of 
Love without controul, without the contradiflion of 
wretched Poverty or Jealoufy : Now undifguis'd thou 
mayft approach my Bed, and reign o'er all my Pleafures 
and my Fortunes, of which this Minute I create thee 

And thus begin my Homage. [Kijes Aim. 

E J Sit 
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Sir Pat. Sure 'tis Tome Fiend 1 this cannot be my Lady. 

Lean. 'Tis fomelhing uncivil before your face. Sir, to 
do this. 

Wit. Thou wondrous kind, and wondrous beautiful ; 
that Power that made ihee with fo many Charms, gave 
me a Soul tit only to adore 'em ; nor wcrl thou deflin'd 
to another's Arms, but to be render'd ftill more fit for 

Sir /'a/. Hah, is not that Fain-love, Ifabelld^ Hu* 



I wiU 



my Senfe 
thofe hated 



L. Fan. Another's Arms ! Oh call i 
Thoughts to my remembrance, 
Left it dcftroy that kindly Heat within mi 
Which thou canfl only raife and (liU tt 

Sir Pat. Oh Woman ! Woman ! damn'd diflembling 
Woman. iAfide. 

L. Fan. Come, let me lead thee to that Mafs of Gold 
he gave me to be dcfpis'd ; 
And which I render thee, my lovely Conqueror, 
As the fiirt Tribute of my glorious Servitude. 
Draw in the Basket which I told you of, and is amongft 
the Rubbilh in the Hall, \Exit Witimore.] That which 
the Slave fo many Years was toiling for, 1 in one moment 
barter for a Kifs, as Eameft of our future Joys. 

Sir Pat. Was ever fo prodigal a Harlot? was this the 
Saint? was this the moll tender Comfort that ever Man 
had? 

Ltan. No, in good faith. Sir. 

Enter Wittmore pulling lu the Basket. 

L. Fan. This is it, with a direction on't to thee, whi- 
ther I defign'd to fend it. 

Wit. Good morrow to the Day, and next the Gold j 

open the Shrine, that I may fee my Saint Hail the 

World's Soul.— \ppens the Basket, Sir Cred.ylarts up. 

L. Fan. O Heavens I what thing art thou? 

Sir Cred. O Pardon, Pardon, Tweet Lady, 1 confefs 1 
had a hand in't. 

L. Fan. In what, thou Slave f 

Sir 
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Sir Cred. Killing the good believing Aldennan ; 

but 'twas ^ainft my Will. 

L. Fan. Then I'm not fo much oblig'd lo thee, 

but Where's the Money, the 8000 /. the Plate and Jewels, 
Sirrah? 

Witt. Death the Dog has eat it. 

Sir Cred. Eat it ! Oh Lord, eat 8000 /. Wou'd I might 
never come out of the Basket alive, if ever I made fuch 
a Meal In my Life. 

Wit. Ye Dog, you have eat it ; and III make ye fwal- 
low all the Doles you writ in your Bill, but III have it 
upward or downwajd. \Afiilt. 

Sir Pat, Hah, one of the Rogues my Doiflors. 

Sir Crcd. Oh, dear Sir, hang mc out of the way ra- 
ther. 

Enter Maundy. 

Maun. Madam, I have Tent away the Basket to Mr. 
Wittmor^s Lodgings. 

L. Pan. You might have fav'd your felf that Labour, I 
now having no more to do, but to bury the llinklng 
Corps of my quandom Cuckold, difmifs his Daughters, 
and give thee quiet pofrenion of all. [To Witt 

Sir Pat. Fair Lady, you'll take me along with you ? 

[Snaps, pulls off his Hal, and comet up to her. 

L. Fan. My Husband ! I'm betra/d 

Sir Pat. Husband I I defy thee, Satan, thou greater 
Whore than (he of Babylon ; thou Shame, thou Abomi- 
nation to thy Sex. 

L. Fan. Rail on, whilH 1 difpofe my felf to laugh at 
thee. 

Sir Pat. LeantUr, call all the Houfe in to be a Witnef* 
to our Divorce. [Exit Lean. 

L. Fan. Do, and all the World, and let 'em know the 
Reafon. 

Sit Pat. Methinks 1 find an Inclination to fwear, 

to eurfe my felf and thee, that I cou'd no better difcem 
thee ; nay, I'm fo chang'd from what I was, that I think 
I cou'd even approve of Monarchy and Church- Difcipline, 
I'm fo truly convinc'd I have been a Bead and an Afs aU 

E 3 Enter 
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Enter Lady Knowell, Ifabella, Lucretia, Leander, 
Lodwick, Fanny, &'c. 

L. Ktio, Hah, Sir PaiieiU not dead ? 

Sic Pal. Ladies and Gentlemen, take notice that I am J 
a Cuckold, B crop-car'd fnivelling Cuckold. 

Sir Cred. A Cuckold ! fweet Sir, (haw, that's a fmaB ] 
matter in a Man of your Quality. 

Sir Pat. And I beg your pardon, Madam, for being I 
angry that you call'd me fo. \To L. Kno.] And your^ ] 
dear I/aMla, for defiring you to marry my good Friena . 
there [points to Witt.] whofe name I perceive I i 
midaken in:— and yours, Ltandcr, that 1 wou'd not taka 
your Advice long fince : and yours, fair Lady, for be- 
lieving you horeft, ^twas done like a credulous Cox. ' 

comb : and yours. Sir, for taking any of your Tribo 

for wife, learned or honeft. \To Sir Credulous, i 

Wit. Faith, Sir, I deeeiv'd ye only to ferve my Friend ; J 
and Sir, your Daughter is married to Mr. A'wowi;//.' your ] 
Wife had all my (lock of Love before, Sir. 

[Lod. and Ifab. kntd. I 

Sir Pal. Why God-a-mercy fome comfort that, ■ I 

God blefs ye. 1 (hall love Difobedience while 1 live 

for't. 

Lod. I am glad on't. Sir, for then 1 hope you i 
forgive Leander, who has married my Sifler, and not 
Mother. 

S\t Pat How! has he ter\ed me fof 11\ make 

him my Heir for't, thou haft made .t. Man of me, my 
Boy, and faith we will be merry.— ^ Fair Lady, you may 
depart in peace, fair Lady, relloring my Money, my 
Plate, my Jewels and my Writings, fair Lady.- — ~ 

L. Fan. You gave me no Money, Sir, prove it if yoa 
can ; and for your Land, 'twas not fettled with this Provifo, 
if flie be honeft ? 

Sir Pat. 'Tis well thou doft confefs I am a Cuckold, 
for I wou'd have it known, fair Lady, 

L. Fan. 'Twas to that end 1 married you, good Al- 
derman. 

Sit Pat. I'faith I think thou d id 0, Sweet- heart, i'faith 
I think thou dJdft. 

iVit. 
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Wii. Right, Sir, we have long been Lovers, bu[ want 
of Fortune made us contrive how 10 many her to your 
good Worihip. Many a wealthy Citizen, Sir, has contri- 
buted to the inatnteQa.iice of a younger Brother's Miflrefs ; 
and you are not the firfl Man in Office that has been a 
Cuckold, Sir. 

Sir Pat. Some comfort that too, the Brethren of the 
Chain cannot laugh at me. 

Sir Cred. A very pleafant old Fellow this : faith I 
cou'd be very merry with him now, but that 1 am dam. 

nable fad. Madam, I thall defire to lay the Saddle 

on the right Horfe. \To L. Kno. 

L. Kuo. What mean you. Sir ? 

Sir Cred. Only Madam, if I were as fomc Men are, I 
(hould not be as 1 am. 

L, Kho. It may be fo, Sir. 

Sir Cred. I fay r>o more, but matters are not carried fo 
fwimmingly, but I can dive into the meaning on't. 

\Sir Patient talks thU ■wkile lo Lodwick. 

L. Kho. 1 hate this hypothetical way of arguing, an- 
fwer me categorically. 

Sir Crtd. Hypothetical and Categorical ! what does 

flie mean now? \AJide^ Madam, in plain Englijk, 

I am made a John-a-Nokes of, Jack-hold-my-Jiaff, a 
Merry Andrew Doflor, lo give Leander time to many 
your Daughter ; and 'twas therefore I was hoifted up in 
the Basket ; — but as the play fays, 'tis well 'tis no worfe ; 
I'd rather lofe my Miftrefs than my Life. 

Sir Pat. But how came this Rafcal Turboon to admit 

Ij)d. For the Lucre of our Fees, Sir, which was his 
recompence. 

S\t Pat. I forgive it you, and will turn Spark, they 
live the merrieft Lives— —keep fome City MiHrefs, go 
to Court, and hate all Conventicles. 



/ ii/ijk ail civil Cuckolds in the Nation 
Would lake txampU by my ReformatioH. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Mrs. Groin. 



I Hen and there derheard a Coxcomb cry, [Looicing 
Ah, Rot it 'tis a Woman's Comedy, about. 

One, idHo iecau/ejhe lafely chanc'd to pUa/e us. 

With her damn'd Stuff, -will ttrver cen/e to tee»e ut. 

Wh<jt has poor Woman done, thatjke muft be 

Debar'd from Senfr, and /acred Poetry T 

Why in this Age has Heaven allovfdyou more. 

And Women lefs of Wit than heretofore t 

We once were /am?d in Jtory, and could write 

Equal to Men ; coi^d govern, nay coif d fight. 

Wefiillhavepaffive Valour, and can flow, 1 

Wotfd Cufiom give us leave, the aHive too, \ 

Since we no Provocaliotti want from you. ) 

For who but we cou'd your dull Fopperies bear, 

Yf/ur/aucy Love, and your brisk Nonfrn/e hear \ 

Indureyour wor/e than womanijh Affeaalion, 

Which renders you tkt Nu/ance of the Nation \ 

Scorn' d eiien by all the Miffes of the Town, 

A Jefi to Vitard Mask, the Pit- Buffoon ; 

A Glafs by which the admiringCountry Fool 

Utay team to drefs him/elf en Ridicule : 

Both ^riving who /kail mofi ingenious grow 

In Leudnefs, Foppery, Non/enfr, Noi/e and Show. 

And yet to the/efine things we muft /ubmil 

Our Rea/om, Arms, our Laurels, and our Wit. 

Becau/e we do not laugh at you, when leud. 

And /cam and cudgel ye viktn ye are rude. 

Thai we have nobler Souls than you, we prove, 

ffy ho-uj muck more we're frn/ible o/ Love ; 
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Quickeft in finding all thefubtleft ways 

To make your Joys, why net to make you Plays t 

We heft can find your Foibles^ know our own^ \ 

And Jilts and Cuckolds now heft pieafe the Town ; [ 

Your way of Writings out offajhion grown, ) 

Method^ and Rule ^you only underftand ; 

Purfue that way of Fooling, and be damned. 
Your learned Cant of Adion, Time and Place^ 
Muft all give way to the unlaboured Farce, 
To all the Men of Wit we will fubfcribe : 
But for your half Wits y ye unthinking Tribe, 
W^ll let you fee, what^er befides we do. 
How artfully we copy fome of you : 
And if yotire drawn to th^ Ufe, firay tell me then. 
Why Women fhould not write as well as Men, 
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PROLOGUE, 

By Mr. Dryden. 

IPJglJ Eavitt favt yt Gallants ; and this hopeful Age, 
In ^ n J" are welcome to the dovinfal oj the Stage : 
Id &d U '''''' ^°''^' have labour'd long in their Vocation ; 
SlElS And Vice [the Manufaflure of the Nation) 
O'er-fioeks Ike Town Jo much, and thrives fo -well. 
That Fops and Knaves grow Drugs, and will not fell. 
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In vain our Wares on Theaters are fliown. 

When each has a Plantation of his own. 

His Caufe n^er fails \for whatfo^er hefpends, 

Therms ftill God's plenty for himfelf and Friends, 

Should Men be rated by Poetick Rules ^ 

Lord, what a Pool would there be raised from Fools / 

Mean tinupoor Wit prohibited mufl lie. 

As if Uwere made fome French Commodity, 

Fools you will have, and rai^d at vafl expence ; 

And yet asfoon asfeen, they give offence. 

Time was, when none would cry that Oaf was me, 

But now you flrive about your Pedigree : 

Bauble and Cap nofooner are thrown down. 

But therms a Mufs of more than half the Town, 

Each one will challenge a Child's part at leafi, 

Aflj^n the Family is well increa^d. 

Of Foreign Cattle therms no longer need, 

When w7refuppiyd fofafl with Englifh Breed, 

Well! Flourifh, Countrymen ; drink, fwear and roar. 

Let every free-born Subje^ keep his Whore ; 

And wandring in the Wildemefs about. 

At end of forty Years not wear her out. 

But when you fee thefe Figures, let none dare 

To own beyond a Limb or finglefhare : 

For where the Punk is common, h^s a Sot, 

Who needs will father what the Parifk got. 



Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Indian King called Cavemio, Mr. Bowman, 

Bacon, General of the Englijh, Mr. Williams, 

Colonel IVellman, Deputy Governor, Mr. Freeman, 
CoL Downright, a loyal honed Colonel, Mr. Harris, 

Two Friends known to one|j^, AUxander, 

Mr. Powell, 



HoMard \^^^ Friends known to one 
cv.*^y//L 1 another many Years in 
Friendly, \ England, 

?^i^,lLieutenantGeneralsto^^.«,{K- ^S. 
DuUman, a Captain, Mr. Bright, 



Juflices of the Peace, 
and very great. 
Cowards, 



fMr. Underhill, 
Mr. Trefu/e, 
Mr. Bowen, 
Mr. Bams, 



Timorous Cornet, 

IVhim/ey, 

Whif, 

Boozer, 

Brag, a Captain. 

( One complain'd of by Capt. 
Grubb, H^;b:^, for calling his Wife 

I Whore, 
A Petitioner againft Brag, Mr. Blunt, 

Parfon Dunce, formerly a Farrier, fled] 

from England, and Chaplain to the [ Mr. Baker, 

Govemour, j 

Qerk. 
Boy. 

WOMEN. 

^"^"b^T' ^^^ ^'"""^^^ ^^^^^ I Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
Madam Surelove, belov'd by Hazard, Mrs. Knight, 
^lioZnUt' ^^''^^^'''' ^"^ ^^^°^^^}Mrs.7^r//^. 

Widow Ranter, in love with Daring, Mrs. Currer, 
Mrs, Flirt, Mrs. Cory, 

Mrs. Whimfey, Mrs. Whiff, two Maids. 
Prieils, Indians, Coachman, Soldiers,with other Attendants. 

SCENE, Virgtna in Bacons Camp. 

ACT 




ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Room with feveral Tables, 



Has. PSffiOlHAT Town's this, Boy ? 

Boy. yames-TiywH, Mafler. 
//off. Take care my Trunk be 
H brought afhorc to night, and there's 
for you Pains. 
Soy. God blefs you. Mailer, 
Has. What do you call this Houfe f 
Bey. Mrs. Flirt'%, Maller.the beft Houfe for Commen- 
dation in all Virginia. 
Ha*. That's well, has (he any handfome Ladies, Sirrah? 
Boy. Oh ! (he's woundy handfome her felf, Mafter, 

and the kindeft Gentlewoman look here Ihe comes, 

Mafler. God blefs you, Miflrefs, I have brought 

you a young Gentleman here. 

Flirt. That's welt, honeft yaci. Sir you are moft 

heartily welcome. 
HoM. Madam, your Servant- [Sniules her. 

Flirt. Pleafe you to walk into a Chamber, Sir ? 



Flirt. This is a Publiek Room, Sir, but 'tis at your 

Haa. Madam, you oblige me. 

Flirt. A fine fpolten Perfon, a Gentleman 111 warrant 

him : come Jack, I'll give thee a Cogue of Brandy for 

old acquaintance. [Exeunt Landlady and Bay. 

Haiard pulls out Ptn, Ink and Paper, and goes to write. 

Enter 



no 7'>^^Wino.w Ranter. &c. 

Enter Friendly. 

Friend. Here, Nell, a Tankard of cool Drink, quickly. 

Nell. You (hall have it, Sir. 

Friend. Hah ! who's that Stranger? he Teems to be a 
Gentleman. 

Has. If 1 (hould give credit to my Eyes, that (hould 
be Friendly. 

Friend. Sir, you feem a Stranger ; may I lake the li- 
berty [o prefent my Service to you ? 

Haz. If I am not miflaken, Sir, you are the only 
Man in the World whom 1 would foonefi pledge j you'll 
credit me, if three Year's abfence has not made you forget 
Hazard. 

Friend. Hazard, my Friend ! come to my Anns and 
Heart. 

Has. This unexpeded Happinefs o'erjoys m& Who 
could have imagin'd to have found thee m Virginia ? I 
thought thou hadft been in -^imm with thy Brother. 

Friend, I was fo till ten Nlonths fince, when my Uncle 
Colonel Friendly dying here, left me a conliderable Plan- 
tation ; and faith I find Diverfions not altogether to be 
defpis'd ; the God of Love reigns here with as much 
power, as in Courts or popular Cities. But prithee what 
Chance {fortunate to me) drove thee to this part of the 
new World. 

Has. Why faith, ill Company, and that common Vice 
of the Town, Gaming, foon njn out my younger Bro- 
ther's Fortune : for imagining, like fome of the luckier 
Gamefters, to improve my Stock at the Groom Porter's, 
I ventured on, and loft all. My elder Brother, an errant 
Jew, had neither. Friendlhip nor Honour enough to fup- 
port me ; but at lail being moUified by Perfuaiions, and 
the hopes of being for ever rid of me, lent me hither 
with a Imall Cargo to feek my Fortune 

Friend. And begin the World withal. 

Has. I thoughtthis a better Venlurethan totum fharp- 
ing Bully, Cully to Prentices and Country Squires, with 
my Pocket full of fatfe Dice, your high and low Flats 
and Bars ; or turn Broker to young Heirs ; take up Goods 
to pay tenfold at the Death of their Fathers, and take 
Fees 
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Fees on both fides ; or fit up all right at the Groom-Por- 
ter's, begging his Honour to go a Guinea the better of 
the lay. No, Friendly, I had rather ilarve abroad, than 
live pity'd and defpis'd at home. 

Friend. Thou art in the right, and art come juft in 
the nick of time to make thy Fortune. Wilt (hou fol- 
low my Advice ? 

Haa. Thou art too honed to command any thing that 
I Ihall refufc. 

Friend. You muft know then, there is about a Mile 
iiQTa James-To'wn a young Gentlewoman no mat- 
ter for her Birth, her Breeding's the bed this World af- 
fords, ihe is married to one of the richeft Merchants 
here ; he is old and fick, and now gone into England 
for the recovery of his Health, where hell e'en give up 
the Ghofl. ; he has writ her word he finds no Amendment, 
and refolves to ftay another Year. The letter I acciden- 
tally look up, and have about me ; 'tis cafily counterfeited, 
and will be cA great ufe lo us. 

Has. Now do I fancy 1 conceive thee. 

Friend. Well, hear me firft, you shall get another 
Letter writ like this Cbarafler, which fhall lay, you are 
his Kinfman, that is come to traihck in this Country, 
and 'tis his will you /hould be received into his Houfe 

Haz. Well, and what will come of this? 

Friend. Why, thou art young and handfome, (he young 
and defmng ; 'twere eafy to make her love thee \ and 
if the old Gentleman chance to die, you guefs the reft, 
you are no Fool. 

Has. Ay, but if he (hou'd return 

Friend, If — Why if ihe love you, that other will be 
but a llender Bar to thy Happinefs ; for if thou canft 
not marry her, thou mayA lie with her : and Gad, 3 
younger Brother may pick outaprecty Livelihood here that 
way, as well as in Engiand. Or if this fail, thou will find 
a perpetual Vifiter, tlw Widow Ranter, a Woman bought 
from the ship by old Colonel Ranter \ (he ferved htm 
half a Year, and then he manyd her, and dying in a Year 
more, left her worth fifty thoufand Pounds Sterling, be- 
fide* 
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fides Plale and Jewels : She's a great Gallant, but affuming 
the humour of the Country Gentry, her Extravagancy is 
very pleafant, (he retains fomething of her primitive Qua- 
lity nill, but is good-natur'd and generous 

H<t^. I like all this welL 

Friend. But I have a further End in this matter ; you 
mull know there is in the fame Houfe a young Heirefs, 
one Colonel Downrigkt's Daughter, whom 1 love, 1 
think not in vain : her Father indeed has an implacable 
Haired to me, for which reafon I can but feldoat vifit 
her, and in this Affair I have need of a Friend in that 
Houfe. 

Han. Me you're fure of. 

FriiHd. And thus you'll have an opportunity to n 
both our Amours : Here you will find occafion tt 
your Courage, as well as exprefs your Love ; for a( 
lime the Indians, by our ill Man^ement of Trade, whom 
we have armed againfl our felves, very frequently make 
War upon us with our own Weapons ; tho often coming 
by the worft, they are forced to malce Peace with us a- 
gain, but fo, as upon every turn they fall to maflacring 
us wherever we lie expofed to them. 

Ha*. I heard the News of this in England, which 
hailens the new Govemour's arrival here, who brings 
you frefh Supplies. 

Friend. Would he were landed, we hear be is a noble 
Gentleman. 

Has. He has all the Qualities of a Gallant Man ; be- 
fides, he is nobly bom. 

Friind. This Country wants nothing but to be peopled 
with a well-born Race, to make it one of the beft Colo- 
nies in the World ; but for want of a Govemour we are 
ruled by a Council, fome of whom have been perliaps 
tranfported Criminals, who having acquired great Eflates, 
are now become your Honour and Right Worfhipfiil, and 
poiTefs all Places of Authority ; there are araongft them 
fome honefl Gentlemen, who now begin to take upon 
'em, and manage Affairs as they ought to be. 

HoM. Bacon I think was one of the Council. 
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Friend. Now you have named a Man indeed above 
the common Rank, by Nature generous, brave, refolv'd 
and daring ; wTio fludying the Lives of the ffomam and 
great Men, that have raifed themfelves 10 the moA ele- 
vated Fortunes, fancies it cafy for ambitious Men to aim 
at any pitch of Glory. I've heard him often fay, Why 
cannot I conquer the Univerfe as well as AUxatider T or 
like another Romulus, fonn a new Ronu, and make my 
felf ador'd ? 

Has. Why might he not ? Great Souls are bom in 
common Men fometimes, as well as Princes. 

Friend, This Thirft of Glory cherilh'd by fullen Melan- 
choly, I believe, was the firft motive chat made him in 
love with the young Indian Queen, fancying no Hero 
ought to be within his Princefs. And this was the rca- 
fon why he fo eameftly prefs'd for a Commiflion, to be 
made General againft the Indians, which long was pro- 
tnis'd him ; but they fearing his Ambition, (till put nim 
off, till the Grievances grew fo high, that the whole 
Country flock'd to him, and l>eg'd he would redrefs 

them. He took the opportunity, and led them forth 

to fight, and vanquilhing brought the Enemy to fair 
Terms [ but now inftead of receiving him as a Conqueror, 
we treat him as a Traitor. 

/fax. Then it feems all the Crime this brave Fellow 
has committed. Is ferving bis Country without Authority. 

Friend. 'Tis fo, and however I admire the Man, I am 
refolv'd to be of the contrary Party, that I ma.y make 
an Ititereft in our new Governor. Thus ftand Affairs, 
lb that afier you have feen Madam Surelove, I'll prefent 
you to the Counci] for a Commiflion. 

Ha*. But my Kinfman's Character 

Friend. He was a Leicefterjhire younger Brother, came 
overwith a (mall Fortune, which his InduAry has increas'd 
to a thoufand Pounds a year; and he is now Colonel 
"John Surelove, and one of the Council. 

Has. Enough. 

Friend. AbSut it then. Madam F/iri 10 direct you. 

Hat. You arc full of your Madams here. 
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Friend. Oh ! 'tis the grcatefi Affront imaginable to 
call a Woman Miftrefs, tho but a retail Brandy-monger. 
Adieu. One thing more, to morrow is our Country- 
Court, pray do not fail to be there, for the rarity of the 
Entertainment : but I (liall fee you anon at Sur^lav/%, 
where I'll falule thee as my lirft meeting, and a« an old 

Acquaintance in England here's Company, farewel. 

[Eiit Friend. 
Enter Duliman, Timorous and Booier. 
Hazard /(/t at a Tailt and writes. 

Dull. Here, i\dl Well, Lieutenant Booser, what 

are you for i 

Enter Nell. 
Boa*. I am for cooling Nants, Major, 
Dull. Here, Nell, a Quart of Nants, and fome Pipes 
and Tobacco. 

Tim. And do ye hear, Nell, bid your Miflrcfs come in 
to joke a little with us; foradioors I was damnahle dnmk 
lafl Night, and 1 am better at the Petticoat than the Bottle 

Dull. Drunk laft Night, and fick to Day ! how comes 
thai about, Mr, Justice? you ufelo bear your Brandy well 
enough. 

Tim. Ay, your (hier Brandy 111 grant you ; but 1 was 
drunk at Col, Downright's with your high Burgundy 
Claret. 

Dull. A Pox of that paultry Liqnor, your Engltfii 
French Wine, I wonder how ttie Gentlemen do to mink 

Tim. Ay, fo do 1, 'tis for want of a little Virginia 
Breeding : how much more like a Gentleman 'tis, to drink 
as we do, brave edifying Punch and Brandy. — But they 
fay, the young Noblemen now, and Sparks in England, 
begin to reform, and take it for their Mornings draught, 
get drunk by Noon, and defpife the loufy Juice of the 

Enter Mrs, Fiin. 

Dull. Come, Landlady, come, you are fo taken up 

with Parfon Dunee, that your old Friends can't drink a 

Dram with you. UTiat, no fmutty Catch now, no 

Gibe 
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Gibe or Joke to make the Punch go down merrily, and 
advance Trading ? Nay, they fay. Cad forgive ye, you 
never mifs going to Church when Mr. Dunce preaches. — 
but here's to you, \Drinkj. 

Flirt. Lords, your Honours are pleas'd to be merry— 
but my fervice to your Honour. [Drinks. 

Ha». Honours ! who the Devil have we here ? fome 
of the wife Council at leafl, I'd fooner take 'em for Hog- 
gerds. [AM. 

Flirt. Say what you plcafe of the Dodlor, but I'll 
fwear he's a fine Gentleman, he makes the prettiell Son- 
nets, nay, and iln^ 'em himfelf to the rareft Tunes. 

Tim. Nay, the Man will ferve for both Sool and Body : 
for they fay he was a Farrier in England, but breaking 
tum'd Life-guard-man, and his Horie dying, he counter- 
feited a Deputation from the Biihop, and came over here 
a fubdanlial Orthodox, But come, where flands the Cup ? 
Here, my fervice to you. Major. 

Flirt. Your Honours are pleafed, but methinks 

Doflor Duitci Is a very edifying Perfon, and a Genilc- 
man, and 1 pretend to know a Gentleman ; for I my 
felf am a Gentlewoman ; my Father was a Baronet, but 
undone in the late Rebellion, and 1 am fain to keep an 
Ordinary now, Heawn help me. 

Tim, Good lack, why fee how Virtue may be bcty'd. 
We heard your Father was a Taylor, but Irufting for 
old O/i'fcr'a Funeral broke, and fo came hither to hide 
his Head. But my fervice to you ; what, you are ne- 
ver the worfe ? 

Flirt. Your Honour knows this is a fcandalous place, 
for they fay your Honour was but a broken Excife-Man, 
who fpent the King's Money to buy your Wife fine Petti- 
coats; and at lafl not worth a Groat, you came over a 
poor Servant, tho now a Jullicc of the Peace, and of the 
Honourable Council. 

Tim. Adi zoors. If 1 knew who 'twas faid fo, I'd fue 
him for Scandalum MagHiitum. 

Dull. Hang 'em Scoundrels, hang 'em, thcj- live upon 

Scandal, and we are Scandal- proof. They fay loo, 

that I was a Tinker, and running the Country, robh'd a 
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Gentleman's Houfc there, was put into Ntwgati, got a Re- 
prieve after Condem nation, and was tranfported hither ; 

and that you, Boestr, was a common Pick- Pocket, 

and being often fiogg'd at the Carts-tale, afterwards 
tum'd Evidence, and when the Times grew honed was 
fain to Hie. 

Boos. Ay, ay, Major, if Scandal would liavc broke our 
Hearts, we had not arriv'd to the Honour of being Privy- 
Counfellors. — But come, Mrs. Flirt, what never a Song 
to entertain us ? 

Flirt. Yes, and a Singer too newly come afliorc. 

Tim. Adr loors, let's have it then. 

Enter a Girl lako/ings, they bear a Bob. 

Hag. Here, Maid, a Tankard of your Drink. 

Flirt. Quickly, Nell, wait upon the Gentleman. 

Dull. Pieafe you. Sir, to tafte of our Liquor. My 

fervice to you ? I fee you are a Stranger, and alone ; 
pieafe you to come to our Table? 

{He ri/es and comes. 

Flirt. Come, Sir, pray fit down here ; thcfe are very 
honourable Perfona 1 alTure you : Tliis is Major Dullman, 
Major of his Excellency's own Regiment, when he ar- 
rives; this Mr. 7Vw/orc)*j,]uilicea Peace in CoMfw; tliis 
Captain Booser, all of the honourable CounciL 

Has. With your leave, Genllemen, \Sili. 

Tim. My fervice to you, Sir, [Drinis. 

What have you brought over any Cargo, Sir? Ill be 
your Cullomer. 

Booa. Ay, and cheat him too, 111 warrant him. [AJide. 

Has. I was not bred to Merchandizing, Sir, nor do in- 
tend to follow the drudgery of Trading. 

Dull. Men of Fortune fcldom travel hither, Sir, to fee 
Fafhions. 

Tim. Why, Brother, it may be the Gentleman has a 
mind to be a Planter; will you hire your felf to make a 
Crop of Tobacco this Year ? 

HaM, I was not born to work. Sir. 

Tim. Not work, Sir ! Zoors, your Betters have workt, 
Sir. 1 have workt my felf, Sir, both fet and (Iripl To- 
bacco, for all I am of the honourable Council. Not 
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work quoth a !— I fuppofe, Sir, you wear your Fortune 
upon your Back, Sir ? 

Haa. Is it your Cuilom here. Sir, to affront Strangers ? 
I Ihall cxpea Satisfaflion. {Rifts, 

Tim. Why, does any body here owe you any thing f 

Dull. No, unlefs he means to be paid for drinking 
with us, ha, ha, ha. 

Hai. No, Sir, I have Money X.n pay for what 1 drink ; 
here's my Club, my Guinea, [Flingi down a Guinea. 

I fcorn to be oblig'd to fuch Scoundrels. 

Boo*. Hum call Men of Honour Scoundrels. 

[Rise in huff. 

Tim. Let him alone, let him alone. Brother ; how 
fhould he learn Manners? he never was in Virginia be- 

DhU. He's fome Covent-Garden Bully. 

Tim. Or fonic broken Citiien turned Faflor. 

HoM. Sir, you lye, and you are a Ralcal. 

\Fliitgs the Brandy in his Face. 

Tim. Adi loors he has fpil'd all the Brandy. 

[Tim. runs behind the Daor, Dull and 
Booi, flrike Hazard. 

Hta. 1 underfland no Cudgel-play, but wear a Sword 
to right myfelf. [Drawi, they tun off. 

Flirt. Good Heavens I what, quarelling in my Houle? 

Haz, Do the Pcrfons of Quality in this Country treat 
Strangers thus? 

Flirt. Alas, Sir, 'lis a familiar way they have. Sir. 

Haa. I'm glad I know it. — Pray, Madam, can you in- 
form one how 1 may be furniih'd with a Horfe and a 
Guide to Madam Sureloij^% ? 

Flirt. A moft accomplifh'd Lady, and my very good 
Friend, you fhall be immediately [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

EnUr Wellman, Downright, Dunce, Whimfey, Whiff, 

and others. 

Well, Come, Mr. Dunce^ tho you are no Counfellor, 
yet your Counfel may be good in time of NecefTity, as 
now. 

Dun, If I may be worthy Advice, I do not look upon 
our Danger to be fo great from the Indians, as from 
young Bacon, whom the People have nick-nam*d Fright- 
all, 

Whim, Ay, ay, that fame Bacon, I would he were 
well hang'd : I am afraid that under the pretence of 
killing all the Indians he means to murder us, lie witli 
our Wives, and hang up our little Children, and make 
himfelf Lord and King, 

Whiff. Brother Whim/ey, not fo hot ; with leave of the 
honourable Board, my Wife is of opinion, that Bacon 
came feafonably to our Aid, and what he has done was 
for our Defence, the Indians came down upon us, and 
raviOi'd us all. Men, Women, and Children. 

Well, If thefe Grievances were not redreft, we had our 
Rcafons for it ; it was not that we were infenfible. Cap- 
tain Whiff, of what we fuffer'd from the Infolence of the 
Indians ; but all knew what we mud expedl from Bacon, 
if that by lawful Authority he had arrived to fo great a 
Command as General ; nor would we be hufft out of our 
CommiiTions. 

Down, 'Tis moR certain that Bacon did not demand a 
Commiffion out of a defign of ferving us, but to fatisfy 
his Ambition and his Love ; it being no fecret that he 
paflionately admires the Indian Queen, and under the 
pretext of a War, intends to kill the King her Husband, 
edablifh himfelf in her Heart, and on all occafions make 
himfelf a more formidable Enemy than the Indians 
are 

Whim, Nay, nay, I ever forefaw he would prove a 
Villain. 

Whiff. 
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Whiff. Nay, and he be thereabout, my Nancy IhaJl 
have no more Co do with him, 

Will. But Gentleman, the People daily flock to him, 
for that his Army is too confiderable for us to oppofe by 
any thing but Policy. 

Down. We are fenfible. Gentlemen, that our Fortunes, 
our Honours, and our Lives are ai Italcc ; and therefore 
you are cali'd together to confult what's to be done in this 
Grand Affeir, till our Governour and Forces arrive from 
England: the Truce he made with the /wrfiunj will be 



Wkiff. Ay, and then he intends to have annlher bout 
with the Indians. Let's have patience, I fay, till he has 
thrumWd their Jackets, and then to work with your Poli- 
ticks as Toon as you pleafe. 

Dovm. Colonel H-tllman has anfwcr'd that point, good 
Captain Whiff; 'lis the Event of this Battel we ought to 
dr^d ; and if won or loll, will be equally fatal for us, 
either from the Indians or from Bacon, 

Dunce. With the Permiffion of the honourable Board, 
I think 1 have hit upon an Expedient that may prevent 
this Battel : your Honours (hall write a Letter to Bacon, 
where you Ihall acknowledge his Services, invite him kind~ 
ly home, and offer him a Comiffion for General^ 

Whiff. Juft my Nancy's Counfel Dr. Dunce has 

fpoken like a Cheruhin, he (hall have my Voice for Ge- 
neral j what fay you. Brother WhimfeyT 

Down. 1 fay he is a Noble Fellow, and (it for a Ge- 
neral. 

Dunce. But conceive me right, Gentlemen) asfoonaa 
he (liall have render'd himfelf, ieite him, and llrike off 
his Head at the Fort. 

Whiff. Hum ! his Head—Brother. 

Whim. Ay, ay. Dr. Dunce fpeaks like a Chenibin. 

Well. Mr. DuHce.yont Counfel in extremity, I confefs, 
is not amifs ; but 1 mould be loth lo deal dilhonourably 
with any Man. 

Down. His Crimes deferve Death, his Life is forfeited 
by Law, but ihall never be taken by my confent by 
Treachery ; If by anyStralagem we could take him alive. 
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and eiiher fend him for England lo receive there his Pu- 
niflimem, or keep him Prifaner here till the Govemour 
arrive, I fliould agree to il ; but I queftion his comiog 
in upon our Invitation. 

DuH, Leave that to me. 

WAifM. Come, I'll warrant him, the Rogue's as flout 
as Htctor, he fears neither Heaven nor Hell 

Down. He's too brave and bold lo refufe our Sum- 
mons, and I am for fending him for England, and 
leaving him to the King's Mercy. 

Dun. In that you'll find more difficulty, Sir ; to take 
him off here will be more quick and (udden : for the 
People worihip him. 

Well. Ill never yield to so ungenerous an Expedient. 
The feiiing him 1 am content in the Extremity wherein 
we are to follow. What fay you, Colonel Downright t 
ftiall we fend him a Letter now, while this two days 
Truce lafts, between him and the fndiam ? 

Down. I approve it. 

All. And 1, and I, and I. • 

Dun. If your Honours pleafe to make me the Mef- 
fcnger, I'll ufe some Arguments of my own to prevail 

Will. You fay well, Mr. Dunce, and we'll difpatch 

you prefently, [Ei. WeU. Down, andallbut 

Whim. Whiff awi^ Dunce. 

Whiff. Ah, Doflor, if you could but have perfuaded Co- 
lonel Wellman and Colonel Downright to have hanged 

Whim. Why, Brother Whiff, you were for making him 
a General but now, 

Whiff. The Counfels of wife States-men, Brother 
Whim/ty, muft change as Caufes do, d'ye fee. 

Dan. Your Honours are in the right ; and whatever 
thofe two leading Counfellors fay, they would be glad if 
Bacon were difpatch'd ; but the punflilio of Honour is 
fuch a thing. 

Whim. Honour, a Pox on't ; what is that Honour that 
keeps fuch a buftlein the World, yet nevi:r did (jood as 1 
heard of? 

nun 
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DuH. Why, 'tis a foolifh word only, taken up by great 
Men, but rarely prailis'd.— But if you wou'd be great 
Men indeed 

Whiff. If he wou'd, Doftor, name, name the way. 

Dun. Why, you command each of you a Company — 
when Bacon comes from the Camp, as I am fure tie will, 
(and full of this fiUy thing call'd Honour, will come un- 
guarded too) lay fame of your Men in Ambulh along 
thofe Ditches by the Sevana, about a Mile from the Town ; 
and as he comes by, fcize him, and bang him up upon 
the next Tree. 

Wkiff. Hum hang him ! a rare Plot. 

Whim. Hang him ! we'll do'l, we'll do't, Sir, and 

I doubt not but to be made Genera! for the Adlion 

m lake it all upon my felf. [AJide. 

£>un. If you rcfolve upon (his, you muft about in- 

flantly Thus I Ihall at once ferve my Country, and 

revenge my felf on the Rafcal for affronting my Dignity 
once at the Council -Table, by calling me Farrier. {Ex. Dr. 

Whiff. Do you know, Brother, what we are to do? 

Whim. To do ! yes, to hang a General, Brother, that's 
all. 

Whiff-. AU ! but is It lawful t< 

Whim. Lawful, yes, that 'lis 
neral that fights againfl Law. 

Whiff. But in what he has done, he has ferVd the 
King and our Country, and preferv'd our Lives and For- 

Whim. That's all one. Brother; if there be but a Quirk 
in the Law offended in this Cafe, tho he fought like A- 
lexuncier, and preferv'd the whole World from Perdition, 
yet if he did it againfl Law, 'tis lawful to hang him; 
why what, Brother, Is it fit that every impudent Fellow 
that pretends to a little Honour, Loyalty, and Courage, 
fliould ferve his King and Country againit the Law ? no, 
no. Brother, thefe things are not to be fufTer'd in a civil 

Government by Law eftablilh'd, wherefore let's about 

JL [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. Syxx^iov^s Houfe. 

Enter Ranter and her Coachman, 

Ran, Here, y^ffery, ye drunken Dog, fet your Coach 
and Horfes up. Til not go till the cool of the Evening, I 
love to ride in Fre/co, 

Enter a Boy, 

Coach, Yes, after hard drinking — \Afide^ It (hall 
be done, Madam. 

Rcui, How now. Boy, is Madam Surelove at home ? 

Boy, Yes, Madam. 

Ran, Go tell her I am here. Sirrah. 

Boy, Who are you pray forfooth ? 

Ran, Why, you Son of a Baboon don't you know me ? 

Boy, No, Madam, I came over but in the laft Ship. 

Ran, What, from Newgate or Bridewelt from move- 
ing the Tumbler, Sirrah, lifting or filing the Cly? 

Boy, I don't underftand this Country Language, for- 
footh, yet 

Ran, You Rogue, 'tis what we tranfport from England 
firft go, ye Dog, go tell your Lady the Widow Ran- 
ter is come to dine with her \Exit Boy.] I hope I 

(hall not find that Rogue Daring here fniveling after Mrs. 
Chrifante: If I do, by the Lord I'll lay him thick. Pox 
on him why (hou'd I love the Dog, unlefs it be a Judg- 
ment upon me. 

Enter Surelove and Chrifante. 
My dear Jewel, how do'ft do ? as for you Gen- 
tlewoman, you are my Rival, and I am in Rancour a- 
gainft you till you have renounc'd my Daring, 

Chrif. All the Intereft I have in him. Madam, I re- 
fign to you. 

Ran, Ay, but your Houfe lying fo near the Camp, 

gives me mortal Fears but prithee how thrives thy A- 

mour with honed Friendly f 

Chrif, As well as an Amour can that isabfolutely forbid 
by a Father on one fide, and purfued by a good Refolu- 
tion on the other. 

Ran. 
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Ran. Haji Gad, I'll warrant for Friendly'% Uefululion, 
whal Iho hjs Fortune be not anfwerable to yours, we are 

bound to help one another, Here, Boy, fome Pipes 

and a Botvl of Punch ; you know my Humour, Madam, 
I mull fmoak and drink in a Morning, or I am maukilh 

Sure. But wili you drink Punch in a Morning? 

Ran. Punch ! 'tis my Morning's Draught, my Table- 
drink, my Treat, my Rcgalio, my every thing; ah my 
dear Surelwc; if thou wou'd but refrelh and cheer thy 
Heart with Punch in a Morning, thou wou'dll not look 
thus cloudy all the day. 

Enter Pipes and a great Bowl, flu falls tajmoaking. 

Sure. I have reaion, Madam, to be melancholy, I 
have recciv'd a Letter from my Husband, who gives me 
an account that he is worfe in England than when he was 
here^ fo that I fear I [hall fee him no more, the Dodore 
can do no good on him. 

Ran. A very good hearing. I wonder what the Devil 
thou haft done with him fo long .' an old fufty weather- 
beaten Skeleton, as dried as Stock-hlh, and much of the 
Hue. — Come, come, here's to the next, may he be 
young. Heaven, 1 befeech thee. \Drinks. 

Sure. You have reafon to praife an old Man, who 
dy'd and left you worih fifty thoufand Pounds. 

Ran. Ay, Gad and what's better, Sweat -heart, dy'd 

in good time too, and left me young enough to fpend 

this fifty thoufand Pounds in belter Company reft 

his Soul for that too. 

Chrif. I doubt 'twill be aU laid out in Ba.con'% mad 
Lieutenant General Daring. 

Ran. Faith, I think 1 could lend it the Rogue on good 
Security. 

Chrif. What's that, to be bound Body for Body? 

Ran. Rather than he fhould love no body's Body be- 
tides my own; but my fortune is too good to truft the 
Kogue, my Money makes nie an Infidel. 

Chrif. You think they all love you for that. 
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Ran. For that, ay, what elfe ? if it were not for that, 
I might lit ftill and Ugh, and cry out, a Miracle \ a Mi- 
racEe! at fight of a Man within my Doors. 
Entn Maid. 

Maid. Madam, here's a young Gentleman without 
wou'd fpeaic wiih you. 

Sure. With me? fure ihou'rt miAaken ; is it not 
Fritndly t 

Maid. No, Madam, 'tis a Stranger. 

Ran. 'Tis not Daring, that Rogue, is it ? 

Maid. No, Madam. 

Ran. Is he handfome? does he look like a Gentleman? 

Maid. He's handfome, and feems a Gentleman. 

Ran. Bring him in then, I hate a Converfation with- 
out a Fellow, — hah, — a good handfome Lad indeed. 
Enter Hazard ■BJilk a Letter. 

Sure. With me. Sir, would you fpeak? 

Haz. If you are Madam Surelove. 

Sure. So I am call'd 

Has. Madam, I am newly arriv'd from England, and 

from your Husband my Kinfman bring you this. 

\Givts a Litttr. 

Ran. Pleafe you to fit. Sir. 

Hat. She's extremely handfome. [Afide—/ils dovm, 

/{an. Come, Sir, will you fmokc a Pipe ? 

J/iu. I never do. Madam. 

Ran. Oh fie upon't, you mud learn then, we all fmoke 

here, 'tis a part of good Breeding. Well, well, what 

Cargo, what Goods have ye ? any Points, Lace, rich 
Stuffs, Jewels ; if you have, I'll be your Chafferer, I 
live hard by, any body will direifl you to the Widow 

/fas. I have already heard of you. Madam. 

Ran. What, you are like all the young Fellows, the 
firft thing they do when they come to a Ilrange Place, is 
to enquire what Fortunes there are. 

//ai. Madam, 1 had no fuch Ambition. 

Ra». Gad, than you're a Fool, Sir ; but come, my 

fervice to you ; wc rich Widon-i arc the beft Commodily 

ihi^ 
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this Country affords, V\\ tell you that. [This -whihjhe 
rtads the Letttr. 

Sure. Sir, my Husband has recommended you here in 
a mofl particular manner, by which I do not only find 
the efteem he has for you, but the defire he has of 
gaining you mine, which on a double fcore I render you, 
firA for his fake, next for thofc Merits that appear in your 
fclf. 

Hat. Madam, the endeavours of my Life fhall be to 
exprefs my Gratitude for this great Bounty. 
Enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, Mr. Friendl^% here. 

Sure. Bring him in. 

Hax. Friendly.' 1 had a dear Friend of (hat name, 

who 1 hear is in thefe Parts. Pray Heaven it be he. 

Ran. How now, Charles. 

Enter Friendly. 

Friend. Madam, your Servant Hah ! Ihould not I 

know you for my dear friend Hazard, [Emhttiin^ him. 

Ha*. Or you're to biamc, my Friendly. 

Friend. Prithee what calm brought thee alhore ? 

Hai. Fortune de la guerre, but prithee ask nie no Qucf- 
tions in fo good Company, where a Minute loll from this 
Converfation is a Misfortune not to be retrieved. 

Friend. UoH Uke her. Rogue [So/lly n/u/e. 

Hax. Like her ! have I fight, or fenfc ? Why, I 

adore her. 

Friend. Mrs. Chri/ante, I heard your Father would not 
be here to day, which made me fnatch this opportunity of 
feeing you. 

Ran. Come, come, a I'ox of this whining Love, it 
fpoils good Company. 

Friend. You know, my dear Friend, thefe Opportuni- 
ties come but feldora, and therefore I muft make ufe of 
Ihem. 

Ran. Come, come, I'll give you a belter Opportunity 
ai my Houfe to morrow, we are to eat a Buffalo there, 
and 111 fecure the old Gentleman from coming. 

Friend. Then I Ihall ftc Chri/ante once more before 
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Chrif, Go — Heavens — whither, my Friendly f 

Friend, I have received a Commiflion to go againfl 
the Indians, Bacon being fent for home. 

Ran, But will he come when fent for ? 

friend. If he refufe we are to endeavour to force him. 

Chrif, I do not think he will be forced, not even by 
Friendly, 

Friend, And faith it goes againfl my Confcience to lift 
my Sword againfl him, for he is truly brave, and what 
he has done, a Service to the Country, had it but been 
by Authority. 

Chrif, What pity 'tis there fhould be fuch falfe Maxims 
in the World, that noble Adlions, howewer gfreat, muft 
be criminal for want of a Law to authorife 'em. 

Friend, Indeed 'tis pity that when Laws are faulty they 
fhould not be mended or abolifh'd. 

Ran, Hark ye, Charles, by Heaven if you kill my 
Daring I'll piftol you. 

Friend, No, Widow, I'll fpare him for your fake. 

Has. Oh fhe's all divine, and all the Breath fhe utters 
ferves but to blow my Flame. 

Enter Maid, 

Maid, Madam, Dinner's on the Table 

Sure, Pleafe you, Sir, to walk in — come, Mr. Friendly, 

[She takes Hazard. 

Ran, Prithee good Wench bring in the Punch- Bowl. 

[Exeunt. 
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A C T II. S C E N E I. 



Di/coven the Indian King and QmeH filitHg m State, 
with Guards o/^ Indians, Men and Wemen attending: 
To them Bacon richly dref^d, attended by Daring, 
"" ; he bows to tfie King and 



. who lb often h,i 
Ba£. How charming i 
Sir, is not my Bufinefs \ 



we meet upon ihefe Tenns, we 
.ve embrac'd as Friends. 
5 the Queen ! [A/tde.'\ War. 
r my Pleafure ; Nor was I bred 
n Arms, my Country's Good has forc'd me to aflunie a 
Soldier's Life ; and 'tis with much regret that I employ 
the firft Efiefts of it againft my Friends : yet whilll 1 
may — whilft this Ceffation lafls, I beg we may exchange 
thofe Friendlhips, Sir, we have fo often paid in happier 
Peace. 

King. For your part, Sir, you've been fo noble, that 1 
repent the fatal Difference that makes us meet in Arms. 
Yet tJjo I'm young, I'm fenfible of Injuries ; and oft 
have heard my Crandfire fay, That we were Monarchs 
once of all this fpacious World, till you, an unknown 
People, landitig here, dillrefs'd and ruin'd by deftniftive 
Storms, abuling all our charitable Hofpitality, ufurp'd our 
Right, and made your Friends your Slaves. 

Bac. I will not ju/lify the Ingratitude of my Fore-fa- 
thers, but finding here my Inheritance, I am refolv'd ilill 
to maintain it lo, and by my Sword which Aril cut out 
my Portion, defend each Inch of Land, with my lafl 
drop of Blood. 

Queen. Even his Threats have thofe Charms that plcafe 
the Heart. [A/ide: 

Kin^. Come, Sir, let this ungrateful Theme alone, 
which IS better difputed in the Field 

F 4 Queen. 
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Queen. Is It impoflibic there might be wrought an un- 
derilanding betwixt my Lord and you? 'Twiis to that end 
1 firfl defired this Truce, my felf propofing to be Media- 
tor, to which my Lord Cavemio (hall agree, could you 

but condcrcend 1 know you are noble : And I have 

heard you fay our tender Sex could never plead in vain. 

Bac. Alas ! I dare not trufl your pleading. Madam : 
a few foft Words froro fuch a charming Mouth would lay 
me a Conqueror at your Feet, as a Sacrifice for all the Ills 
he has done you. 

Chteett. How ftrangely I am pleas'd to hear him talk. 
\Af,dt. 

f^ifg- Stnumia fee, the Dancers do appear ; 
Sir, will you take your Seat f \To Bacon. 

\Hc Uadi the Queen to a Seat, they fit and talk. 

Bac. Curie on his Sports that interrupted me, my very 
Soul was hovering at my Lip, ready to have difcover'd all 
its Secrets. But oh I I dread to tell her of my pain, and 
when I wou'd an awful Icembling feiies me, and Ihe can 
only from my dying Eyes read all the Sentiments of my 
captive Heart. [Sits down, the rejl wail. 

Enter Indians that danct Anticks: After the Dance 
the Kingfeents in difceurft witli Bacon, the Qfuen 
rifes and comes forth. 

Queen. The more I gate upon this Etiglifh Stranger, 
the more ConfuTion ftrjggles in my Soul: Oft I have 
heard of Love, and oft this Gallant Man (when Peace 
had made him pay his idle Vifits) has told a thoufand 
Tales of dying Maids ; and ever when he fpoke, my 
panting Heart, with a prophetick Fear in Sighs rcply'd, I 
ftiall fall a Vidim to has Eyes. 

Enter an Indian. 

Indian. Sir, here's a MeCTenger from the Engbfh Coun- 
cil defires admittance to the General. [ To the King. 

Bac. With your Pcrmiflion he may advance. 

\To the King. 
Re-enter Indian iviih Dunce. A Letter. 

Dun. All Health and Happinefs attend your Honour, 
this from the honourable Council. [Gives him a Letter. 
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fCittg. I'll leave you till you have difpalch'd the MefTen- 
ger, and then expect your prefence in the Royal Tent. 

[Exeunl King, Quee/i, and Indians. 
Bac. Lieutenajit, read the Letter. [To Daring. 



/R, the nectjfity of what you have (Uled makes it 
fardouable, and vie eould wifli -we had done Iht 



S. 

Country and our/elves Ja much yujlice as to have givm 
you thai Commi^oH you dtJired.^Wt how find it rea/ana- 
bU to rai/e more Forces, to oppoje tke/e In/oleaces, which 
poffMy yovri may be too weak to accompiijh, to which 
4nd the Council is ordered to nuel this Evening, and de- 
firing you will come and take your place there, and be 
pieafd to accept from us a Commiffion to command 

in Chief in this War. Therefore fend tlwfe Soldiers 

under your Command to their refpective Houfes, and hiifie 
Sir toyattr affeSionate Friends 

Fear. Sir, I fear the Hearts and Per did not agree 
when this was writ. 

Dar. A plague upon their Ihallow Politicks ! Do they 
think to play the old Game twice with us.' 

£ac. Away, you wrong the Council, who of them- 
felves are honourable Gentlemen ; but the bafe coward 
Fear of fome of them, puts the rell on tricks that full not 
with their Nature. 

Dun. Sir, 'tis for noble ends you are fent for, and for 
your faJfety I'll engage my Life. 

Dar. By Heaven and fo you (hall ; and pay it loo 

with all the reft of your wife-headed Council. 

Sac. Your Zeal is loo officious now; I fee no Trea- 
chery, and can fear no Danger. 

Dun. Treachery.' now Ileavens forbid, are we not 
CfaTidians, Sir, all Friends and Countrymen ? believe me. 
Sir, 'tis Honour calls you to increafe your Fame, and he 
who would diffuade yojx is your Enemy. 

Dar. Go cant. Sir, to the Rabble — for us, we know 

»'V0L. IV. F S Bac. 
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Bac. You wTong me when you bui fufpefl for me : 
let him that adls diihonourably fear. My innocence and 
my good Sword's my Guard. 

Dar. If you refolvc to go, we will attend you. 

Bac. What go like an invader! No, Daring, the In- 
vitation's frierKlly, and as a Friend attended only by my 
menial Servants, I'll wait upon the Council, that they 
may fee that when I could command it, I came an hum- 
ble Suppliant for their Favour. You may return, and 

tell 'em I'll attend. 

Dun, I kifs your Honour's Hands \Goei out. 

Dar. 'Sdeath, will you truft the faithlefs Council, Sir, 
who have fo long held you in hand with Promifes, that 
Curfe of Stfttes-mcn, that unlucky Vice that renders even 
Nobility defpil'df 

Bac. Perhaps the Council thought me too afpiring, and 
would not add Wings to my ambitious Flight. 

Dar. A pox of their confidering Caps, and now they 
find that you can foar alone, they tend for you to nip 
your fpreading Wings. 
Now by my Sou), you (hall not go alone 

Bae. Forbear, left 1 fufpefl you for a Mutineer ; 1 am 
refolv'd to go. 

Fear. What, and send your Army home? a pretty 
fetch. 

Dar. By Heaven, we'll not disband, not till we fee 
how fairly you are dealt with : If you have a Commiflion 
lo be Genera!, here we are ready to receive new Orders t 
If not, well ring them fuch a tbundring Peal (hall beat 
the Town about their treacherous Ears. 

Bac. 1 do command you not to (lir a Man, till you're 

inform'd how I am treated by 'em. leave me all. 

^Exeunt Officeri. 
While Bacon reads the Letter again, to him the 
Indian Queen -with Women waiting. 

Queen. Now while my Lord's aJleep in his Pavilion, 
I'll try my Power with the General for an Accommoda- 
tion of a Peace : The very dreams of War fright my fofl 
Slumbers that us'd to be employ'd in kinder Bufinefs. 

Bae. 
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Bae. Ha !— the Queen — ^what Happinefsisthisprefenls 
It felf which all my InduClry could never gain ? 

QuetH, Sir [Appreacking hint. 

Bae. Preft with the great extremes of Joy and Fear, I 
trembling Hand, unable to approach ber. 

Qutin. 1 hope you will not think it Fear in me, tha 
timorous as a Dove by nature fram'd : Not that my Lord, 
whofe Youth's unskiU'd in War, can cither doubt his 
Courage, or his Forces, that makes me feck a Reconci- 
liation on any honourable Terms of Peace. 

Bac. Ah Madam ! if you knew how abfolutely you 
command my Fate, I fear but little Honour would be left 
me, &nce whatfoe'er you ask me 1 fhouid grant. 

^U4n. Indeed 1 would not ask your Honour, Sir, that 
renders you too brave in my cllcem. Nor can 1 think 
that you would pan with that. No not to fave your 
Life. 

Bae. J would do more to ferve your leail commands 
than part with trivial Life. 

QMef/i. Blefs me, Sir, how came I by fuch a Power? 

Bae. The Gods and Nature gave it you in your Crea- 
tion, fotm'd with all the Charms that ever grac'd your 
Sex. 

Queai. Is't poOible? am I fo beautiful ? 

Ba£. As Heaven, or Angels there. 

Quteit. Suppofing this, how can my Beauty make you 
fo obliging ? 

Sae. Beauty has dill a Power over great Souls, and 
from the moment 1 beheld your Eyes, myflubbom Heart 
melted to compliance, and from a nature rough and tur- 
bulent, grew foft and gentle as the God of Love. 

Qutg». The God of Love ! what is the Cod of Love ? 

Bae. 'Tis a refiftlefa Fire, thafs kindled thus— at every 

[Tiiies hir by the Hand and gases on her. 

gaje'-we lake from fuch fine Eyes, from fuch bafhful 

Looks, and fuch foft Touches — —it makes us figh, 

and pant as I do now, and Hops the breath when e'er we 
fpeak of Pain. 

Queen. Alas, for me if this fhmild be Love ! {Afidt. 

Bae. 
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BcLC, It makes us tremble when we touch the fair one ; 
and all the Blood runs (hivering thro the Veins, the Heart's 
furrounded with a feeble Languifhment, the Eyes are dy- 
ing, and the Cheeks are pale, the Tongue is String, and 
die Body fainting. 

Queen, Then I'm undone, and all I feel is Love. \Afide, 
If Love be catching. Sir, by Looks and Touches, let us 
at diftance parley — or rather let me fly, for within view 
is too near \Afide, 

Bac, Ah ! Ihe retires difpleas'd I fear with my pre- 

fumptuous Love, Oh pardon, faireR Creature. 

\^Kneels, 

Queen, III talk no more, our Words exchange our 
Souls, and every Look fades all my blooming Honour, 
like Sun-beams on imguarded Rofes — Take all our King- 
doms — make our People Slaves, and let me fall beneath 
your conquering Sword : but never let me hear you talk 
again, or gaze upon your Eyes. \G0e5 out, 

Bac, She loves ! by Heaven (he loves ! and has not 
Art enough to hide her Flame, tho Ihe have cruel Honour 
to fupprels it. However 111 purfue her to the Banquet. 

[Exit. 

S C E N E 1 1. The Widow Ranter .9 Hall. 

Enter Surelove fati^d by two Negroes, followed by 

Hazard. 

Sure, This Madam Ranter is fo prodigious a Treater — 
oh ! I hate a Room that fmells of a great Dinner, and 
what's worfe a defert of Punch and Tobacco — what ! are 
you taking leave fo foon, Coufm ? 

Haz, Yes Madam, but 'tis not fit I fhould let you 

know with what regret I go, but Bufinefs will be 

obe/d. 

Sure, Some Letters to difpatch to Englijh Ladies you 
have left behind come, Coufin, confe^. 

Haz, I own I much admire the Englijk Beauties but 
never yet have put their Fetters on. 

Sure. Never in love I oh then you have pleafure to 
come. 

Hax. 
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Has. Rather a Pain when there's no Hope attends it. 

Sure. Oh fuch Difeares quickly cure ihemfelves. 

Haz. I do not wifh to find it fo ; for even in Pain I 



1 Pleafure ti 
Sure. Vou art 
Cure. 
Has, Rather ti 



infefled then, and t 



■: abroad for 



e my Wounds, Madam. 

Sure, Already Sir,— whoe'er (he be, (he made good 
haJte to conquer, we have few here boaft that Dexte- 
rity. 

Has. What think you of ChriJanU, Madam ? 

Sure. I mull confefs your Love and your Defpair are 
there plac'd right, of which I am not fond of being m.-ide 
a Confident, lince I am afTur'd (he can love none but 
FrieHdly. \CottiIy, 

Has. Let her love on as long as Life (hall laft, let 
Friendly take her, and the Univerie, fo I had my next 

wifh [Si^ks, 

Madam, it is your felfthat 1 adore 1 (hould not be 

fo vain to teli you this, but that ( know you have found 
the Secret out already ftom my Sighs. 

Sure. Forbear Sir, and know me for your Ktnfman's 
Wife, and no more. 

Haa. Be fcomful as you plcafe, rail at my PalTion, and 
rcfufe to hear it ; yet ill love on, and hope in fpiic of 
you ; my Flame fhall be fo conllant and submifTive, it 
fhall compel your Heart to fomc return. 

Sure. You're very confident of your Power I perceive ; 
but if you chance to find your felf miHaken, fay your 
Opinion and your Affe^ation were mifapply'd, and not 
thai 1 was cruel. [Ex, Surelove, 

Has, Whate'er denials dwell upon your Tongue, 
your Eyes affureme that your Heart is tender. [Goes out. 

Enter the Bagpiper, playing before agreal Bo-ail of Punch, 
carr/d between two Ne^^roes, a Highlander dancing 
after it ; the Widow Ranter led by Timorous ; Chn- 
fantcij" DuUmanj JUri.Tlin and fntndly, all dancing 
after it; they plme it on the Table. 
Dull. This is like the noble Widow all over i'faith. 
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Tim. Ay, ay, the Widow's Health in a full Ladle, Ma- 
jor. {Drinks, 

'. But a Pox on't what made that young Fellow here, 

that affronted us yeRerday, Major ? 

[ IVhiU they drink about. 

Dull, Some damned Sharper that would lay his Knife 
aboard your Widow, Comet. 

Tim, Zoors, if I thought fo, I'd arreft him for Salt 
and Battery, lay him in Prifon for a fwing^ng Fine, and 
take no Bail. 

Dull. Nay, had it not been before my Miftrefs here, 
Mrs. Chri/ante, I had fwinged him for Yefterda/s Affront ; 

ah my fweet Miftrefs Chrifante ^if you did but 

know what a power you have over me 

Ckrif, Oh you're a great Courtier, Major. 

Duu, Would I were any thing for your fake. Ma- 
dam. 

Ran, Thou art anything, but what thou fhouldft be ; 
prithee Major leave off being an old Buffoon, that is, a 
Lover tum'd ridiculous by Age, confider thy felf a mere 

fooling Tun of Nantg, ^a walking Chimney, ever 

imoaking with nafty Mundungus, and then thou haft a 
Countenance like an old worm-eaten Cheefe. 

Dull, Well, Widow, you will joke, ha, ha, ha — 

Tim. Gad' 2^ors (he's pure company, ha, ha 

Dull. No matter for my Countenance, — CoL Down- 
right likes my Eftate, and is refolved to have it a match. 

Friend. Dear Widow, take off your damned Major, for 
if he fpeak another word to Chrifante, I fhall be put paft 
all my patience, and fall foul upon him. 

Ran, Slife not for the world ^Major I bar Love- 
making within my Territories, 'tis inconfiftent with the 
Punch-Bowl, if youl drink do, if not be gone. 

Tim. Nay, Gad's Zooks, if you enter me at the Punch- 
Bowl you enter me in Politicks ^well, 'tis the beft 

Drink in Chriflendom for a Statefman. 

They drink about the Bagpipe playing. 
.. Ran. Come, now you fhall fee what my High-land Va- 
let can do. [A Scotch Dance. 

Dull. 
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Dull. So 1 fee let the World go which way it will, 

Widow, you are refolv'd fgr mirlh, — but come — to the 
converfation of the Times. 

Ran, The Times ! why what a Devil ails the Times ? 
I fee nothing in the Times but 3 Company of Coxcombs 
that fear without a Cauie. 

Tim. But if these Fears were laid, and Bacon were 
hanged, I look upon Virginia to he the happieil part of 

the World, gads zoors, why there's England 'tis 

nothing to'l, 1 was in EHglattJ ahavA fix Years ago, 

and was Ihewed the Court of Aldermen, fome were nod- 
ding, fome faying nothing, and others very little to pur- 
pote ; but how could it be otherwife, for they had neither 
Bowl of Punch, Bottles of Wine or Tobacco before 'em, 
to put Life and Soul into 'em as we have here ; then for 
the young Gentlemen — their faithell Travels is to Friutct 
or Italy, they never come hither. 

Dull. The more's the pity by my troth. [Drinis. 

Tim. Where they Icam to (wear Mor-b!ew, Mor-dee— 

Frien. And tell you how much bigger the Louvre is 
than Whitehall \ buy a fuit a-la-mode, get a Twinging 
cup of fome French Marquife, fpend afi their Money, 
and return fufl as they went. 

Dull. For the old Fellows, their bufmefs is Ufury, Ex- 
tortion, and undermining young Heirs. 

Tim. Then for young Merchants, their Exchange is the 
Tavern, their Ware-houfc the Play-houfe, and their Bills 
of Exchange Billct-Douxs, where to fup with their Wenches 
at the other end of the Town, — now judge you what a 
condition poor England is in : for illy part I look upon it 
as a loa Nation gads zoors. 

Dull. I have confidered it, and have found a way to 
fave all yet. 

Tim. As how I pray? 

Dull. As thus ; we have Men here of great Experience 

and Ability now I would have as manj' fent into Eng- 

laitd, as would fupply all Places and Offices, both Civil 
and Military, d'ye fee; their young Gentry Ihould all 
travel hither for breeding, and to learn the myflcries of 
Stale. 
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Frien. As for the old covetous Fellows, I would have 
the Tradefmen get in their Debts, break and turn Troo- 
pers. 

Tim. And they'd be foon weary of Extortion gad 
zoors. 

Dull, Then for the young Merchants, there (hould be 
a Law made, none (hould go beyond Ludgate. 

Frien, You have found out the only way to preferve 
that great Kingdom. 

Tim, Well, gad zoors 'tis a fine thing to be a good 
Statefman. 

Frien, Ay Comet, which had never been had you (laid 
in Old England. 

Dull, why Sir, we were fomebody in England, 

Frien, So I heard. Major. 

Dull, You heard Sir ! what have you heard ? he's a 

Kidnapper that fays he heard any thing of me and 

fo my fervice to you. 111 fue you, Sir, for fpoiling 

my Marriage here by your Scandals with Mrs. Chrifanie: 
but that fhan't do. Sir, 111 marry her for all that, and 
he's a Rafcal that denies it. 

Frien, S'death you lye Sir — I do. 

Tim, Gad zoors Sir, lye to a Privy-Counfellor, a Major 
of Horfe ! Brother this is an Affront to our Dignities : 
draw and I'll fide with you. 

{They both draw on Friendly, the Ladies run off, 

Frien, If I difdain to draw, 'tis not that I fear your bafe 
and cowardly Force, but for the refpedl I bear you as Ma- 
giftrates, and fo I leave you. \Goes out, 

Tim, An arrant Coward gad zoors. 

Dull, A mere PaulM'oon, and I fcom to drink in his 
Company. \Exeunt, putting up their Swords. 

SCENE III. A Sevana, or large Heath. 

Enter Whimfey, Whiff, and Boozer, with fome Soldiers 

am^d. 
Whim. Stand — (land and hear the word of Com- 
mand do ye fee yon Cops, and that Ditch that runs 

along Major Dullman's Plantation ? 

Boox. 
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Booz, We do. 

Whim. Place your Men there, and lie flat on your Bel- 
lies, and when Bacon comes, (if alone) feize him d'ye fee. 

Whiff. Obferve the Command now (if alone) for we 
are not for blood-ftied. 

Booz, ril warrant you for our parts. 

{^Exeunt all but Whim and Whiff. 

Whim. Now we have ambuftit our Men, let's light our 
Pipes, and fit down and take au encouraging Dram of the 
Bottle. \Pulls a Bottle of Brandy out 

of his Pocket — they fit. 

Whiff. Thou art a Knave, and haft emptied half the 
Bottle in thy Leathern Pockets ; but come here's young 
FrightalPs Health. 

Whim. What, drink a Man's Health whom ye are go- 
ing to hang ? 

Whiff. 'Tis all one for that, we'll drink his Health 
firft, and hang him afterwards, and thou (halt pledge me 
d'ye fee, and tho 'twere under the Gallows. 

Whim. Thou'rt a Traitor for faying fo, and I defy thee. 

Whiff. Nay fince we are come out like loving Brothers, 
to hang the General, let's not fall out among our felves ; 
and fo here's to you, tho I have no great Maw to this Bu- 
finefs. 

Whim. Prithee Brother Whiff, do not be fo villainous 
a Coward, for I hate a Coward. 

Whiff. Nay 'tis not that but my Whiffy my Nancy 

dreamt to night fhe saw me hanged. 

Whim. 'Twas a cowardly Dream, think no more on't ; 
but as Dreams are expounded by contraries, thou (halt 
hang the General. 

Whiff. Ay — but he was my Friend, and I owe him at 
this time a hundred Pounds of Tobacco. 

Whim, Nay, then I am fure thou'dft hang him if he 
were thy Brother. 

Whiff But hark 1 think I hear the Neighing of 

Horfes, where fhall we hide our felves ? for if we ftay 
here, we ftiaU be mawled damnably. 

[Exeunt both Oehind a Bufh^ peefnng. 

Enter 
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Enter Bacon, Fearlefs, and ^ or 4. Footmen, 

Bac, Let the Groom lead the Horfes o*er the Sevana ; 
well walk it on Foot, 'tis not a quarter of a Mile to the 
Town ; and here the Air is cool. 

Fear. The Breezes about this time of the Day begin to 
take wing, and fan refrefhment to the Trees and Flowers. 

Bac, And at thefe Hours how fragrant are the Groves ! 

Fear, The Countr/s well, were but the people fo. 

Bac, But come lets on — —{Th^pafs to the Entrance. 

Whitn, There Boys \fhe Soldiers come forth 

and fall on Bacon. 

Bac. Hah ! Ambufh 

\Prcnv5y Fearlefs and Footmen drawy the 
Soldiers after a while fightings take Bacon 
and Fearlefs, having laid ^or 4 dead. 

Whiff, So, fo, he's taken ; now we may venture out 

Whim, But are you fure he's taken ? 

Whiff, Sure ! can't you believe your Eyes, come forth ; 

I hate a Coward Oh Sir, have we caught your Migh- 

tinefs. 

Bac, Are you the Authors of this valiant A61 ? None 
but fuch villainous Cowards durfl have attempted it 

Whim, Stop his railing Tongue. 

Whiff, No, no, let him rail, let him rail now his 
Hands are t/d, ha, ha. Why good General Frightall, 
what was no body able d'ye think to tame the roaring 
Lyon. 

Bac, Youll be hanged for this. 

Whim, Come, come, away with him to the next Tree. 

Bac, What mean you, Villains ? 

Whiff, Only to hang your Honour a little, that's alL 
We'll teach you. Sir, to ferve your Country againft Law. 
As they ^0 off enter Daring with Soldiers, 

Dar, Hah — ^my General betray* d ! — this I fufpedled. 
His Men come in, they fall on, releafe Bacon and Fearlefs, 

and get Swords, Whim'j Party put Whim and Whiff 

before *em flriking 'em as they endeavour to run on 

this fide or that, and forcing 'em to bear up, they are 

taken of ter fonu fighting. 

Fear, Did not the General tell you Rogues, you'd be 
aU hang'd ? Whiff, 
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Whiff, Oh, Nancy f Nancy, how prophetick are thy 
Dreams ! 

Bac. Come lets on 

Dar. S'death what mean you, Sir ? 

Bac, As I defigned to prefent my felf to the 

Council 

Dar. By Heavens we'll follow then to fave you from 
their Treachery, 'twas this that has befallen you that I 
feared, which made me at a diflance follow you. 

Bac. Follow me Aill, but dill at fuch a diflance as your 
Aids may be affifting on all occafions. — Fearle/s go back 
and bring your Regiment down ; and Daring, let your 
Sergeant with his Party guard thefe Villains to the Council 

\^Ex. Bac. Dar. and Fearlefs. 

Whiff. A Pox on your Worfhip's Plot 

Whim. A Pox of your forwardnefs to come out of the 
Hedge. [Ex. Officers, with Whim, atid Whiff. 

SCENE IV. The Counctl-Table. 

Enter Col. Wellman, Col, Downright, Dullman, Timorous, 
and about /even or eight more /eat them/elves. 

Well. You heard Mr. Dunces opinion. Gentlemen, con- 
cerning Bacon^s coming upon our Invitation. He believes 
he will come, but I rather think, tho he be himfelf un- 
daunted, yet the perfuafions of his two Lieutenant- 
Generals,^<zrrV«^and Fearle/s, may prevent him — Colond, 
have you ordered our Men to be in Arms ? 

Enter a Soldier. 

Down. I have, and the/l attend further order on the 
Sevana, 

Sol. May it pleafe your Honours, Bacon is on his way, 
he comes unattended by any but his Footmen, and Col. 
Fearle/s. 

Down. Who is this Fellow ? 

Well. A Spy I fent to watch Bacof^s Motions. 

Sol, But there is a Company of Soldiers in Ambufh on 
this fide of the Sevana to leize him as he pafles by. 

Well. That's by no order of the Council 

Omnes. 
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Omnes. No, no, nc 
Wfll. Nay, 'twere 
Tim. Gad loors 
Troop. 



a good dcfign if true, 
tfou'd 1 had thought ( 



1 for my 



Down. I am for no unfair dealing in any extremity. 
Enter a MeJJen^er in kajle. 

Mtf. An't pleafe your Honours, the faddeQ News 

on Ajnbufh being laid for Bacon, they rufh'd out upon 
him on the Sirvana, and after fome lighting took him 
and FfarUfs 

Tim. Is this your fad News zoors wou'd I had a 

Brag, When on a fudden. Daring and his Party fell 

in upon us, tum'd the tide Itill'd our Men, and took 

Captain IVkim/ey, and Captain ffA/^ Prisoners ; the reft 
run away, but Bacon fought like fuiy. 

Tim. A bloody Fellow ! 

Down, vy/tim and IVhift they deferve Death for 
afling without order. 

Tim. I'm of the Colonel's Opinion, they deferve to 
hang for'L 

Dull. Why, Brother, I thought you had wifli'd that 
the Plot had been yours but now. 

Tim. Ay, but the Cafe is altei'd finee that, good Bro- 
ther, 

Will. Now he's exafperaied part all hopes of a Rccon- 
ciiiation. 

Dull. Vou muft make ufe of the Statefman's Refuge, 
wife DifTimulacion. 

Brae. For all this. Sir, he will not believe but that you 
mean honourably, and no Perfuafions could hinder him 
from coming, fo he has difmifs'd all his Soldiers, and is 
entring the Town on foot. 

IV^Il. What pity 'tis a brave Man (hould be guilty of an 
iU Aaion. 

Brag. But the noife of his danger has fo won the 
Hearts of the Mobile, that they increafe his Train as he 
goes, and follow him in the Town like a Victor. 

Well. Go wait his coming.! [Exit Brag. 

He grows too popular and mufl be humbled. 

Tim. 
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Tim. I was ever of your mind, Colonel. 

Well, Ay, right or wrong but what's your Counfel 

now? 

Tim, E'en as it ufed to be, I leave it to wifer Heads. 

Enter Brag. 

Brag, Bacon, Sir, is entring. 

Tim, Gad zoors, wou'd I were fafe in bed. 

Dull, Colonel, keep in your Heat, and treat calmly 
with him. 

Well, I rather wi(h you would all follow me, I'd meet 
him at the head of all his noify Rabble, and feize him 
from the Rout 

Down, What, Men of Authority difpute with Rake- 
hells ! 'tis below us, Sir. 

Tim, To flake our Lives and Fortunes againfl their no- 
thing. 

Enter Bacon, after him the Rabble with Staves and 
Clubs, bringing in Whim, and Whiff bound. 

Well, What means this Infolence ? — What, Mr. Bacon ^ 
do you come in Arms ? 

Bac, I'd need, Sir, come in Arms, when Men that 
(hould be honourable can have fo poor Defigns to take 
away my Life. 

Well. Thrufl out his following Rabble. 

\JlRab. We'll not flir till we have our General fafe 
back again. 

Bac. Let not your Loves be too officious but re- 
tire 

ijl Rab, At your Conmiand we vanifh. 

\The Rabble retire. 

Bac. I hope youll pardon me, if in my own defence 
I feized on thefe two Murderers. 

Down. You did well. Sir, 'twas by no order they 

a6led (land forth and hear your Sentence ^in time 

of War we need no formal Tryals to hang Knaves that 
aft without order. 

Whiff. Oh Mercy, Mercy, Colonel 'twas Parfon 

Dunces Plot 

Down. liTue out a Warrant to feize Dunce immediate- 
ly — you (hall be canVd to the Fort to pray. 

Whim. 
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Whim, Oh good your Honour, I never pra/d in all my 
Life. 

Down, From thence drawn upon a Sledge to the place 
of Execution — where you (hall hang till you are dead — 
and then be cut down and 

Whim, Oh hold ^hold ^we (hall never be able 

to endure half this. 

Well, I think the Offence needs not fo great Punidunent ; 
their Crime, Sir, is but equal to your own, adling with- 
out Conmii(Iion« 

Bac, 'Tis very well explained Sir, had I been mur- 

der'd by Commi(non then, the Deed had been approved, 
and now perhaps I am beholding to the Rabble for my 
Life. 

Well, A fine Pretence to hide a popular Fault, but for 
this once we pardon them and you. 

BcLc, Pardon ! for what ? by Heaven I fcom your Par- 
don, IVe not offended Honour nor Religion. 

Well, You have offended both in taking Arms. 

Bac, Should I (land by and fee my Country ruin'd, 
my King di(honour'd, and his Subje^s murder'd, hear 
Uie fad Crys of Widows and of Orphans ? you heard it 
loud, but gave no pitying ear to't, and till the War and 
MaiTacre was brought to my own door, my Flocks and 
Herds furprized, I bore it all with Patience. Is it unlaw- 
ful to defend my felf againft a Thief that breaks into my 
Doors? 

Well, And call you this defending of your felf? 

Bac, I call it doing of my felf that right, which upon 
jufl demand the Council did refiife me ; if my Ambition, 
as you're pleafed to call it, made me demand too much, 
I left my felf to you. 

Well, Perhaps we thought it did. 

Bac, Sir you affront my Birth 1 am a Gentleman, 

and yet my Thoughts were humble I would have 

fought imder the meaneft of your Parafites. 

Tim, There's a Bob for us. Brother. \To Dull. 

Bac, But (lill you put me off with Promifes and 

when compell'd to (lir in my Defence I call'd none to mv 

aid, 
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aid, and thofe that cune, 'twas their own Wrongs that 
urg'd them. 

Down. 'Tis fear'd Sir, under this Pretence, you aim at 
Govemment. 

Bac. I fcom to anfwer to fo bafe an Accufation ; the 
height of my Ambition is to be an honefl Subjefl. 

WtlL An honefl Rebel, Sir 

Bac. You know you wrong me, and 'tis baftly urg'd — 

but this is trifling here are m/ Commiflions. 

[ Throws do-wn Papers, Down, reads. 

Down. To be General of the Force agaioft the In- 
dians, and blank CommilTions for his Friends. 

Well. Tear them in pieces are we to be impofed 

upon ? Do ye come in hoRile manner to comjiel us ? 

Down. Be not too rough, Sir, let us argue with him. 

Well. I am refolv'd I will not. 

Tim. Then we are all dead Men, Godzoors > be will 
not give us time to fay our Prayers. 

Welt. We every day expeft freih force firom England, 
till then, we of our felves Ihall be sufficient to m^e de- 
fence again n a (lurdy Traitor. 

Bae. Traitor ! S'deatb Traitor 1 defy ye, but that 

my Honour's yet above my Anger, 111 make you anfwer 
me that Traitor dearly. [Ri/es. 

Well. Hah am I threatned Guards fecure the 

RcbeL {Guards/eite him. 

Bac. Js this your honourable Invitation ? Go 

triiunph in your (hort-liv'd Victory, the next turn (hall be 
mine. [Exeunt Guards with Bac. 

A Noijt of Fighting — Enter Bacon, Wellman'r Guards 
beat back by the Rabble, B^can/natches a Sword Jrom 
one. and keeps back the Rabble, Tim. gets under the 
Table. 

Dnivn. What means this Infolence ? 
Rab. Well have our General, and knock that Fellow's 
Brains out, and hang up Colonel Wellman. 
All. Ay, ay, hang up Wellman. 

\ The Rabble feiie Weil, and Dull, aud the reft. 
Dull 
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Dull. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, I was always for the 
General. 

Rob. Let's barbicu this fat Rogue. 

Bac. Be gone, and know your diflance to the Council. 
[ The Raible let 'tm go. 

Well. I'd rather periih by the meaneft Hand, than owe 
my fafety poorly thus lo Bacon. [/« Rai;e, 

Bac. If you perfift flill in that mind 111 leave you, 
and conquering make you happy againll your will. 

[Ex. Bacon and Rabble, hollowing it Bacon, a Bacon. 

Well. Oh villanous Cowards ! who will initlhis Honour 

with Sycophans fo bafe ? Let us lo Arms — by Heaven 

1 will not give my Body reft, till I've chailifed the bold- 

nefs of this Rebel. [EreuHt Well. Down, and the rejl, 

allbu/DaH. T\m. peeps from Hndtr Ike TabU. 

Tim. What is the roiftering Heftor gone, Brother? 

Dull. Ay, ay, and the Devil go with him, 

{Looking fadly, Tim. comes out. 

Tim. Was there ever fuch a ^\x\\ ai Bajhan ! Why, 
what if he fhould come down upon us and kill us all for 
Traitors. 

Dull. I rather think the Council will hang us all for 
Cowards — ah — oh — a Drum— a Drum^^ih. [ffe goes out. 

Tim. ThisistheMifery ofbeingGreat, 

We're facrific'd to every turn of State. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Country Court, a great Table, with Pa- 
pers, a Clerk writing. 

Enter a great many People of all forts, then Friendly, 

after him Dullman. 
Friend. TT O W now. Major ; what they fay Bacon 
jn fcar'd you all out of the Council yefterday : 
What fay the People ? 

Dull. 
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Dull. Say? they curie us a!l, and drink young Frigkt- 
ulP% Health, and fwear they'll fight thro Fire and Brim- 
IXone for him. 

Friend. And to morrow will hollow him to the Gal- 
lows, if it were his chance to come there. 

Dull. Tis very likely : Why 1 am forced to be guarded 
to the Court now, the Rabble fwore they would De-Wit 
me, but I Ihall hamper fonie of 'era. Wou'd the Go- 
vernouT were here lo bear the bnint on't, for they call 
us the evil Counfellors, 

Enter Yiva'isA, gois to Friendly. 
Here's the young Rogue that drew upon us too, we have 
Rods in Pifs for him i'faiih. 

Enter Timorous iiiiih Bailiffs, ■aihi/peri to Uullman, 
a/Ur -which to Ike Bailiffs. 

Tim. Godioors tbafs he, do your Office. 

Bail. We arred you. Sir, in the King's Name, at the 
fuil of the honourable Juftice Timorous. 

Haz. Justice Timorous .' who the Devil's he ? 

Tito. 1 am the Man, Sir, d'ye fee, for want of a bet- 
ter ; you (hall repent, Guds zoors, your putting of tricks 
upon Perfons of my Rank and Quality. 

\After he has /poke, he runs back as afraid of him. 

Hax. Your Rank and Quality ! 

Tim. Ay, Sir, my Rank and Quality ; firft 1 am one 
of the honourable Council, nc«, a Juftice of Peace in 
Quorum, Comet of a Troop of Horfe, d'ye fee, and 
Church-warden, 

Friend, From whence proceeds this, Mr. Juftice? you 
faid nothing of this at Madam Ranter's yefterday ; you 
faw him there, then you were good Friends. 

Tim. Ay, however I have carried my Body fwimming- 
ly before my Millrefs, d'ye fee, 1 had Rancour in my 
Heart, Gads zoors. 

Friend. Why, this Gentleman's a Stranger, and but 
lately come afiiorc. 

Ha3. At my lirft landing I was in company with this 
Fellow and two or three of his cruel Brethren, whei« I 
was affronted by them, fome Words pafs'd. and I drew — 
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Tim. Ay, ay. Sir, you (hall pay for"!, why 

what. Sir, cannot a civil Magiltrate affront a Man, but 
he diuH be dnwn upon prefently ? 

Friend. Well, Sir, the Gentleman Ihall anfwer your 
Suit, and I hope youTl take my Bail for him. 

Tim. 'Tis enough— 1 know you to be a civil Perfon. 

Timorous rwu/Dullman take tkiir Places en a long Btnch 
placid behind the Table, to them Whimfey and Whiff, 
they feat them/elves, Iktn Bouier and two or Ihret 
more ; ivhoftat them/elvei ; Then enter two, bearing a 
Bowl of Punch and a great Ladle or two in it \ tk* 
rejt of the Stage being filPd with People. 

Whiff. Brothers, it hath been often moVd at the Bench, 
that a new Punch-Bowl shou'd be provided, and one of 
» larger Circumference ; when the Bench fits late about 
weighty Affairs, oftentimes the Bowl is emptied before 

WhifH. A good Motion 1 Clerk, fet it down. 

Clerk. Mr. Juflice Booser, the Council has order'd you 
a Writ of Eafe, and difmifs your Worfhip from the 
Bench. 

Soex. Me from the Bench, for what ? 

Whim. The Complaint is. Brother Booser, for drink- 
ing too much Punch in the time of hearing Tiyals. 

Whiff. And that you can neither write nor read, nor 
lay the Lord's Prayer. 

Tim. That your Warrants are like a Brewer's Tally, a 
Notch on a Slick ; if a fpeciaJ Warrant, then a couple. 
Gods zoors, when his Excellency cotnes he will have na 
fuch J unices. 

Booi. Why, Brother, tho I can't read my felf, I ha*e 
had Dallon'^ Country-Juftice read over to me two or 
three times, and underfland the Law, This is your Ma- 
lice, Brother Whiff, becaufe my Wife does not come to 

your Warehoufc to buy her Commodities, but no 

matter, to Ihow I have no Malice in my Heart, I drink 
your Health.—! care not this, 1 can turn Lawyer, and 
plead at the Board. [Drinkt, ail pledge him, and hum. 
Dull. 
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Dull. Mr, Clerk, come to the Tryals on the Dockeit. 
\Clerk readi. 

Clerk. The firR is between his Worlhip Juilice WhiJ' 
and one Grubb. 

Dull. Ay, that 0>-ubffs a common Diflurber, Brother, 
your Caure is a good Caufe if well manag'd, here's lo't. 
[Drinks. 

Wkiff. I thank you, Brother DuUtnan read my 

Petition. [Drinks. 

Cler. The Petition of Captain T/iomru Whif, thewelh, 
That whereas Gilberi Gntbb calls his Worihip's Wife 
Ann WkiffWaart, and faith he will prove it ; your Pe- 
titioner defues the Worlhipful Bench to take it into Con- 

fideration, and your Petitioner fhall ever pray, 6-ir. 

Here's two WiiaelTes have made Affidavit viva voce, an't 
like your Worihips. 

Dull. Call Grubi. 

Cler, Gilbert Grubb, come into the Court. 

Grub. Here. 

Whim. Well, what can you fay for your felf, Mr. 

Grub. Why, an't like your Worlhip, my Wife invited 
fome Neighbours Wives to drink a Cagg of Syder ; now 
your Worftiip's Wife, Madam Whiff, being there fuddled, 
would have thrufl me out of doors, and bid me go to my 



Whim. Hah! My Wife called Whore, (he's a Jade, and 
111 airefl her Husband here—in an Aclion of Debts. 

Tim. Gad zoors, Ihe's no better than (he fhould be, 
111 warrant her. 

Whiff. Look ye, Brother Whimjey, be patient ; you 
know &e humour of my Nancy, when ihe's drunk ; but 
when Ihe's fober, Ihe's a civil Pedbn, and fhall ask your 

Whim. Let this be done, and I am fatistied, And fo 
here's to you, [Drinks. 

Dull. Go on to the Trial. 

Grub. 1 being very angry, faid indeed. I would prove 
her a greater Whore than Madam Whimfey. 

G 2 Cler. 
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Cler, An't like your Worfhips, he confefles the Words 
in open Court 

Grub, Why, an't like your Worfhips, fhe has had two 
Bailards, I'll prove it 

Whiff, Sirrah, Sirrah, that was when fhe was a Maid, 
not fince I manyd her; my marrying her made her 
honefl. 

Dull. Let there be an order of Court to fue him for 
Scandalum magnatum, 

Tim, Mr. Clerk, let my Caufe come next 

Cler, The Defendant's ready, Sir. [Hazard comes 

to the Board, 

Tim, Brothers of the Bench take notice, that this He(51or 
here coming into Mrs. Flirfs Ordinary, where I was with 
my Brother Dullman and Lieutenant Boozer ; we gave 
him good Counfel to fall to work : Now my Gentleman 
here was affronted at this forfooth, and makes no more 
to do but calls us Scoundrels, and drew his Sword on us ; 
and had not I defended my felf by running away, he had 
murdered me, and affaflinated my two Brothers. 

Whiff, What Witnefs have you. Brother ? 

Tim, Here's Mrs. Flirt and her Maid Nell, — befides, 
we may be Witnefs for one another, I hope, our Words 
may be taken. 

Cler, Mrs, Flirt and Nell aie (worn, {They Jland forth. 

Whim, By the Oaths that you have taken, fpeak no- 
thing but the truth. 

Flirt, An't pleafe your Worfhips, your Honours came 
to my Houfe, where you found this young Gentleman : 
and your Honours invited him to drink with your Ho- 
nours ; Where after fome opprobrious Words given him, 
Juflice Dullmatty and Juftice Boozer flruck him over the 
Head ; and after that indeed the Gentleman drew. 

Tim, Mark that. Brother, he drew. 

Haz, If I did, it yfas/e defendendo, 

Tim, Do you hear that. Brothers, he did it in defiance. 

Haz, Sir, you ought not to fit Judge and Accufer too. 

Whiff, The Gentleman's i'th' right, Brother, you can- 
not do't according to Law. 

Tim, Gads zoors, what new tricks, new querks ? 

Haz, 
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Haz. Gentlemen take notice, he fwears in Court. 

Tim, Gads zoors, what's that to you, Sir ? 

Haz, This is the fecond time of his fwearing. 

Whim, What, do you think we are deaf. Sir ? Come, 
come, proceed. 

Tim, I defire he may be bound to his Good Behaviour, 
fin'd, and deliver up his Sword, what fay you. Brother ? 

\yogs Dull, who nods. 

Whim, He's afleep, drink to him and waken him, 

you have mifs'd the Caufe by fleeping. Brother. [Drinks, 

Dull, Juflice may nod, but never fleeps. Brother 

you were at Deliver his Sword — a good Motion, let 

It be done. {Drinks, 

Haz, No, Gentlemen, I wear a Sword to right my 
felf. 

Tim, That's fine, i'faith, Gads zoors I've worn a 
Sword this dozen Years, and never cou'd write my felf. 

Whiff, Ay, 'twou'd be a fine World if Men fhould wear 
Swords to right themfelves ; he that's bound to the Peace 
(hall wear no Sword. 

Whim. I fay, he that's bound to the Peace ought to 
wear no Peruke, they may change 'em for black or white, 
and then who can know them. 

Haz. I hope, Gentlemen, I may be allowed to fpeak 
for my felf. 

Whiff, Ay, what can you fay for your felf, did you not 
draw your Sword, Sirrah ? 

Haz, I did. 

Tim, 'Tis fufficient, he confeffes the Fa(fl, and well 
hear no more. 

Haz, You will not hear the Provocation given. 

Dull, 'Tis enough. Sir, you drew 

Whim, Ay, ay, 'tis enough, he drew let him be 

fin'd 

Friend, The Gentleman Ihould be heard, he's Kinfaian 
too to Colonel John Surelove, 

Tim, Hum Colonel Surelov^s Kinlman. 

Whiff, Is he fo t nay then all the reafon in the World 
he (hould be heard. Brothers. 

G 3 Whim. 
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Whim, Come, come, Comet, you (hall be Friends 
with the Gentleman ; this was fome drunken bout, 111 
warrant you. 

Tim. Ha, ha, ha, fo it was, Gads zoors. 

Whiff, Come, drink to the Gentleman, and put it up. 

Tim, Sir, my fervice to you, I am heartily forry for 
what's pafs'd, but it was in my drink. [Drinks, 

Whim, You hear his Acknowledgment, Sir, and when 
he's fober he never quarrels. Come, Sir, fit down, my 
Service to you. 

Hax, I beg your excufe. Gentlemen — I have earned 
bufinefs. 

Dull, Let us adjourn the Courts and prepare to meet 
the Regiments on the Sevana, [All goes but Friend. 

and Hazard. 

Haz, Is this the beil Court of Judicature yo\ir Country 
affords? 

Friend, To give it its due it is not But how does thy 
Amour thrive ? 

H<is, As well as I can wifli in fo fhort a time. 

Friend, I fee (he regards thee with kind Eyes, Sighs 
and Blulhes. 

H<is, Yes, and tells me I am fo like a Brother (he 

had to excufe her kind concern, ^then blufhes fo 

prettily, that Gad I cou'd not forbear making a difcovery 
of my Heart. 

Friend, Have a care of that, come upon her by (low 

degrees, for I know (he is virtuous ; ^but come, let's 

to the Sevana^ where 111 prefent you to the two Colonels, 
Wellman and Dowrighty the Men that manage aJl till 
the arrival of the Govemour. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. The Sevana or Heath, 

Enter Wellman, Downright, Boozer, and Officers, 
Well, Have you difpatch'd the Scouts, to watch the Mo- 
tions of the Enemies ? I know that Bacon is violent and 
haughty, and will refent our vain Attempts upon him ; 
therefore we mu(l be fpeedy in prevention. 

Down. 
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Dawn, What Forces have you raifed fince our lad 
order? 

Booz, Here's a Lift df 'em, they came but flowly in, 
till we promifed every one a Bottle of Brandy. 

Enter Officer and Dunce. 

Offi, We have brought Mr. Dunce here, as your Honour 
conunanded us ; after ftridl fearch we found him this 
Morning in bed with Madam Flirt, 

Dawn, No matter, he'll exclaim no lefs againft the 
Vices of the Flelh the next Sunday. 

Dunce, I hope, Sir, you will not credit the Malice of 
my Enemies. 

Well, No more, you are free, and what you counfell'd 
about the Ambufh, was both prudent and feafonable, and 
perhaps I now wifh it had taken effe<5l. 

Enter Friend and Hazard. 

Friend. I have brought an Englijh Gentleman to kifs 
your Hands, Sir, and offer you his Service, he is young 
and brave, and Kinfman to Colonel Surelave, 

Well, Sir you are welcome ; and to let you fee you are 
fo, we will give you your Kinfman's Command, Captain 
of a Troop of Horfe-Guards, and which Pm fure will 
be continued to you when the Governour arrives. 

Haz, I (hall endeavour to deferve the Honour, Sir. 

Enter Dull Tim. Whim, and Whiff, all in Buff, Scarf 

and Feather, 

Dawn, So, Gentlemen, I fee you're in a readinefs. 

Tim. Readinefs I What means he, I hope we are not 
to be drawn out to go againft the Enemy, Major. 

Dull, If we are, they ftiall look a new Major for me. 

Well, We were debating. Gentlemen, what courfe were 
beft to purfue againft this powerful Rebel. 

Friend, Why, Sir, we have Forces enough, let's charge 
him inflantly. Delays are dangerous. 

Tim, Why, what a damn'd fiery Fellow is this ? 

Dawn, But if we drive him to extremities, we fear 
his fiding with the Indiafts. 

Dull, Colonel Downright has hit it ; why (hould we 
endanger our Men againft a defperate Termagant ? If he 
love Wounds and Scars fo well, let him exercife on our 

G 4 Ene- 
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Enemies but if he will needs fall upon us, 'tis then 

time enough for us to venture our Lives and Fortunes. 

Tim, How, we go to Bacon \ under favour, I think 
'tis his duty to come to us, an you go to that, Gads 
zoors. 

Friend, If he do, 'twill cod you dear, I doubt. Comet. 
1 find by our Lift, Sir, we are four thoufand Men. 

Tim. Gad zoors, not enough for a Breakfaft for that 
infatiate Bacon, and his two Lieutenant Generals Fearle/s 
and Daring. [WhifT^/j" on the Ground with a 

Bottle of Brandy. 

Whim. A Morfel, a Morfel. 

IVeti. I am for an attack, what fay you. Gentlemen, to 
an attack ? — What, filent all ? What fay you. Major ? 

Dull. I fay. Sir, I hope my Courage was never in dif- 
pute. But Sir, I am going to marry Colonel Downrighfs 
Daughter here — and mould I be flain in this Battle 'twould 
break her Heart; — befides. Sir, I (hould lofe her For- 
tune. [Speaks big. 

Well. I'm fure here's a Captain will never flinch. 

[To Whim. 

Whim. Who I, an't like your Honour? 

Well. Ay, you. 

Whim. Who I ? ha, ha, ha : Why, did your Honour 
think that I would fight ? 

Well. Fight ! yes ; why elfe do you take Conrniifllons ? 

Whim. Commiflions ! Oh Lord, O Lord, take Com- 
mifllons to fight ! ha, ha, ha ; that's a jeft, if all that 
take Commiflions fliould fight 

Well. Why do you bear Arms then ? 

Whim. Why, for the Pay ; to be called Captain, no- 
ble Captain, to fliow, to cock and look big, and blufl* as 
I do : to be bow'd to thus as we pafs, to domineer and 
beat our Soldiers : Fight quoth a, ha, ha, ha. 

Friend. But what makes you look fo fimply, Comet ? 

Tim. Why a thing that I have quite forgot, all my Ac- 
counts for England are to be made up, and I'm undone 

if they be negre(51ed elfe I wou'd not flinch for the 

ftouteft he that wears a Sword — [Looking big. 

Down. 
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Down^ Wliat fay you, Captain Whiff? 

[Whiff almeji drunk. 

Whiff. I am trying, Colonel, what Mettle I'm made 
an ; I think 1 am valiant, 1 fuppofe I have Courage, but 

1 confefs 'tis little of the D breed, but a little Infpi- 

ration from the Bottle, and the leave of my Nancy, may 
do wonders. 

Enter a Seaman in hajie. 

Sta. An't pleafe your Honours, PrightaU's Officers 
have feii'd all the Ships in the River, and rid now round 
the Shore, and had by this time fecur'd the fandy Beach, 
and landed Men to fire the Town, but that they are high 
in drink aboard the Ship call'd the Good-Subjefl ; the 
Mafter of her fent me to let your Honours know, that a 
few Men fent to his alMance will furpriie them and re- 
take the Ships. 

Well. Now, Gentlemen, here is a brave occaiion for 
Emulation why writ not the Mafter ? 

Duil. Ay, had ne writ, I had foon been amongft them 
i'faith ; but this is fome Plot to betray us. 

Sea. Keep me here, and kill me if it be not true. 

Down. He fays well— there's a Brigantine and a Shal- 
lop ready. 111 embark immediately. 

Friend. No, Sir, your Prefence is here more neceffary, 
let me have the Honour of this Expedition. 

Hai. ni go your Volunteer, Charles. 

Well. Who elfe offers to go ? 

Whim. A mere Trick to kidnap us, by Bacon,— -\i the 
Captain had writ, 

Tim. Ay, ay, if he had writ 

Well. 1 fee you're all bafe Cowards, and here cafhier 
ye from all Commands and Oflicos. 

Whim. Look ye. Colonel, you may do what you 
pleafe, but you lofe one of the bed drefs'd Officers in 
your whole Camp, Sir. 

Tim. And in me, fuch a Head-piece. 

Whiff ni fay nothing, but let the State want me. 

Dull. For my part 1 am weary of weighty Affairs. 

[/« this while Well. Down. Friend and Har. talk. 
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Well. Command what Men you pleafe, but Expedition 
makes you half a Conqueror. \Ex, Friend, and Haz. 

Enter another Seaman with a Letter ^ gives it to Down- 
right, he and Welhnan read it. 

Dow. Look ye now. Gentlemen, the Mailer has writ 

Dull. Has he —he might have writ fooner, while I was 
in Conunand, — if he had — 

Whim. Ay, Major — if he had — but let them mifs us. 

Well. Colonel, hafle with your Men, and reinforce the 
Beach, while I follow with the Horfe ; — Mr. Dunce, pray 
let that Proclamation be read concerning Bacon, to the 
Soldiers. \Ex. Dow. and Well. 

Dun. It (hall be done, Sir. Gentlemen, how fmiply 
you look now. 

The Scene opens and difcovers a Body of Soldiers, 

Tim. Why, Mr. Parfon, I have a fcruple of Con- 
fcience upon me, I am considering whether it be lawful 
to kill, tho it be in War ; I have a great averfion to't, 
and hope it proceeds from Religion. 

Wh^. I remember the Fit took you juft fo when the 
Dutch befieged us, for you cou'd not then be perfuaded 
to (Irike a (Iroke. 

Tim. Ay, that was becaufe they were Proteftants as 
we are ; but Gads zoors, had they been Dutch Papiils I 
had maul'd them : but Confcience 

Whim. I have been a Juftice of Peace this fix Years, 
and never had a Confcience in my Life. 

Tim. Nor I neither, but in this damn'd thing of fight- 
ing. 

Dun. Gentlemen, I am commanded to read the De- 
claration of the honourable Council to you. 

\To the Soldiers. 

All. Hum, hum, hum 

Boot. Silence — filence [Dunce reads. 

Dun, By an order of Council, dated May the loth 
1670. To all Gentlemen Soldiers, Merchants, Planters, 
and whom elfe it may concern. Whereas Bacon, con- 
trary to Law and Equity, has to fatisfy his own Ambi- 
tion, taken up Arms with a pretence to fight the Indians, 
but indeed to moled and enflave the whole Colony, and 

to 
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to take away their Liberties and Properties ; this is to de- 
clare, that whoever (hall bring this Traitor dead or alive 
to the Council, (hall have three hundred pounds Reward. 
And fo God fave the King. 

AIL A Council, a Council I Hah {Hollow, 

Enter a Soldier ha/lily. 

Sold, Stand to your Arms, Gentlemen, (land to your 
Arms, Bacon is marching this way. 

Dun, Hah — what Numbers has he ? 

Sold, About a hundred Horfe, in his march he has fur- 
priz'd Colonel Downright^ and taken him Prifoner, 

All, Lef s fall on Bacon diet's fall on Bacon, hay. 

{Hollow. 

Booz, We'll hear him fpeak firft and fee what he 

can fay for himfelf. 

All, Ay, ay, well hear Bacon fpeak. 

f Dunce pleads with them, 
bund a Stratagem fhall 
make us Four the greatefl Men in the Colony, well fur- 
render our felves to Bacon^ and fay we disbanded on 
purpofe. 

Dull, Good 

Whiff, Why, I had no other defign in the World in 
refufmg to fight. 

Whim, Nor I, d'ye think I wou'd have excused it with 
the fear of difordering my Cravat-String elfe. 

Dun, Why, Gentlemen, he defigns to fire Janus Town, 
murder you all, and then lie with your Wives ; and will 
you flip this opportunity of feizing him ? 

Booz, Here's a termagant Rogue, Neighbours — well 
hai^ the Dog. 

All, Ay, ay, hang Bacon, hang Bacon, 
Enter Bacon and FeailefSy/ome Soldiers leading" in Down- 
right bound ; Bacon ftands a while and /lares on the 

Regiments, who arefilent all, 

Bac, Well, Gentlemen, in order to your fine Declara- 
tion, you fee I come to render my fel£ 

Dun, How came he to know of our Declaration ? 

Whiff, 
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Whiff, Rogues, Rogues among our felves, that in- 
form. 

Bac, What, are ye filent all, not a Man lift his 

Hand in Obedience to the Council, to murder this Tray- 
tor that has expofed his Life fo often for you ? Hah, 

what not for three hundred Pounds ? You fee IVe 

left my Troops behind, and come all wearied with the 
Toils of War, worn out by Summers heats, and Winters 
cold, march'd tedious Days and Nights thro Bogs and 
Fens as dangerous as your Clamours, and as faithlefs, — 
what tho 'twas to preferve you all in Safety, no matter, 
you (hou'd obey the grateful Coimcil, and kill this honefl 
Man that has defended you. 

AIL Hum, hum, hum. 

Whiff, The General fpeaks like a Gorgon. 

Tim, Like a Cherubin, Man. 

Bac, All filent yet — Where's that mighty Courage, that 
cried fo loud but now, A Council, a Council ? where is 
your Refolution ? cannot three himdred Pounds excite 
your Valour to feize that Traitor Bacon who has bled for 
you? 

All, A Bacofty a Bacotty a Bacon, [Hollow, 

Dow, Oh villainous Cowards ! — Oh the faithlefs Mul- 
titude ! 

Bac, What fay you, Parfon? — you have a forward 
Zeal. 

Dun, I wi(h my Coat, Sir, did not hinder me from 
ailing as becomes my Zeal and Duty. 

Whim, A plaguy rugged Dog, — that Parfon 

Bac. FearlefSy feize me that canting Knave from out 
the Herd, and next thofe honourable Officers. 

{Points to Dull. Whim. Whiff, and Tim. 
Fearlefs feizes them, and gives them to 
the Soldiers, and takes the Proclama- 
tion from Dunce, and Jhews Bacon ; 
they read it. 

Dull, Seize us, Sir, you (hall not need, we laid down 
our Commiffions on purpofe to come over to your Ho- 
nour. 

Whiff, We ever lov'd and honour'd your Honour. 

Tim. 
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Tim, So intirely, Sir — that I wi(h I were fafe in yames 
Town for your fake, and your Honour were hanged. 

\Afide. 

Bac. This fine Piece is of your penning, Parfon, — ^tho 
it be countenanced by the Council's Names. — Oh Ingra- 
titude ! Bum, bum the treacherous Town, fire it imme- 
diately. 

Whim, WeHl obey you. Sir. 

Whiff, Ay, ay, we'll make a Bonfire on't, and drink 
your Honour's health round about it. [They offer to zo. 

Bac. Yet hold, my Revenge (hall be more merciful, I 
ordered that all the Women of Rank (hall be feiz'd and 
brought to my Camp. Til make their Husbands pay their 
Ranfoms dearly ; they'd rather have their Hearts bleed 
than their Purfes. 

Fear. Dear General, let me have the feizing of Colo- 
nel Downnghfs Daughter ; I would fain be plundering 
for a Trifle call'd a Maiden-head, 

Bac, On pain of Death treat them with all refpedl ; 
a(rure them of the Safety of their Honour. Now, all that 
will follow me, (hall find a welcome, and thofe that will 
not, may depart in Peace. 

All, Ha, a General, a General, a General. 
[Some Soldiers go off: Some go to the fide of Bacon. 

Enter Daring and Soldiers^ with Chrifante, Surelove, 
Mrs, Whim, and Mrs, Whiff, and feveral other 
Women, 

Bac. Succefsful Darings welcome, what Prizes have ye ? 

Dar. The faireft in the World, Sir ; I'm not for com- 
mon Plunder. 

Dow, Hah, my Daughter and my Kinfwoman 1 

Bac, 'Tis not with Women, Sir, nor honefl Men like 
you, that I intend to combat ; not their own Parents 
(hall be more indulgent, nor better Safe-guard to their 
Honours, Sir : But 'tis to fave the expence of Blood I 
feize on their moft valued Prizes. 

Dow, But, Sir, I know your wild Lieutenant General 
has long lov'd my Chrifante^ and perhaps, will take this 
time to force her to confent. 

Dar, 
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Dar, I own I have a Paflion for CkrifanUy yet by my 
General's Life, or her fair felf, what now I adl is on the 
fcore of War, I fcom to force the Maid I do adore. 

Bac, Believe, me. Ladies, you (hall have honourable 
Treatment here. 

CktHf, We do not doubt it. Sir, either from you or 
Daring ; if, he love me, that will fecure my Honour ; or 
if he do not, he's too brave to injure me. 

Dar, I think you for your juft opinion of me, Ma- 
dam. 

Chrif, But, Sir, 'tis for my Father I mufl plead ; to 
fee his reverend Hands in fervile Chains ; and then per- 
haps, if flubbom to your Will, his Head mull fall a Vic- 
tim to your Anger. 

Dow, No, my good pious Girl, I cannot fear ignoble 
ufage from the General : and if thy Beauty can preferve 
thy Fame, I (hall not mourn in my Captivity. 

Bac, rU ne'er deceive your kind Opinion of me 

Ladies, I hope you're all of that Opinion too. 

Sure, If leizing us can advance your Honour, or be 
of any ufe confiderable to you, I (hall be proud of fuch a 
Slavery. 

Mrs. Whim, I hope. Sir, we (han't be ravilh'd in your 
Camp. 

Dar, Fie, Mrs. Whimfey^ do Soldiers ufe to ravi(h ? 

Mrs. Whiff, Ravi(h ! marry, I fear 'em not, I'd have 
'em know, I fcom to be ravifh'd by any Man. 

Fear, Ay, o' my Confcience, Mrs. Whiff", you are too 
good-natur'd. 

Dar, Madam, I hope youll give me leave to name 
Love to you, and try by sdl fubmiflive ways to win your 
Heart. 

Chrif, Do your word. Sir ; I give you leave, if you 
alTail me only with your Tongue. 

Dar, That's generous and brave, and 111 requite it. 

Enter Soldier in hajle, 

Sol, The Truce being ended, Sir, the Indians grow fo 
infolent as to attack us even in our Camp, and have 
killed feveral of our Men. 

Bac, 
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o check their Boldnefs ; Daring, haAe, 
draw up oui Men in order to give 'em Battel, 1 ratner had 
Expetled their fubmiflion. 



The Couiilty notv may fee what they're to fear. 
Since we that art im Arms are not/catre. 

• [Exeunt, leading the Ladies, 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Temple, witk an Indian God placed upon it, 
Priejls and PrUJleJfes attetuling: £nlir In- 
dian King on ottejide attended by Indian Mm ; 
the Queen on the other with Wofnen. All bow 
to Ike Idol, and divide on each fide of tlte 
Stage. Then the Mnfick playing louder, the 
Priefland Priefteffes dance about the Idol with 
ridiculous Pojlures, and crying {as for In- 
cantations) thrice repeated, Agah Ycrkin, 
Agah Boah, Sulcn Tawarapah, Sulen Ta- 
waraph. 

After this /oft Mufick plays again : then thty fmg fomt- 
thiHgfint: after wluck the Priejh lead the Kix^ to the 
Altar, and the Priefteffes the Q^ieen; they 'take off 
little Crowns from their Heads, aitd offer them at m* 
Altar. 

A"J'««/. TNvoke the God of our Quioflo to declare what 

1 the Event Ihall be of this our lail War againft 

the Englijh General. \Snfl Mufuk cea/es. 

The Mufick changes to tonjufed Tunes, to which the Priejls 
and Priefteffes dance, anticklyfingiHg between, tke/amt 
JncaHtatioa as before; and then dance again, and fo 
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invoke again alternatdy : Which Dance ended, a Vt 

behind the Altar cries, -while /oft Mujieh plays. 
The Englijk General fhall be 
A Captive to his Enemy ; 
And you from all your Toils be freed. 
When by your Hand the Foe fhall bleed : 
Aud e'er the Sun's fwift Courfe be Rin, 
This mighty ConqucH fliall be won. 

King. I thank [he Gods for taking care of us ; prepare 
new Sacrifice againil the Evening when I return a Con- 
queror, I will my felf perfonn the Office of a Priell. 

Queen. Oh, Sir, I fear youTl fall a Viaim firO. 

King. What means Setiiernia? why are thy Looks fo 
pale? 

Queen. Alas, the Oracles have double meanings, their 
Senfe is doubtful, and their Words Enigmas : I fear. Sir, 
1 cou'd make a truer Interpretation. 

King. How, Semernia! by all thy Love 1 charge thee, 
as you refpe^ my Life, to let me know your Thoughts. 

Queen. Laft Night I dream'd a Lyon fell with hunger, 
fpile of your Guards, llew you, and bore you hence. 

King. This is thy Sex's fear, and no Interpretation of 
the Oracle. 

Queen. 1 cou'd convince you farther. 

King. Haft thou a Secret thou canft keep from me ? 
thy Soul a Thought that I muft be a Stranger to ? This 
is not like the Jullice of Senternia : Come unriddle me 
the Oracle. 

Queen, The Englijh General Ihall be a Captive to his 
Enemy ; he is fo, Sir, already, to my Beauty, he fays he 
languilhcs for Love of me. 

King. Hah ! the General my Rival but go on 

Queen. And you from all your War be freed ; Oh, lei 
mc not explain that fatal Line, for fear it mean, you 
Ihall be freed by Death. 

King. What, when by my Hand the Foe (hall bleed? 
away it cannot be 

Queen. No doubt, my Lord, you'll bravely fell your 
Life, and deal fome Wounds where you'll receive fo 

King. 
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King, Tia Love, Semtrnia, makes thee dream while 
waking: 

m Inift the Gods, and am refolv'd for Battel. 
Enter an Indian, 

tnd. Hafte, hade, great Sir, to Arms ; Bacon with all 
his Forces is prepared, and both the Armies ready to 
engage, 

Ktng. Hafte to my General, bid him charge 'em in- 
(lantly ; I'M bring up the Supplies of ftout Terooiniaiu, 
thofe fo well skill'd in the envcnom'd Arrow, Ex. I ndian. 
— Semerma — Words but poorly do exprefs the Griefs of 
parting Lovers^'tis with dying Eyes, and a Heart tremb- 
ling thus \Puts her Hand on /lis Heart. 

they take a heavy leave ; — one parting Kifs, and one 
Love prefTing figh, and then farewel ; — but not a long 
farewel ; I fhall return vit'^orious to thy Anns — commend 
me to the Gods, and ftill remember me. [Erit, 

Queen. Alas I What pity 'tis 1 faw the General, before 
my Fate had given me to the King^But now — like thofe 
that change tneir Gods, my faithlefs Mind betwixt my two 
Opinions wavers : while to the Gods my Monarch I com- 
mend ; my wandring Thoughts in pity of the General 
nukes that Zeal cold, declin'd— ineffectual.— If for the 
General I implore the Deities, methinks my Prayers ftiould 
notafcendthe Skies, fmce Honour tells mc 'tis an im- 
pious Zeal. 
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SCENE II. Shows a Field of Tents^ feen 
at fotne dijlance thro the Trees of a Wood^ 
Drums y Trumpets and the noife of Battel^ with 
hollowing. The Indians are feen with Battel- 
Axes to retreat fighting from the Englifh, and 
all go off \ when they re-enter immediately^ beat- 
ing back the Englifh, tlu Indian King at the 
head of his Men, with Bows and Arrows; 
Daring at the head of the Englifh : They 
fight off\ the Noife continues lefs loud as more 
at diflance. 

Enter Bacon wUh his Sword drawn, meets Fearlefs with 

his Sword drawn. 

Fear, Haile, hafle. Sir, to the Entrance of the Wood, 
Darings engaged pail hope of a Retreat, venturing too 
far, purfuing of the Foe ; the King in Ambufh, with his 
poifon'd Archers, fell on, and now we are dangeroufly 
diflrefl. 

Bac, Daring is brave, but he's withal too rafli, come 

on and follow me to his Aiiiflance [Goes out. 

A hollowing within^ the Fight renews ; enter the In-p 

dians beaten back by Bacon, Daring and Fearlefe ; 

they fight off\ the noife of Fighting continues a whiUy 

thtsftill behind the Wood, 

Enter IndidLXis fiy ing over the Stage, furfi^d by the King, 

King, Turn, turn ye fugitive Slaves, and face the Ene- 
my ; Oh Villains, Cowards, deaf to all Command : by 
Heaven I had my Rival in my view, and aim'd at nothing 
but my conquering him — now like a Coward I muft fly 
with Cowards, or like a defperate Madman fall, thus 
(ingly, midfl the numbers. [Follows the Indians. 

Enter Bacon inr aged with his Sword drawn, Fearlefs and 

Daiing following him. 

*Bac, — Where is the King, oh ye perfidious Slaves ? 
how, have you hid him from my juft Revenge ? — fearch 

all 
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all the Brakes, and Furzes and the Trees, and let him not 
ercape on pain of Death. 

Dar, We cannot do wonders. Sir. 

Bac. But you can run away. 

Dar. Ves, when we fee occafion yet (hou'd 

any but my General tell me fo by Heaven he 

(hould find i were no llarter. 

Bac. Forgive me, I'm mad— the King's efcaped, hid 
like a trembling Slave in fome clofe Ditch, where he will 
fooner Aarve than fight it out. 
Rt-enUr Indians running over tkt Stage, purfiied by the 

King, whojhoots tlUtn as Iheyjfy \ fome follow him. 

King. All's loft— the Day is loft— and I'm betray'd ;— 
Oh Slaves, that even Wounds can't animate. [In Rage. 

Bac. The King ! 

King. The General here ! by all the Powers betray'd 
by my own Men ! 

Bac. Abandon'd as thou art, I fcom to take thee bafe- 
ly ; you (hall have Soldiers chance, Sir, for your Life, 
fmcc Chance fo luckily has brought us hither ; without 
more Aids we wiil difpute the Day : This Spot of Earth 
bears both our Armies Fates ; I'll give you back the V\0.o- 
ty I have won, and thus begin a-new on equal Terms, 

King. That's nobly faid ! — the Powers have heard my 
Wllh. You, Sir, firfl taught me how to ufe a Sword, 
which heretofore has ferved me with Succefs ; But now— 
'tis for Semirma that it draws, a Prire more valued than 
my Kingdom, Sir 

Bac. Hah, Sememia ! 

King. Your Blulhes do betray your Paflion for her. 

Dar. 'Sdeath, have we fought for this, to expofe the 
' Viiflory to the conquer'd Foe ? 

Fear. What fight a fingle Man our Prize already. 

King. Not fo, young Man, while I command a Dart. 

Bac. Fight him ! by Heaven no reafon (hall diffuade 
me, and he that intemipts me is a Cowai'd ; whatever be 
my Fate, I do command ye to let the King pafs freely to 

Dar. The Devil's in the General. 
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Fear. S'death his Romantic Humour will undo us. 

\They fight andpau/e. 

King, You fight as if you meant to outdo me this way, 
as you have done in Generofity. 

Bac, You're not behind-hand with me, Sir, in courtefy : 
Come, here's to fet us even — [Fight again. 

King, You bleed apace. 

Bac, You've only breath'd a Vein, and given me new 

Health and Vigour by it. [They fight again, IVaunds 

on ooth fides, the Kingftaggers ; Bacon takes 

him in his Arms ; t& King drops his Sword, 

How do you. Sir ? 

King, Like one ^that's hovering between Heaven 

and Earth ; I'm amounting Tomewhere up- 
wards ^but giddy with my flight, — I know not where. 

Bac, Command my Surgeons, inflantly make 

hade ; Honour returns, and Love all bleeding's fled. 

[Ex, Fearlefs 

King, Oh Sememia, how much more Truth had thy 
Divinity than the Predidlions of the flattering Oracles ! 
Commend me to her — I know youll — vifit — your fair 
Captive, Sir, and tell her oh ^but Death pre- 
vents the reft. [Dies. 

Enter Fearlefs. 

Bac. He's gone ^and now, like Casar, I could 

weep over the Hero I my felf deftroyed. 

Fear, I'm glad for your repofe I fee him there — ^'twas a 
mad hot-brain'd Youth, and fo he died. 

Bac, Come bear him on your Shoulders to my Tent, 
from whence with all the folemn State we can, we iirill 
convey him to his own Pavilion. 

Enter a Soldier, 

Sol, Some of our Troops purfuing of the Enemy even 




ftop 
to the holy Pile. 

Bac, Hang 'em immediately that durft attempt it, while 
I my felf will fly to refcue her. 

[Goes out, they bear off the King's Body ; Ex, all. 

Enter 
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Enter Whimfey, pulling in Whiff, ■with a Halter about 
his Neck. 

Whim. Nay I'm refolved to keep ihee here till his 
Honour the General comes. — What, to call him Traitor, 
and run away after he had fo generoafly given ua our free- 
dom, and lifted us Cadees for the next Command that 
fell in his Army— I'm refolved lo hang thee 

Whiff. Wilt thou betray and peach thy Friend? thy 
Friend that kept thee Company ail the while thou wert a 
Prifoner drinking at my own chaise 

Whim. No matter for that, I fcorn Ingratitude, and 

therefore will hang thee but as for thy diinking with 

me— I fcorn to be behind-hand with thee in Civility, and 
therefore here's to thee. 

ITaiesa Bottle of Brandy out of his Pocket, Drinks. 

Whiff. I can't drink. 

Whim. A certain fign thou wo't be hang'd. 

Whiff. You us'd to be o' my fide when a Juftice, let the 
Caufe be how it wou'd. \Weeps._ 

Whim. Ay— when I was a Juftice I never minded 
Honefty, but now I'll be true to my General, and hang 
thee to be a great Man.- — 

Whiff. If 1 might but have a fair Trial for my Life — 

Whim. A fair Trial!- come I'll be thy Judge — —and 
if thou canft clear thy felf by Law, I'll acquit thee ; Sir- 
rah, Sirrah, what canfl thou fay for thy felf for calling his 
Honour Rebel ? \Sits on a Drum-head. 

Whiff. 'Twas when I was drunk, an't like your Honour. 

Whim. That's no Plea ; for if you kill a Man when 

S)u are fober, you mud be hanged when you are drunk. 
aft thou any thing elfe to fay for thy felf, why Sentence 
nay not pafs upon thee .' 
Whiff. I defire the Benefit of the Clergy. 
Whim. The Clergy ! I never knew any body that ever 
did benefit by 'em ; why thou canft not read a word. 

Whiff. Tianfportation then 

Whim. It Ihall be to England yi\en but hold 

who's this ? [Dullman creeping from a Bujk. 

Dnll. So the Danger's over, 1 may venture out 

Pox on't I wou'd not be in this fear again, to be Lord 
Chief 
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Chief Jufticc of our Court. Why how now. Comet ? 

whai, in dreadful Equipage ? Your Battle-Ax bloody, 

with Bow and Arrows. 

Enter Timorous wt/h BattU-Ax, Bow and Arrovis, and 
Feathers on his Head. 

Tim. I'm in the poflure of the times, Major— I cou'd 
not be idle where fo much Aftion was ; I'm going to 
prcfent my felf to the General, wilh thcfe Trophies of 
my Viflory here 

Dull. Victory what Viflor>-— did rot I fee ihee 

creeping out of yonder Bufh, where thou wcrt hid all the 
Fight flumble on a dead ludiati, and take away his 

Tim. Why, didft tliou fee me ? 

Dull. See thee, ay and what a friglu thou wert in, 

till thou wert fure he was dead. 

Tim. Well, well, that's all one Gad toors if every 

Man that pafles for valiant in a Battel,weretogive an ac- 
count how he gained his Reputation, the World wou'd 
be but thinly ftock'd with Heroes ; I'll fay he was a great 
War-Captain, and that I kill'd him hand to hand, and 
who can difprove me ? 

Dull. Difprove thee why that pale Face of thine, 

that has fo much of ihe Coward in't. 

Tim. Shaw, that's with lofs of Blood Hah I am 

overheard I doubt — who's yonder [Sees Whim, and 

Whiff.] how, Brother WkiJ"-m a Hempen Creval-ftring. 

Whim. He call'd the General Traitor, and was niiuiing 
away, and I'm refoVd to peach. 

Dull. Hum— and one Witnefs will fland good in Law, 
in cafe of Treafon 

Tim. Gad zoors, in cafe of Treafon, hell be hang'd 

if it be proved againO him, were there ne'er a Witnefs 

at all ; but he mull be tried by a Council of War, Man — 

Come, come, let's difarm him^ [They take away Jus 

Arms, and pull a Bottle of Brandy out o/hisPoektt. 

Whiff. What, I hope you will not take away my 
Brandy, Gentlemen, my laft comfort 

Tim. Gads zoors, it's come in good time well 

drink it off, here Major — {Drinks, Whiff takes him ajidt. 
Whiff. 
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Whiff, Hark ye Comet — you are my good Friend, get 
this matter made up before it comes to the General. 
Tim. But this is Treafon, Neighbour. 
Whiff, If I hang — Pll declare on the Ladder how you 
kiird your War-Captain. 

Tim, Come Brother Whimfey — ^we have been all Friends 
and loving Magiflrates together, let's drink about, and 
think no more of this Bufmefs. 

Dull. Ay, ay, if every fober Man in the Nation (hould 
be called to account of the Treafon he fpeaks in's Drink, 
the Lord have mercy upon us alL— Put it up— and let us, 
like loving Brothers, take an honed Refolution to run 
away together ; for this fame Frightall minds nothing but 
Fighting. 

Whim. Tm content, provided we go all to the Council, 
and tell them (to make our Peace) we went in obedience 
to the Proclamation, to kill Bacon, but the Traitor was fo 

flrongly guarded we could not effe<5l it : but mum 

who's here } 

Enter Ranter and Jenny, as Man and Footman, 

Rant. Hah our four reverend Juflices 1 hope the 

Blockheads will not know me — Gentlemen, can you di 
re6l me to Lieutenant General Daring's Tents 1 

Whiff. Hum, who the Devil's this? that's he you 

fee coming this way. 'Sdeath, yonder's Daring diet's 

flip away before he advances. [Exeunt all but Ran. and Jen, 

Jen, I am fcar'd with thofe dead Bodies vre have p^s'd 
over ; for God's fake, Madam, let me know your deflgn 
in coming. 

Rant, Why, now I tell thee — my damn'd mad Fellow 
Darings who has my Heart and Soul, loves ChrifanUy 
has flolen her, and carried her away to his Tents ; flie 
hates him, while I am dying for hini. 

Jen, Dying, Madam ! I never faw you melancholy. 

Rant, Pox on't no ; why fliould I figh and whine, and 
make my felf an Afs, and him conceited ? no, inflead of 
ihivelling I am refolved 

Jen, What, Madam ? 

Rant, Gad to beat the Rafcal, and bring off Chrifante, 

Jen. 
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fen. Beat him. Madam 1 what, a Woman beat a LJcu- 
tenant-General ? 

Rani. Hang 'em, they get a name in War from Com- 
mand, nol Courage ; but how know 1 but 1 may fight? 
Gad 1 have known a Fellow kick'd from one end of the 
Town to t'other, believing himfelf a Coward ; at lafl forced 
to light, found he could ; got a Reputation, and bullied 
all he met with ; and got a Name, and a great Commif- 

ytn. But if he Ihould kill you. Madam. 

Ran. I'll take care to make it as comical a Duel as the 
befr of 'em ; as much in love as I am, 1 do not intend 
to die its Martyr. 

Enter Daring and Fearlefs, 

Fiar. Have you feen Ckrifante fmce the Fight ? 

Dar. Yes, but (he is ftill the fame, as nice and coy as 
Fortune, when (he's courted by the wretched ; yet (he 
denies me fo obligingly, Ihe keeps my Love frill in its 
humble Calm. 

Riat, Can you dircil me, Sir, to one Daring's Tent ? 
[SulitHiy. 

Dar. One Daring I he has another Epithet to his 

Name. 

Ran. What's that, Rafcal, or Coward ? 

Dar. Hah, which of thy Stars, young Man, has fenl 
thee hither, to find that certain Fate they have decreed? 

Ran. I know not what my Stars have decreed, but 1 
(hall be glad if they have ordain'd me to fight with Da- 
ring ; — by thy concern thou (hou'dfr be he. 

Dar. I am, prithee who art thou ? 

Ran. Thy Rival, tho newly arrived from Englawi, 
and came to marry fair Chri/ante, whom thou haft ra- 
vi(h'd, for whom I hear another Lady dies. 

Dor. Dies for me ? 

Ran. Therefore refign her fairly — or fight me fairly — 

Dar. Come on Sir but hold — —before 1 kill thee, 

prithee inform me who this dying Lady is ? 

Ran. Sir I owe ye no Courtefy, and therefore will do 

you none by telling you come Sir, for Chri/ante 

draw. [They offer /a fight. Fearlefs ^<(tJ in. 

Fear. 
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Ftar. Hold what mad FroUck's this ? Sir, you 

fight foe one you never faw \to Ranter.] and you for one 
that loves you not. [TV Dar. 

Dar. Perhaps ihell love him a5 little. 

Ran. Gad put it to the Trial, if you dare— if thou be'ft 
generous, bring me to her, and whom iTie does neglefl 
mall give the other place. 

Dar. That's fair, put up thy Sword — I'll bring thee, to 
her intlantly. \ExeuHt, 

SCENE, A Tent. 

Enter Chrifante and Surelove. 

ChTiJ. I'm not so much afflifled for my Confinement, 
as I am that 1 cannot hear ai Friendly. 

Sun. Art not perfecuted with Daring f 

CkriJ. Not at all ; iho he tells me daily of his Paffioa, 
.1 rally him, and give him neither Hope nor Defpair,^-^ 

Enter Daring. Fear. Rant. u«rf Jenny, 
Dar. Madam, the Complaifance I (how in bringing 
you my Rival, will let you fee how glad 1 am to oblige 
you every way. 

Ran. I hope the Danger I have expofed my felf to for 
the Honour of IdfTing your Hand, Madam, will render me 

fomething acceptable here arc my Credentials 

{Gives her a Letter. 

Chrifante reads. 

Dear Creature, I have taken this Habit to free you 

from an impertinent Lover, and to fecure the damit'd 

Rogue Daring to my felf : receive me as feni by Colonel 

Surelove from England to marry you favour me 

Yours, Ranter. 

— Hah Ranttrt \Afide^ — Sir, you have too good a 
Charafler from my Couun Colonel Surelove, not to re- 
ceive my Welcome. \Gives Surelove the Letter. 



i 
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Rait. Stand by Generai — ^Pujhes away Daring, looki 
i^, anii faibei ChnCanti: bylhe Hand, and kijfes it, 

Dar. 'Sdeath, Sir. there's room enough— at firiffighl 
fo kind I Oh Youth, Youth and Impudence, what Temp- 
tations are you to VJllanous Woman? 

Chrif. I confefs. Sir, we Women do not love thefe 
rou^h fighting Fellows, they're always fearing us with one 
Broil or other. 

Dar, Much good may it do you with your tame Cox- 

Ran. Well, Sir. then you yield the Priie? 

Dar. Ay Gad, were the an Angel, that can prefer fuch 
a callow Fop as thou before a Man — ^take her and do- 
mineer. [They all lau£k. 
'Sdeath am I grown ridiculous? 

Fiar. Why haftthou not found the Jefl? by Heaven 'tis 
/ian/er,'tis (he that loves you; carry on thehumour.[>4<i/if. 
Faith, Sir, if I were you, I wou'd divorce my felf ta 
Madam Ranter. 

Chrif. Ay, (he's a fit Wife for you, (he'll fit your Hu- 

Dar. Ranter — Gad 111 fooner marry a (he-Bear, un- 
lefs for a Penance for fome horrid Sin ; we (hould be eter- 
nally challenging one another to the Field, and ten to one 
(he beats me there; or if I Ihould efcape there, (he 
wou'd kill me with drinking. 

Ran. Here's a Rogue — does your Couulry abound with 
fuch Ladies ? 

Dai: The Lord forbid, half a doien wou'd ruin the 
Land, debauch all the Men, and fcandaliie all the Wo- 

Fear. No matter, (he's rich. 

Dar. Ay, that will make her infolent. 

Fiar. Nay, (he's generous too. 

Dar. Yes, when (he's drunk, and then (he'll lavith all. 

Ran. A pox on him how he vexes me. 

Dar. Then fuch a Teingue^lhe'll rail and fmoke till 
(he choke again ; then Tut Gallons of Punch hardly re- 
covers her, and never but then is (he good-nalur'd. 

Ran. I muft lay him or 

Dar. 
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Dar. There's not a Blockhead in the Country that has 

Ran. What 

Dar. Been drunk with her. 

Ran. I thought you had meant fomctliing elfe. Sir. 
* ilnhuff. 

Dar. Nay — as for that — I fuppofe there is no great 
difficulty. 

Ran. 'Sdeath, Sir, you lye — and you are a Son of a 
Whore. \Draws and femes ivitk him, aHd 

he runs back round the Stage. 

Dar, Hold hold Virago— dear Widow hoid, and 

give me thy hand. 

Ran. Widow .' 

Dar. 'Sdeath 1 knew thee by inftiniTl, Widow, tho I 
feemed not to do fo, in Revenge for the Trick put on me 
in telling me a Lady dy'd for me. 

Ran. Why fuch a one there is, perhaps Ihe may 
dwindle forty or fifty years — or fo — but will never be 
her own Woman again, that's certain. 

Sure. This we are all ready to teftify, we know her. 

CkriJ. Upon my Life, 'tis true. 

Dar. Widow, 1 have a fhreud Sufpicion, that you your 
felf may be this dying Lady. 

Ra*. Why fo, Coxcomb ? 

Dar, Becaufe you took fuch Pains to put your felf into 
my hands. 

Ran, Gad if your Heart were but half fo true as your 
Cuefs, we Ihould conclude a Peace before Bacon and the 
Council will — befides, this thing whines for Friendly, and 
there's no hopes. \To Chrifante. 

Dar. Give me thy Hand, Widow, I am thine — and fo 
entirely, I will never — be drunk out of thy Company : — 

Dunce is in my Tent, prithee let's in and bind the 

Bargain. 

Ran. Nay, faith, let's fee the Wars at an end firft. 

Dar. Nay, prithee take me in the humour, while thy 
Breeches are on^for I never lik'd thee half fo well in 
Petticoats. 

Ran. Lead on General, you give me good incourage- 

menl to wear them. [Exeunt. 

Hi act 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

The Sevana in fight of the Camp ; t/ie 
Moon rfes. 
Enter Friendly, Haiard aHd%aaiQ.x,anda Parly of Men. 
Friind.\\]Y. are now in fight of Ihe Tents. 

VV Booz. Is not this a ralh Attempt, Gentle- 
men, with fo ftnall Force to fet upon Bacon'% whole 

Has. Oh, they are drunk with Viflory and Wine ; 
there will be nought but revelling to night. 

Friend. Would we could learn in what Quarter the 
Ladies are lodg'd, for we have no other bufinefs but to 
releafe them But hark who comes here ? 

Boom. Some Scouts, 1 fear, from the Enemy. 
Enter DuIL Tim. Whim, and Whiff, creeping as in 
the dark. 

Friend. Let's (helter ourfelves behind yonder Trees — 
left we be furprii'd. 

Tim. Wou'd I were well at home Gad zoors, if 

e'er you catch me a Cadeeing again, I'll be content to be 
fet in the forc.front of the Battle for Hawks-Meat. 

Whim. Thou'rt afraid of every Bulh. 

Tim. Ay, and good reafon too ; Gad zoors, there may 
be Rogues hid—prithee, Major, do thou advance. 

Dull. No, no, go on no matter of Ceremony in 

Ihefe cafes of running away. [^^y advance. 

Friend. They approach direflly to us, we cannot efcape 

them their numbers are not great let us advance. 

[They conu up la them. 

Tim. Oh ! I am annihilated. 

iVkif. Some of FrighlalPi Scouts, we are loll Men. 

[They pujk each ether Jorentqft. 

Friend. Who goes there ? 

Wkim 
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Whim. Oh, iheyll give us no Quarter ; 'twas long of 
you, Comet, that we ran away from our Colours. 

Tim. Me — 'twas the Major's Ambilion here — to make 
himfelf a great Man with the Council again. 

Dull. Pox o' this Ambilion, it has been the ruin of 
many a gallant Fellow. 

Whiff. If I get home again, the height of mine ftiali 
be to top Tobacco ; would I'ad fome Brandy. 

Tim. Gad loors, would we had, 'tis the bdl Armour 
againft Fear— hum— I hear no body now prithee ad- 
vance a little. 

Whim. What, before a Horfe-Officer ? 

Friend. Stand, on your Lives 

Tim. Oh, 'tis impoflible i'ni dead already. 

Fritnd. What arc ye?— fpeak— or I'll flioot. 

Whim. Friends to thee, who the Uedl are wc 

Friends to ? 

Tim. E'en who pleafe you. Gad zoors. 

Friend. Hah— Gads joors— who's there, Timorouit 

Tim. Hum — I know no fuch Scoundrel — \_Gets behind. 

Dull, Hah thafs Friendly'^ Voice. 

Friend. Right thine's that of DuUman 

who's with you ? 

Dttll. Only Timorous, Wkim/ey and Whiff, all valiantly 
running away from the Arch-Rebel that took us Prifoners. 

Has. Can you inform us where the Ladies are lodg'd ? 

Dull. In the hither Quarter, in Dariiig'% Tent ; you'll 

know them by Lanthoms on every corner there 

was never better time to furpriic them for this day 

Daring's married, and there's nothing but Dancing and 
Drinking. 

Has. Married ! to whom ? 

Dull. That I ne'er enquir'd. 

Friend. Tis to Chri/ante, Friend and the Re- 
ward of my Attempt is loft, Oh, 1 am mad, I'll fight 
away my Life, and my Defpair fhall yet do greater Won- 
ders, tlian even my Love could animate me to. Let's 
part our Men, and befet his Tents on both fides. 

[Friendly goes out with a Party. 

Has. Come, Gentlemen, let's on 

H 3 Whiff. 



1 74 The Widow Ranter, &c. 

Whiff, On, Sir, ^we on. Sir ?- 



Haz, Ay, you on. Sir to redeem the Ladies. 

Whiff, Oh, Sir, I am going home for Money to redeem 
my Nancy, 

Whim, So am I, Sir. 

Tim, I thank my Stars I am a Batchelor. — Why, what 
a Plague is a Wife ? 

Haz, Will you march forward ? 

Dull, We nave atchieVd Honour enough already, in 
having made our Campaign here {Looking big, 

Haz, 'Sdeath, but you (hall go put them m the 

front, and prick them on if they offer to turn back, 

run them thro. 

Tim, Oh, horrid \The Soldiers prick them on 

with their Swords, 

Whiff, Oh Nancy y thy Dream will yet come to pafs. 

Haz, Will you advance, Sir ? {Pricks Whiff. 

Whiff. Why fo we do, Sir ; the Devil's m thefe fight- 
ing Fellows. [Exit. 

An Alarm at a diflance. 

Within, To Arms, to Arms, the Enemy's upon us. 

A Noife of Fighting, after which enters Friendly with 
his Party, retreating and fighting from Daring and 
fame Soldiers, Vjant^r fighting like a Fury by his fide, 
he putting her back in vain ; they fight out. Re-enter 
Daring and Friendly all bloody. Several Soldiers enter 
with Flcunbeaux, 

Dor, Now, Sir what Injury have I ever done you, 

that you fhould ufe this Treachery againfl me ? 

Friend, To take advantage any way in War, was 

never counted Treachery and had I murder'd thee, I 

had not paid thee half the Debt I owe thee. 

Dar, You bleed too much to hold too long a Parley — 
come to my Tent, 111 take a charitable care of thee. 

Friend, I fcom thy Courtefy, who againfl all the Laws 
of Honour and of Juflice. hafl ravifh'd innocent Ladies. 

Dar, Sir, your upbraiding of my Honour fhall never 

make me forfeit it, or efleem you lefs Is there a Lady 

here you have a Pailion for? 

Friend, 
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Friend, Yes, on a nobler fcore than you dared own. 

Dar. To let you fee how you're miflaken, Sir, who- 
e'er that Lady be whom you affe^l, I will refign, and 
give you both your Freedoms. 

Friend, Why, for this Courtefy, which fhows thee 
brave, in the next fight Til fave thy Life to quit the Obli- 
gation. 

Dar, I thank you, Sir ; come to my Tent, 

and when weVe drefs'd your Wounds, and yielded up the 
Ladies, Til give you my Pafs-port for your Safe-Condu6l 
back, and tell your Friends i th' Town, well vifit them 
i'th' Morning. 

Friend, The/11 meet you on your way, Sir 

Dar, Come my young Soldier, now thou'ft won my 
SouL 

An Alarm beats : Enter at another Paffage Boozer with 
all the Ladies ; they pafs over the Stage, while Hazard 
and Downright beat back a party of Soldiers, Dull. 
Tim. Whim, and Whiff, pricied on by tlieir Party to 
fight, lay about them like Madmen, Bacon, Fearlefs 
and Daring come in, re/cue their Men, and fight out 
the other Party, fame falling dead. Bacon, Fearlefs 
and Daring return tired, with their Swords drawn. 
Enter Soldier running, 

Sol, Return, Sir, where your Sword will be more ufc- 
ful — a Party of Indians, taking advantage of the Night, 
have fet fire on your Tents, and borne away the Queen. 

Bac, Hah, the Queen ! By Heaven this Vidlory fhall 
cod them dear ; come, let us fly to refcue her. [Goes out, 

SCENE changes to Wellman'^ Tent. 

Enter Wellman, Bragg, Grubb, and Officers, 
Well, I cannot fleep, my Impatience if fo great to en- 
gage this haughty Enemy, before they have repofed their 

weary Limbs Is not yon ruddy Light the Morning's 

dawn? 

Brag, Tis, and pleafe your Honour. 
Well, Is there no News of Friendly yet, and Hazard t 

H 4 -Brag. 
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Brag. Not yet 'tis thought they left the Camp to 

night, with fome defign againfl the Enemy. 

Well, What Men have they ? 

Bragg. Otily Boozer's Party, Sir. 

WfiL I know they are brave, and mean to furpriw 
me with fome handfome Aflion. 

Enter Friendiy. 

Friend. I ask a thoufand Pardons, Sir, for quilting 
the Camp without your leave. 

Well. Your conduft and your Courage cannot err ; I 
fee thou'ft been in a^ion by (hy Blood. 

Friend. Sir, I'm alhamedlo own thefe (lender Wounds, 
fmce without more my luck was to be taken, while Ha- 
zard did alone effefl the Bufinefs, the refcuing of the La- 

Well. How got ye Liberty ? 

Friend. By Daring's Generofity, who fends ye word 
hel] vifit you this Morning. 

Well. We are prepared to meet him. 
Enter Down. Hazard, Ladies, Whim. Whiff, Dullman, 
Tim. looting big. Well, embraces Downi. 

Wtll. My worthy Friend, how am I joyed to fee you ? 

Down. Wc owe our Liberties to thefe brave Youths, 
who can do Wonders when they fight for Ladies. 

Tim. With our afliftance. Ladies. 

Whim. For my part 111 not take it as I have done ; 
Gad 1 find, when I am damnable angry, 1 can beat both 
Friend and Foe. 

Whiff. When I fight for my Nanry here—adsfifh I'm 
a Dragon. 

Mrs. ii'kiff. Lord, you need not have been fo haAy. 

Friend. Do not upbraid me with your Eyes, ChrifaHte ; 
but let thefe Wounds aflure you I endeavour'd to ferve 
you, tho Hazard had the Honour on't. 

Well. But, Ladies, we'll not expofe you in the Camp, 

a Party of our Men (hall fee you fafely conduced to 

Madam Surelov^i ; 'tis but a little Mile from our Camp. 

Friend. Let me have that honour. Sir. 

Chrif. 
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Chrif. No, I conjure you li 
obey me if you love me, ai 

Well. He had the Toil, 't 
pence. 

Wkiff. He the Toil, Sir ! 
I^ers? 

IfAiM. The very appearance I made in the front of 
the Battel, aw'd the Enemy. 

Tim. IVj, ay, let the Enemy fay how I maul'd 'em — 
but Gads zoors, I fcom to brag. 

Well. Since you've rcgain'd your Honour fo glorioully, 
I reflore you to your Commands, you loll by your feem- 
ing Cowardice. 

Dull. Valour is not always in humour, Sir. 

Well. Come, Gentlemen, fmce they've refolv'd to en- 
gage us, let's fet our Men in order to receive 'em. 

\Exiuut all but the Jour JuJIices. 

Tim. Our ConunilTions again — you mull be bragging, 
and fee what comes on't ; 1 was modell ye fee, and faid 
nothing of niy Prowefs. 

Whiff'. What a Devil does the Colonel think we are 
made of Iron, continually to be beat on the Anvil ? 

Whim. Look, Gentlemen, here's two Evils if wc 

go we are dead Men ; if we (lay we are hang'd and 

that will diforder my Crevat-ftring : tlierefore the lead 

Evil Is lo go and fet a good Face on the Matter, as 

I do [Goes outftHging. 

S C E N E, .4 thick Wood. 

Enter Queen dref^d like an Indian Mau, ivitk a Baw in 
her Hand, and Quiver at her Bath ; Anaria her Cen- 
f dent difguUd/o loo \ iind about a dosen Indians led 
by Cavaro. 

Queen. I tremble yet, doft think we're fafe, Cavaro t 
Cav. Madam, thefe Woods are intricate and vaft, and 
'twill be difficult to find us out — or if they do. this Habit 
will fecure you from the fear of being taken. 

"Vol. IV. H j Queen. 
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Qftttn. Ooft think if Biteen find us, be will not know 
me? Alas, my Fcarsand Blu(hes uill betray me. 

Ana. Tis certain, Matlam, if we flay wc perifh ; for 
all the Wood's furroundcii by the Conqueror. 

Qu^en. Alas, 'tis better we (houlo perilh here, than 
flay to expefl the Violence of his Paflion, 10 which my 
Heart's too fenfibly inclin'd. 

Ana. Why do you not obey its Dilates then ? why 
do you fly the Conqueror.' 

^uien. Not fly not fly the Murderer of my Lord ? 

Ana. What World, what Refolution can preferve you? 
and what he cannot gain by foft Admifiion, Force will at 
lafl o'ercomc, 

Quetn. \ with there were in Nature one excufe, either 
by Force or Reafon to compel me : — For Oh Anaria — 

I adore this General ; — take from my Soul a Truth 

till now conceal'd at twelve Years old at the Pau- 

viomungian Court, I faw this Conqueror. I law him 
young and gay as new-bom Spring, glorious and charm- 
mg &s the Mid-d^s Sun ; I watch'd his Looks, and 
liftncd when he (poke, and thought him more than 
mortal. 

Ana. He has a graceful Form. 

Qfieen. At lad a fatal Match concluded was between 
my Lord and me ; I gave my Hand, but oh how far my 
Heart was from confenting, the angry Cods are Witnels. 

Ana. 'Twaspity. 

^UBtn. Twelve tedious Mojons i pafs'd in filcnt Lan- 
guifhment ; Honour endeavouring lo deilroy my Love, 
but all in vain ; for ftill my Pain return'd whenever 1 be- 
held my Conqueror ; but now when I confider him as 

Murderer of my Loid— {Fiercely.} I llgh and wiih 

fome other fatal Hand had given him his Death. 

But now there's a neceCUty, 1 mufl be brave and over- 
come my Heart : What if 1 do ? ah, whither Ihall I 
fly ? 1 have no Amaaonian Fire about me, all my Artil- 
lery is Sighs and Tears, the Earth my Bed, and Heaven 
my Canopy. [ ii'irps. [Noi/e of Fighting. 

Hah, wc are furpriz'd ; Oh, whither Ihall I fly? And 
yet methinks a certain trembling Jov, fpitc of my Soul, 
fpite 
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rpite of my boafted Honour, runs Ihivering round my 
Heart. 

Enter an Indian. 

Ind. Madam, your Out-guards are furpriz'd by Bacon, 
who hews down all before him, and demands the Queen 
with fuch a Voice, and Eyes fo fierce and angry, he kills 
us with his Looks. 

Cav. Draw up your poifon'd Arrows to the head, and 
^m them at his Heart, furc fome will hit 

Qtuen. Cruel Cavaro, wou'd 'twere fit for me 

to contradirt Ihy Jullice. {^/ide. 

Bac, within. The Queen, ye Slaves, give me the Queen, 
and Uve 1 

He enters furioujly, beating back Jome Indians; Cavaro'j 
Party going tojhoot, the Queen runs in. 

Qiteeit. Ho!d7hold, I do command ye, 

[Bacon yfiCT oM 'em as theyfltoot mid mt/s him, 
fights like a Fury, and -wounds the Queen 
in the Di/ordtr ; beats them all out. 
— hold thy commanding Hand, and do not kill me, who 

wou'd not hurl thee lo regain my Kingdom 

[He/nntches her in his Arnts,Jhe reels. 

Bac. Hah— a Woman's Voice, — what art thou ? Oh 
my Fears t 

Queen. Thy Hand has been loo cruel to a Heart — 
whofe Crime was only lender Thoughts for thee. 

Bac. The Queen ! What is'i my facrilegious Hand has 
done? 

Queen. The nobleU Otfice of a gallant Friend, thou'ft 
favM my Honour, and haft given me Deaih. 

Bac. Is'tpoffible! yeunregarding Cods, is't poflible ? 

Queen. Now I may love you without Iniamy, and 
pleafe my dying Heart by gaxing on you. 

Bac. Oh I am loft— for ever loll— I find my Brain 
turn with the wild confiilion. 

^een. I faint — oh lay me gently on the Earth. 

{Lavs her down. 

Bae. Who waits — 
Make of the Trophiei 
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fire, that 1 may leap into confmning Flames while all 

my Tetits are burning round about me. \Wildly. 

Oh thou dear Pri/e, for which alone 1 toii'd ! 

[ Weeps, and lies down by her. 
Enter Fearlefa with kis Siuord drattin. 

Fear. Hah, on the Earth—how do you, Sir ? 

Bac. What wou'dil thou ? 

Fear. Wellman with all the Forces he can gather, at- 
tacks us even in our very Camp ; allifl us, Sir, or all is 
loft. 

Bae. Why, prithee let hjra make the World his Prirc, 
I have no bufmefs with the Trifle now ; it contains no- 
thing that's worth my care, fmce my fair Queen — is dead 
—and by my hand. 

Queen. So channing and obliging is thy Moan, that I 
cou'd wilh for Life to recompenie it j but oh, Death 
falls—all cold upon nny Heart, like Mildews on the 
Bloflbms. 

Fear. By Heaven, Sir, this Love will ruin all— rife, 
rife, and fave us yet. 

Bac. Leave me, what e'er becomes of me lofe 

not thy (hare of Glory prithee leave me. 

Queen. Alas, I fear thy Fate is drawing an, and 1 (hall 
thortly meet thee in the Clouds ; till then— farewel— 
even Death is pleafmg to me, while thus I find it in thy 
Arms [£>/«. 

Bac. There ends ray Race of Glory and of Life. 

\An Alarm at dijlance^continues a v/hile. 

Bac. Hah — Why (hould I idly whine away my Life, 
fmce there are nobler ways to meet with Death .' Up, up, 

and face him then Hark there's the Soldiers 

Knell and all the Joys of Life with thee I bid 

farewel— {Goes out. The Indians bear off 

the Body 0/ the Queen. 
The Alarm continues : Enter Downright, Wellman, and 
others. Swords drawn. 

Welt. They fight like Men poifell- 1 did not think to 
have found them fo prepar'd. 
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Dow. They've good Inlelligence but where's the 

Rebel? 

Well. Sure's he's not in the Fight ; Oh that it were my 

happy chance lo meet him, that while our Men look on, 

we might difpateh the bufinefs of the War— Come, let's 

fall in again, now we have taken breath. \ThtygooHl. 

Enter Daring and Feariefs haftily, ■with ikiir Sivords 

drawn \ meet Whim. Whiff, vdtk their Swords 

drawn, rnnning away. 

Dar. How now, whither away ? [In anger. 

Whim. Hah, Daring here we are purfuing of 

the Enemy, Sir ; flop us not in the puifuic of Glory. 

{Offerstago. 
Dar. Stay ! 1 have not feen you in my Ranks 

Whiff. Lord, does your Honour take us for Starters ? 
Fear. Yes, Sirrah, and believe you are now rubbing 
off— confefs, or I'll run you thro. 

Whiff. Oh mercy. Sir, mercy, we'll confefs. 
Whim. What will you confefs ? we were only going 
behind yon Hedge to untrufs a point ; that's all. 

Whiff. Ay. your Honours will fmell out the truth, if 
you keep us here long. 
Dar. Here, cairy them Prifoners to my Tent. 

[Ex. Soldiers with Whim. o«rf Whiff. 
Enter Ranter without a Hat, and Sword drawn. 
Daring angrily goes the other -may. 
Ran. A Pox of all ill luck, how came I to lofe Daring 
in the fight? Ha — who's here? Dullman And Timorous 
dead— the Rogues arc Counterfeits.- Ill fee what Move- 
ables they have about them, all's lawfiil Pri^e in War. 

[ Taies their Money , Watches and Rings \ goes out. 

Tim. What rob the dead ?— why, what will this villan- 

ous World come to ? \ClaJhing of Swords, jujl as 

they were going to rife. 

Enter Haiard briugitfg in Ranter. 

Ha3. Thou cou'dft expert no other Fate, young Man ; 

thy Hands arc yet too tender for a Sword. 

Ran. Thou look'ft like a good-natur'd Fellow, ufe me 
civilly, and Daring Ihall ranfom me. 

Has. 
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HoM, Doubt not a generous Treatment \Goes out. 

Dull, So, the Co^ is clear, I deflre to move my 

Quarters to fome place of more fafety 

\They rife and go off. 
Enter Wellman and Soldiers naftily. 
Well, Twas this way Bacon fled. 
Five hundred Pound for him who finds the Rebel. \Go out, 

SCENE changes to a Wood. 

Enter Bacon and Fearlefs, with their Swords drawn, all 

bloody, 
Bac, 'Tis juft, ye Gods ! that when ye took the Prize 
for which I fought. Fortune and you fhould all abandon 
me. 

Fear, Oh fly. Sir, to fome place of fafe retreat, for 
there's no mercy to be hop'd if taken. What will you 
do? I know we are purfu'd, by Heaven I will not die a 
ihameful Death. 

Bac, Oh, they'll have pity on thy Youth and Bravery, 
but I'm above their Pardon. \A noi/e is heard. 

Within. This way — ^this way — ^hay halloo. 
Fear, Alas, Sir, we're undone — I'll fee which way 
they take. [Exit. 

Bac, So near ! Nay, then to my laft fhift. 

[Undoes the Pomel of his Sword, 
Come, my good Poifon, like that of Hannibal ; long I 
have bom a noble Remedy for all the Ills of Life. 

[Takes Poifon, 
I have too long furviv'd my Queen and Glory, thofe two 
bright Stars that influenc'd my Life are fet to ail Eternity. 

[Ides down. 
Enter Fearlefs, runs to Bacon, and looks on his Sword, 
Fear, — Hah — what have ye done ? 
Ba4:, Secur'd my felf from being a publick Spe<flacle up- 
on the common Theatre of Death. 

Enter Daring and Soldiers, 
Dar, Vi(5lory, Vi(5lory ! they fly, they fly, where's the 
vi^orious General ? 
Fear, Here, taking his laft Adieu. 

Dar, 
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Dar. Dying ! Then wither all the Laurels on my 
Brows, for I (hall never triumph more in War; where 
are the Wounds ? 

Fear, From his own Hand, by what he carried here, 
believing we had loft the Vidlory. 

Bac, And is the Enemy put to flight, my Hero ? 

\Grafps his Neck, 

Dar, All routed Horfe and Foot ; I plac'd an Ambufh, 
and while they were purfuing you, my Men fell on be- 
hind, and won the day. 

Bac, Thou almoft makeft me wilh to live again, if I 

cou'd live now fair Semernic^s dead. ^^But oh ^the 

baneful Drug is juft and kind, and haftens me away 

Now while you are Vi<flors, make a Peace with the 
Englijk Council, and never let Ambition, Love, or In- 
tereft, make you forget, as I have done, your Duty 

and Allegiance Farewel a long Farewel 

{Dies embracing their Necks, 

Dar, So fell the Roman CaJ/ius, by miftake 

Enter Soldiers with Dunce, Tim. atid DuUman. 

Sol, An't pleafe your Honour, we took thefe Men 
running away. 

Dar, Let 'em loofe the Wars are at an end, fee 

where the General lies the great-fouPd Man, no pri- 
vate Body e'er contained a nobler ; and he that cou'd have 
conquered all America, finds only here his fcanty length 

of Earth. Go, bear the Body to his own Pavilion 

[Soldiers go out with the Body, 
tho we are Conquerors we fubmit to treat, and yield upon 
Condition : You, Mr. Dunce, fhall bear our Articles to 
the Council. 

Dun, With Joy I will obey you. 

Tim, Good General, let us be put in the Agreement 

Dar, You (hall be obliged 

\Ex, Dar. Dune. Dull, and Tim. as 
Fear, goes out a Soldier meets him, 

Sol, What does your Honour intend to do with 
Whim and Whiff, who are condemned by a Council of 
War.? 

Enter 
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Enter Daring, Dullman, Tim. Feariefs, and Officers, 

Dar, You come too late, Gentlemen, to be put into 
the Articles ; nor am I fatisf/d you*re worthy of it. 

DulL Why, did not you. Sir, fee us lie dead in the 
Field ? 

Dar, Yes, but I fee no Wound about you. 

Tim, We were flun'd with being knocked down ; Gad 
zoors, a Man may be killed with the but-end of a Muf- 
quet, as foon as with the point of a Sword. 

Enter Dunce. 

Dun, The Council, Sir, wilhes you Health and Hap- 

pinefs, and fends you thefe fign'd by their Hands 

[Gives Papers, 

Dar, reads. 

That you /hall have a general Pardon for your f elf and 
Friends \ that you /hall have all new Commi/fionSy and 
Daring to command as General ; that you /hall have free 
leave to inter your dead General in James Town, And 
to ratify this^ we will meet you at Madam Surelove's 
Houfe, which /lands between the Armies y attended only 
by our Officers. 

The Council's noble, and 111 wait upon them. 

{Exit Dunce. 

SCENE, a Grove near Madam SureloveV. 

Enter Surelove weepings WelL Chrifante, Mrs, Flirt, 
Ranter as be/ore y Down. Haz. Friend. Booz. Brag. 
Well, How long. Madam, have you heard the News 
of Col. Surelov^s Death ? 
Sure, By a Veflel lafl Night arriv'd. 
Well, You fhou'd not grieve when Men fo old pay their 
debt to Nature ; you are too fair, not to have been re- 
ferved for fome young Lover's Arms. 
Haz, I dare not fpeak, — but give me leave to hope. 
Sure, The way to oblige me to't, is never to fpeak to 

me of Love till I fhall think it fit 

l^NtWmdJifpeaks to Down. 
Well, Come, you (han't grant it — 'tis a hopeful Youth. 

Dow, 
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Dew, You are too much my Friend to be denied 

Chrijante, do you love Frieudty t nay, do not bhith— 
till you have done a fault, your loving him is none — 
Here, take her young Man, and with her all my Fortune 
— when 1 am dead, Sinah — not a Groat before— unlefs 
to buy ye Baby-Clouts. 

Friend. He merits not this Treafure, Sir, can wifh for 

Enter Daring, Fearlefs, Dunce, and Officers, they meet 
WeiL and Down, Viko embrtue 'em. Dull, and 
Tim. Jiand. 

Dar. Can you forgive us, Sir, our Difobedience ? 

Well. Your otTcring Peace while yet you might com- 
mand it, has made fuch kind impreflions on us, that now 
you may command your Propofitions ; your Pardons are 
all feal'd and new CommilTions. 

Dar. I'm not ambitious of that Honour, Sir, but in 
obedience will accept your Coodnefs ; but. Sir, I hear I 
have a young Friend taken Prifoner by Captain Hasard, 
whom I intreat you will render me. 

Hat. Sir^here I refign him to you. \Gives him Rant. 

Ran. Faith General, you left me but tcurvily in Battle. 

Dar. That was to fee how well you cou'd Ihift for your 
felf ; now I And you can bear the brunt of a Campaign, 
you are a fit Wife for a Soldier. 

All. A Woman Ranter 

Hai. Faith, Madam, I Ihould have given you kinder 
Quarter, if I had known my happinefs. 

Flirt. I have au hiimble Petition to you. Sir. 

Sun. In which we all join. 

Flirt. An't pleafe you. Sir, Mr, Dunce has long made 
Love to me, and on promife of Marriage has — [Simpers. 

Dow. What has he, Mirtrefs ? What has- he Mrs. FUrtr 

Flirt. Only been a little familiar with my Perfon, Sir — 

Well. Do you hear Parfon-ryou mull marry Mrs. Flirt, 

Dun. How, Sir, a Man of my Coat, Sir, marry a 
Brandy-monger ? 

Well. Of your CalUng you mean, a Farrier and no 

Parfon \AJide to him. 

She'll leave her Trade, and fpark it above all the Ladies at 
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Church : No more ^take her, and make her honeft 

Enter Whim and V^\i\f[ /iript, 

Chrif, Blefs me, what have we here ? 

Whim, Why, an*t like your Honours, we were taken 
by the Enemy hah. Daring here, and Fearlefs f 

Fear, How now, Gentlemen, were not you two con- 
demn'd to be (hot for running from your Colours. 

Dow, From your Colours ! 

Fear, Yes, Sir, they were both lifted in my Regiment. 

Dow, Then we muft hang them for deferting us. 

Whim, So, out of the Frying Pan — you know where, 
Brother 

Whiff, Ay, he that's bom to be hang'd you know 

the reff ; a Pox of thefe Proverbs. 

Well, I know ye well you're all rank Cowards ; 

but once more we forgive ye ; your Places in the Council 
ihall be supplied by thefe Gentlemen of Senfe and Honour. 
The Governor when he comes, (hall find the Coimtry in 
better hands than he expe6ls to find it. 

Whim, A very fair Difcharge. 

Whiff. Pm glad 'tis no worfe, 111 home to my Nancy, 

Dull, Have we expos'd our Lives and Fortunes for 
this? 

Tim, Gad zoors, I never thriv'd fince I was a States- 
man, left Planting, and fell to promifing and lying ; 111 
to my old Trade again, bask under the (hade of my own 
Tobacco, and drink my Punch in Peace. 

Well. Come J my brave Youths y let all our Forces meet. 
To make this Country happy , rich and great ; 
Let /canted EuTope/ee that we enjoy 
Safer RepofCy and larger Worlds^ than they. 
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G A Hants f you havefo long been abfent hence ^ 
That you have almojl cooVdyour Diligence : 
For while wejludy or revive a Play^ 
You like good Husbands in the Country Jlay, 
There frugally wear out your Summer-Suitf 
And in Prize Jerkin after Beagles toot^ 
Or in Mountero Caps at Fel-fares fhoot : 
Nay,fome arefo obdurate in their Sin, 
That theyfwear never to come up again ; 
But all their charge of Clothes and Treat retrench. 
To Gloves and Stockings for fome Country- Wench, 
Even they who in the Summer had Mifhaps, 
Send up to Town for Phyfickfor their Claps, 
The Ladies too, are as refoli/d as they, \ 

And having Debts unknown to them they flay, \ 

A nd with the gain of Cheefe and Poultry pay, ) 

Even in their Vifits, they from Banquets fall. 
To entertain with Nuts and Bottle- Ale ; 
And in Difcourfe withfecrecy report 
Stale News that pafl a Twelve-month fince at Court, 
Thofe of them who are mofl refitid and gay. 
Now learn the Songs of the lafl Summer's Play : 
While the young Daughter does in private mourn 
Pter Lov^s in Town, and hopes not to return, 
Thefe Country-Grievances too great appear ; 
But, cruel Ladies, we have greater here : 
You come notfharp, as you were wont, to Plays ; 
But only on thefirfl andfecond Days : 

This 



i88 EPILOGUE. 

This made our Poet in his Vifits look 

What newjtrange Courfes for your Time you took ; 

And to his great regret he found toofoon^ 

BalTet and OmhrG ^ent the Afternoon : 

So that we cannot hope to fee you here 

Before the little Net-work Purfe be clear, 

Suppofe you fhculd have luck : 

Yet fitting lipfo late as I am told, 

Yot^ll lofe in Beauty what you win in Gold; 

And what each Lady of another fays ^ 

Will make you new Lampoons^ and us new Plays, 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr, jfevem. 

npn Ong, and at vajl Exptnce, ik' indujirious Stage 

\ IH Hasjirove to plea ft a dull ungrateful Age : 

U0 With Heroes and -with Gods -aie firjl began. 

And thunder' d to you in htroick Strain: 

Somt dying Love-fick Queen each Night you injo^d. 

And v/ilh Magnificence at loft were cloyd : 

Our Drums and Trumpets frighted all the Women \ 

Our Fighting /cat' d the Beaux and Billel-Dmir Men. 
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So Spark in an Intrigue of Quality y 

Grows weary of hisfplendid Drudgery ; 

Hates the Fatigue^ and cries a Pox upon her^ 

What a damr^d Bufll^s here with Love and Honour t 

In humbler Comedy we next appear^ 
No Fop or Cuckoldy but flap-da^ we had him here ; 
Weflum/dyou ally but you malicious grown^ 
Friends Vices to expofe, and hide your own ; 

Cryy damn it This isfuchy orfuch a one. 

Yet nettledy Plague what does the Scribler mean t 
With his damt^d CharaflerSy and Plot obfcene. 
No Woman without Vizard in the Nation 

Can fee it twice, and keep her reputation 

Thafs certain y Forgetting 

That he himfelf in every grofs Lampoony 
Her leuder Secrets fpread about the Town ; 
Whilfl their feigned Nicenefs is but cautious Feary 
Their own Intrigues fhould be unravePd here. 

Our next Recourfe wcls dwindling down to Farce, 

Then — Zounds y what Stuffs s here t Uis all der my 

Welly Gentlemenyfince none of thefe hasfpedy 
Gady we have bought a Share i*th^ f peaking Head. 
So there youHl fave a Sice, 
You love good Husbandry in all but Vice \ 
Whoring and drinking only bears a Price, 

The Head rifes upon a twifled Poft, on a Bench from 
under the Stage. After fevem fpeaks to its Mouth. 

Oh /—Oh /—Oh / 
Stentor. Oh/— Oh/— Oh/ 

After this it fing^ Sawnyy laughs, crys God blefs the 

King in order. 

Stentor anfwers. 
speak louder Jevem, if yot^d have me repeat ; 
Plague of this Rogue, he will betray the Cheat, 

He fpeaks louder, it anfwers indirectly. 

— Hum. 
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— Hum There Uis agaitiy 

Pox of your Eccho with a Northern Strain, 
Well — This will be but a nine days Wonder too ; 
Therms nothing la/ling but the Puppets Show, 
What Ladys Hearfs/o hardy but it would move. 
To hear Philander and Irene'j" Love f 
Thofe Sifters too, thefcandalous Wits do fay y 
Two namelefs keeping Beaux have madefo gay \ 
But thofe Amours are perfect Sympathy , 
Their Gallants being as tnere Machines as they. 
Oh I how the City Wife, with ker nown Ninny, 

Is charmed with come into my Coach, Mifs Jenny, 

Mifs Jenny. 

But overturning Frible crys Adzigs, 

The j ogling Rogue has murdered all his Kids, 

The Men of War cry. Pox onU, this is dull. 

We are for rough Sports, — Dog He^or, and the Bull, 

Thus each in his degree, Diverfion finds. 

Your sports are fuited to your mighty Minds ; 

Whilftfo much Judgment in your Choice you fkow. 

The Puppets have more Senfe thanfome of you. 



Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Do6lor Baliardo, 

Scaramouch, his Man, 

Pedro, his Boy. 

Don Cinthio, Don Oiarmante, both 
Nephews to the Vice-Roy, and 
Lovers ^Elaria and Bellemante, 

Harlequin, Cinthio'^ Man, 

Officer and Clerk, 



Mr. UnderhUL 
Mr. Lee, 

Young Mr. PoweL 
Mr. Mumford, 

Mr. Jevem, 



WOMEN. 

Elaria, Daughter to the Doctor, Mrs. Cooke, 

Bellemante, Niece to the Do£lor, Mrs. Mumford, 

Mopfophil, Govemant to the young \ ^ ^ 
Ladies, ( ' ^' 

The Perfons in the Moon, are Don Cinthio, Emperor ; 

Don Charmante, Prince of Thunderland. 
Their Attendants, Perfons that reprefentthe Court Cards ^ 
Keplair and Galileus, two Philofophers, 
Twelve Perfons, reprefenting the Figures of the twelve 

Signs of the Zodiack. 
Negroes, and Perfons that dance, 
Mufick, Kettle-Drums, and Trumpets, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 



Enter Elaria and McpfophiL 
I. 
urfe upon thal/ai/hle/s Maid, 

iWhofirJl her Sex's Liberty betray'd \ 
Born free ai Man to love and range. 
Till nobler Nature did to Cujlom ckangr, 
Cuflom, that dull excu/e/or Fools, 
Who think all Virtue to con/iff in RuUs. 

II. 
From Love our Fetters never /prung ; 
That fmiline; God, all wanton, gay and young. 
Shows 6y his Wings he cannot 6e 
Confined to a rtffle/s Slavery ; 
But here and there at random roves, 
Nat fix'd to glittering Courts, orjhady Groves^ 

HI. 
Thenjke that ConJIancy profe/^d. 
Was but a well Diffembler at the bejl ; 
And that imaginary Sway 
Shefeigifd to give, in/eeming to obey. 
Was but the height o/pmdenl Art, 
To deal with greater liberty her Heart, 
[After the Song Elaria gives her Lute to Mop/ophil. 

Ela. This does rot divert me ; 
Nor nothing will, till Scaramouch return. 
And bring tne News of Cinthio. 

Mop. Truly I was fo lleepy lad Night, I know no- 
thing of the Adventure, for which you are kept fo dofe. 
a Prifoner to day, and more Kriiflly guarded than ufual. 

"Vol. IV t Ela. 
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Ela, Cinthio came with Mufick lall Night under my 
Window, which my Father hearing, fallied out with his 
Mirmidons upon him ; and clafhing of Swords I heard, 
but what hurt was done, or whether Cinthio were dif- 
covered to him, I know not ; but the Billet I fent him 
now by Scaramouch, will occafion me foon Intelligence. 

Mop, And fee, Madam, where your trufly Ro^er comes. 
Enter ScsLTzmouchy peeping" on all fides before he enters. 
You may advance, and fear none but your Friends. 

Scar, Away and keep the door. 

Ela, Oh dear Scaramouch / haft thou been at the Vice- 
Roy's? 

Scar, Yes, yes. [/« heat, 

Ela, And haft thou delivered my Letter to his Nephew, 
Don Cinthio f 

Scar, Yes, yes, what (hould I deliver elfe ? 

Ela, Well and how does he ? 

[Fanning himf elf with his Cap, 

Scar, Lord, how ftiould he do ? Why, what a labo- 
rious thing it is to be a Pimp ? 

Ela, Why, well he ftiou'd do. 

Scar, So he is, as well as a Night-adventuring Lover 
can be, he has got but one Wound, Madam. 

Ela, How ! wounded fay you ? Oh Heavens ! 'tis not 
mortal. 

Scar, Why, I have no great skill ; but they (ay it 
may be dangerous. 

Ela, I die with Fear, where is he wounded ? 

Scar, Why, Madam, he is run^-^-ouite thro the 
Heart, but the Man may live, if I pleale. 

Ela, Thou pleafe ! torment me not with Riddles. 

Scar, Why, Madam, there is a certain cordial Balfam, 
call'd a fair Lady ; which outwardly applied to his Bofom, 
will prove a better cure than all your Weapon or fympa- 
thetick Pouder, meaning your Ladyftiip. 

Ela, Is Cinthio then not wounded .•* 

Scar, No otherways than by your fair Eyes, Madam ; 
he got away unfeen and unknown. 

Ela, Doft know how precious time is, and doft thou 
fool it away thus ? What faid he to my Letter ? 

Scar. 
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Scar, What ihoiild he fay ? 

Ela, Why a hundred dear foft thmgs of Love, kifs it 
as often, and blefs me for my Goodnefs. 

Scar, Why fo he did. 

Ela, Ask thee a thoufand Queftions of my Health after 
my lafl night's fright. 

Scau So he did. 

Elcu Expreffing all the kind concern Love cou'd in- 
fpire, for the Puniftiment my Father has inflidled on me, 
for entertaining him at my Window lad night. 

Scar, All this he did. 

Ela, And for my being confin'd a Prifoner to my Apart- 
ment, without the hope or almoft podibility of 'feeing 
him any more. 

Scar, There I think you are a little miftaken ; for be- 
fides the Plot that I have laid to bring you together all 

this Night, there are fuch Stratagems a brewing, not 

only to bring you together, but with your Father's cozifent 
too ; fuch a Plot, Madam 

Ela, Ay, that would be worthy of thy Brain ; prithee 
what ? 



Scar, Such a Device 

Ela, Pm impatient. 

Scar, Such a Conundrum,-- — Well, if there be wife 
Men and Conjurers in the World, they are intriguing 
Lovers. 

Ela, Out with it. 

Scar, You muft know. Madam, your Father (my 
Mailer, the Do<5lor) is a little whimfical, romantick, or 
Don-Quick-fottifti, or fo. 

Ela, Or rather mad. 
, Scar, That were uncivil to be fuppofed by me ; but 
lunatic we may call him, without breaking the Decorum 
of good Manners ; for he is always travelling to the 
Moon. 

Ela, And fo religioufly believes there is a World there, 
that he Difcourfes as gravely of the People, their Govern- 
ment, Inflitutions, Laws, Manners, Religion, and Con- 
(litution, as if he had been bred a Machiavel there. 

Scar. How came he thus infedled firft ? 

I 2 Ela, 
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Ela. With reading foolilh Books, Litdan'% Dialo^e 
of the Lofty Traveller, who flew up to the Moon, and 
thence to Heaven ; an heroick Bufinefs, ca.!l'd Tks Ma* 
in the Moon, if you'll believe a Spaniard, who was car- 
ried thither, upon an Engine drawn by wild Geefe ; with 
another philofophical Piece, A Difcaurfe of Ike World in 
ikt Moon ; with a thoufand other ridiculous Volumes, 
too hard to name. 

Scar. Ay, this reading of Books is a pernicious thing. 
1 was like to have run mad once, reading Sir yokn Ma*- 

dtvil ; -but to the bufinefs,— — I went, as you know, 

to Don Cint/ti^s Lodgings, where I found him with his 
dear Friend CkarmanU, laying thei rHeads together for a 

Ela. Farce ! 

Scar. Ay, a Farce, which (hall be call'd,— T,** World 
in the Moon; Wherein your Father (hall be fo impos'd on, 
as IhaU bring matters moft magnificently about. 

Ela. I cannot conceive thee, but the Defign muft be 
good, fince Cinlhio and Charmanle own iL 

Scar. In order to this, Charmaute is drefling himfelf 
like one of the Caballilts of the Rofycruftan Order, and 
is coming to prepare my credulous Mailer for the greater 
Impofition. 1 have his Trinkets here to play upon him, 
which ihall be ready. 

Ela. But the Farce, where is it to be aftcd ? 

Scar. Here, here, in this very Houfe ; 1 am to order 
the Decorations, adorn a Stage, and place Scenes proper. 

Ela. How can this be done without my Father's Know- 
ledge ? 

Scar. You know the old Apartment next the great Or- 
chard, and the Worm-eaten Gallery that opens to the 
River ; which place for feveral Years no body has fre- 
quented ; there ail things (hall be aflcd proper for our 
purpofe. 

Eater Mopfophil running. 

Mop. Run, run Scaramouch, my Mailer's conjuring for 
you like mad below, he calls up all his little Devils with 
horrid Names, his Microfcope, his Horofcope, his Telef- 
copc, and all his Scopes. 
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Scar, Here, here, 1 had almofl forgot the Letters ; 

here's one for you, and one for Mn. Bellemante. 

[Runs out 

Enter Bellemante with a Book, 

BelL Here, take my Prayer-Book, Oh Ma ires chert. 

[Embraces her, 

Ela. Thy Eyes are always laughing, Bellemante, 

Bell. And fo would yours, had they been fo well em- 
ployed as mine, this morning. I have been at the Chappel, 
and feen fo many Beaus, fuch a number of Plumeys, I 
cou'd not tell which I ihould look on mofl ; fometimes 
my Heart was charmed with the gay Blonding, then with 
the melancholy Noire, anon the amiable Brunet ; fome- 
times the bafhful, then again the bold; the little now, 
anon the lovely tall : In fine, my Dear, I was emba- 
rafsM on all fides, I did nothing but deal my Heart tout 
autour, 

Ela, Oh, there was then no danger, Coufin. 

Bell, No, but abundance of pleafure. 

Ela, Why, this is better than fighting for Charmante, 

Bell, That's when he's prefent only, and makes his 
Court to me ; I can figh to a Lover, but will never figh 

after him : ^but Oh the Beaus, the Beaus, Couun 

that I law at Church. 

Ela, Oh you had great devotion to Heaven then ! 

Bell, And fo I had ; for I did nothing but admire its 
Handy-work, but I cou'd not have pra/d heartily, if I 
had been dying ; but a duce on't, who fhou'd come in 
and fpoil all but my Lover Charmante^ fo drefs'd, fo 
gallant, that he drew together all the fcatter'd fragments 
of my Heart, confin'd my wandering Thoughts, and fixt 
'em all on him : Oh how he looked, how he was 
drefs'd. 

SINGS. 

Chevalier a Cheveux blonds ^ 
Plus de Mouche^ plus de Poudre^ 
Plus de Ribons et Cannous, 

I 3 - Oh. 
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— Oh what a dear raviftiing thing is the beginning of 
an Amour I 

Ela, Thou'rt dill in Tune, when wilt thou be tame, 
Bellemante f 

Bell, When I am weary of loving, Elaria, 

Ela. To keep up your Humour, here's a Letter from 
your CharmanU, 

Bellemante reads. 

MAlicious Creature f when wilt thou ceafe to torment 
nUy and either appear le/s charming, or more 
kindf I languijh when from you, and am wounded 
when 1 fee you, and yet I am eternally courting my Pain, 
Cinthio and I, are contriving how we fhall fee you to 
Night, Let us not toil in vain ; we ash but your con- 
fent ; the Pleajure will be all ours, *tis therefore fit we 
fuffer all the Fatigue, Grant this, and love me, if you 
willfave the Life of 

Your Charmante, 

Live then Charmante i Live as long as Love can 

lail! 

Ela, Well, Coufm, Scaramouch tells me of a rare de- 
fign's a hatching, to relieve us from this Captivity ; here 
are we mew'd up to be efpous'd to two Moon-csilfs for 
ought I know ; for the Devil of any human thing is 
fuffer'd to come near us without our Govemante and 
Keeper, Mr. Scaramouch, 

Bell, Who, if he had no more Honefly and Con- 
fcience than my Uncle, wou'd let us pine for want of 
Lovers ; but thanks be prais'd, the Generofity of our 
Cavaliers has open'd their obdurate Hearts with a Golden 
Key, that lets 'em in at all Opportunities. Come, come, 
let's in, and anfwer their Billet-Doux. [Exeunt, 



SCENE 
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SCEN E II. A Garden. 

Enter Dodlor, with all manner of Mathematical In- 
Jlruments hanging at his Girdle ; Scaramouch bear- 
ing a Tele/cope twenty {or more) Foot long. 

D06I. Set down the Telefcope. Let me fee, what 

Hour is it ? 

Scar. About fix a Clock, Sir. 

Dod, Then 'tis about the Hour that the great Monarch 
of the Upper World enters into his Clofet ; Moimt, mount 
the Telefcope. 

Scar, What to do, Sir ? 

Do£l, I underftand, at certain moments critical, one 
may be fnatch'd of fuch a mighty confequence, to let the 
Sight into the fecret Clofet. 

Scar. How, Sir, peep into the King's Clofet ! under 
favour, Sir, that will be fomething uncivil 

Do£l, Uncivil ! it were flat Treafon if it fhould be 
known ; but thus unfeen, and as wife Politicians fliou*d, 
I take Survey of all : This is the Statefman's Peeping-hole, 
thorow which he fleals the Secrets of his King, and 
feems to wink at diflance. 

Scar, The very Key-hole, Sir, thorow which, with half 
an Eye, he fees him even at his Devotion, Sir. 

\^A knocking at the Garden-gate, 

Doff, Take care none enter. [Scar, goes to the Door. 

Scar, Oh, Sir, Sir, here's fome flrange great Man come 
to wait on you. 

Doff. Great Man ! from whence } 

Scar. Nay, from the Moon- World, for ought I know, 
for he looks not like the People of the lower Orb. 

Doff. Ha ! and that may be ; wait on him in. 

[Exit Scar. 

Enter Scaramouch bare, bowing before Charmante, 
dref^d in a flrange fantaftical ifcdfity with Harle- 
quin ; falutes the Doffor. 

Char. Do(flor Baliardo, mofl learned Sir, all Hail ! 
Hail from die great Caballa of Eutofia. 

I 4 Doff. 
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Do!i. Mod reverend Bard, thrice welcome. 

[Salutei him low. 

Char. The Fame of your great Learning, Sir, and Vir- 
tue is known with Joy to the renown'd Society, 

Dofl. Fame, Sir, has done me too much Honour, to 
bear my Name to the renown'd Caballa. 

Char. You mud not attribute it all to Fame, Sir, they 
are loo learned and wife to take up things from Fame, 
Sir ; our Intelligence is by ways more fccret and fublime, 
the Stars, and little Demons of the Air inform us all 
things, pad, prefent, and to come. 

Do^. I mud confefs the Count of Gabalii renders it 
plain, from Writ divine and humane, there arc (ucb 
friendly and intelligent Daemons. 

Char. I hope you do not doubt that Doflrine, Sir, 
which holds that the Four Elements are peopled with Per- 
fonsof a Form and Species more divine than vulgar Mor- 
tals thofe of the fiery Regions we call the Salaman- 
ders, they beget Kings and Heroes, with Spirits like their 
Deietical Sires ; the lovely Inhabitants of the Water, we 
call Nymphs ; thofe of the Earth are Gnomes or Fairies; 
ihofe of uic Air arc Sylphs, Thefe, Sir, when in Con- 
junflion with Mortals, beget immonal Races ; fuch as 
the firft-born Man, which had continu'd fo, had the fird 
Man ne'er doated on a Woman. 

Don. I am of that opinion. Sir ; Man was not made 
for Woman. 

Char. Mofl certain. Sir, Man was to have been im- 
mortalii'd by the Love and Convcrfalion of thefe charm- 
ir^ Sylphs and Nymphs, and Women by the Gnomes 
and Salamanders, and to have (lock'd the World with 
Demi-Gods, fuch as at this Day inhabit the Empire of the 

Doh. Mod admirable Philofophy and Reafon .' But 

do thefe Sylphs and Nymphs appear in Shapes? 

Char. The mod beaulilul of all the Sons and Daugh- 
ters of the Univerfe ; Fancy, Imagination is not half fo 
charming : And then To foft, fo kind ! but none but the 
Caballa and their Families ate bled with their divine 

Addreffes. 
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AddrefTes. Were you but once admitted to that So- 

DoO. Ay, Sir, what Virtues or what Merits can accom- 
plith me for that great Honour ? 

Char. An abfolute abftinence from carnal thought, 
devout and pure of Spirit ; free from Sin. 

DoH. 1 dare not boaft my Virtues, Sirj Is there no 
way to try my Purity ? 
Ckar. Are you very fecret? 
Doa. Tis my firft Principle, Sir. 
Char. And one, the motl material in our Ro/ycrufian 
order. ^Pleafe you to make a Tryal ? 
DoH. As how. Sir, I befeech you ? 
Char. If you be thorowly pui^d from Vice, the Op- 
ticlcs of your Sight will be fo illuminated, that glancing 
thro this Telcfcope, you may behold one of ihefe lovely 
Creatures, that people the vaft Region of the Air. 
DoS. Sir, you oblige profoundly. 
Ckar. Kneel then, and try your ftrength of Virtue. 

Sir, Keep your Eye fix'd and open. 

{He looks in thi Tile/eope. 
\Whili he is looking, Charmante^u^J la the Door 
to Scaramouch, who matted on purpeft ■with- 
out, and tabes a Clafs ■with a PiUure 0/ a 
Nymph on it, and a Light behind it ; that as 
he brings it, it Jhews to the Audience. Goes 
fo the end of the Tele/cope. 
• Can you difcem, Sir? 
Doil. Methinks, I fee a kind of glorious Cloud drawn 

up and now, 'tis gone again. 

Char. Saw you no Fuger ? 
Doa. None. 

Ckar. Then make a Ihort Prayer to Alikin, the Spirit 
of the Eaa ; Ihake off all earthly Thoughts, and look 
^ain. [//if prays. Charmante puts the Cla/t 

into the Mouth of the Tele/cope. 

Dofl. Aflonifh'd, ravilh'd with Delight, I fee a 

Beauty young and Angel-like, leaning upon a Cloud. 

Chw. Seems (he on a Bed ? then (lie's repofing, and 
you mult not gaie. 

I 5 Doa. 
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Don. Now a Cloud veils her from me. 

Char. She faw you peeping then, and drew the Cur- 
lain of the Air between. 

Don. 1 am all Rapture, Sir, ai this rare Vifion— is't 
polTible, Sir, that I may ever hope the Converfation of 
fo divine a Beauty ? 

Char. Mod poflible. Sir ; they will court you, their 

whole delight is to immortalize AUxander was begot 

by a Salamander, that viCted his Mother in the form of 
a Serpent, becaufe he would not make King Philip Jea^ 
lous ; and that famous Philofopher Merlin was bcgottert 
on a VeHal Nun, a certain King's Daughter, by a mod 
beautiful young Salamaikder ; as indeed all the Heroes, 
and Men of mighty Minds are. 

Don. Mod excellent I 

Char. The Nymph Egtria, inamour'd on Nupui Pom- 
pilius, came to him invilible to all Eyes elfe, and ^ve 
him all his Wifdom and Philofophy. Zoroajltr, Tri/~ 
wugijlus, ApuUius, Aquinius, Aiberlus Magnus, SoeraUs 
and I'lr^V had their Zilp hid, which the Foolilh call'd their 
Daemon or DeviL But you are wife, Sir. 

Doil, But do you imagine Sir, they will (all in love 
with an old Mortal ? 

Char, They love not like the Vulgar, 'tis the im- 
mortal Part they doat upon. 

Don. But Sir, 1 have a Niece and Daughter which I 
love equally, were it not polTible they might be Immor- 
lalii'd ? 

Char. No doubt on't. Sir, if they be pure and chaile. 

Don. I think they are, and I'll take care to keep 'em 
fo ; for I confefs, Sir, I wou'd fain have a Hero to mj 
Grandfon. 

Char. You never faw the Emperor of tfae Moon, Sir, 
the mighty Iredonoxar f 

Don. Never, Sir ; his Court I have, but 'twas confuC- 
edly too. 

CAar. Refine your Thoughts Sir, by a Moment's Prayer, 
and try again. [He prays. Chts. tlaps the Cla/s 

with the Emperor on it, kt 
looks in and/ets it. 

Doa. 
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Dolt. It is 100 much, too much for mortal Eyes ! I fee 
a Monarch feated on a Throne — but feems mod fad and 

Ckar. Forbear then, Sir ; for now his Love-Fit's on, 
and then he wgii'd be private. 

Don. His Love-Fit, Sir ! 

Ckar. Ay, Sir, ihe Emperor's in love with fome fair 
Mortal, 

Dail. And can he not command her ? 

Char, Yes, but her Quality being too mecin, he (Irug- 
gles, thoa King, 'twixt Love and Honour. 

DoS. It were too much to know the Mortal, Sir? 

Ckar. Tis yet unknown, Sir, to the Caballifts, who 
now are ufmg all their Arts to find her, and ferve his 
Majetly ; but now my great Affair deprives me of you : 
To morrow. Sir, 111 wait on you again; and now I've 
try'd your Virtue, tell yoo Wonders. 

DoS. I humbly kifs your Hands, mod learned Sir. 

[Charmante goes out. DoClor wails oh him to 
thi Door, and rtturns: to him Scaramouch. 
All this while Harlequin was hid in the 
Hedges, peeping now and then, and when 
his Mafler went out he was left behind. 

Sea. So, fo, Don Charmante has plaid his Part mod 
exquifitely ; I'll in and fee how it works in his Pericra- 
nium. Did you call, Sir? 

Dolt, Scaramouch, I have, for thy fmgular Wit and 
Honefly, always had a Tendemefs for thee above that of 
a Mallef to a Servant. 

Sea. I mull confefs it, Sir. 

Doll, Thou haft Virtue and Merit that deferves much. 

Sea. Oh Lord, Sir I 

Doll. And I may make thee great ;^all 1 require, 
is, that thou wilt double thy diligent Care of my Daugh- 
ter and my Niece; for there are mighty things dcfign'd for 
them, if we can keep 'em from the fight of Man. 

Sea. The fight of Man, Sir ! 

DaH. Ay, and the very Thoughts of Man. 

Sea. What Antidote is there to be given to a young 
Wench, againfl the Oifeaiie of Love and Longing } 

DoH. 
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Dod. Do you your Part, and becaofe I know thee 
difcreel and very fecret, I will hereafter difcover Wonders 
to thee. On pain of Life, look to the Girls ; that's your 
Chaise. 

Sea. Doubt me not. Sir, and I hope your Reverence 
will reward my faithful Service with Afop/efihil, your 
Daughter's Govemante, who is rich, and has long had 
my Affeaion, Sir. 

Hai\e(\ma ptepiitg, cries Oh Traitor! 

Don. Set not thy Heart on tranfitory Mortal, there's 

better things in Itore — befides, 1 have promis'd her to a 

Farmer for his Son. Come in with me, and bnng 

the Telefcope. [Ex. Dodlor and Scaramouch. 

Harlequin comes out on the Stage. 

Hta: My M illrefs Mopfophil to marry a Farmet's Son ! 

What, am 1 then forfaken, abandon'd by the falfe fair 

One? 
If I have Honour, \ muft die with Rage ; 
Reproaching gently, and complaining madly. 

It IS refolv'd, I'll hang my felf No, when did 1 ever 

hearof a Hero that hang'd himfelf ?— No, 'tis the Death 
of Rogues. What if I drown my felff— No, Ufekfs 
Dogs and Puppies are drown'd j a Piftol or a Caper on 
my own Sword wou'd look more nobly, but that I have 
a natural Averiion to Pain. Befides, it is as vulgar as 
Rats-bane, or the ilicing of the Weafand. No, I'll die 
a Death uncommon, and leave behind me an eternal 
Fame. I have fomewhere read an Author, either antient 
or modem, of a Man that laugh'd to death. — 1 am very 
ticklilh, and am refolv'd to die that Death.— Oh Mop/o- 
phil, my cruel Mop/opkil .' 

[Fulls off his Hat, Sword and Shoes. 
And now, farewel the World, fond Love, and monal 
Cares. {He Jails to tiikU himfelf. His Head, kis Ears, 
his Artn'pits, Hands, Sides, and Soles of kit 
Feel ; making ridiculous Cries twd Noifes of 
Laughing federal ways, with Antiek Lti^s 
and Skips, at laft falls down as dead. 

Snitr 
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Enter Scaramouch. 

Scar. Harlequin was left in the Garden, 111 tell him the 

News o{ Map/ophil. [Going /ortimrd, lumbUs over htm. 

Ha, what's here ? Harlequin dead ! 

[Heaving kiiH up, kijties into a Rage. 
Har. Who is't that thus wou'd rob me of my Ho- 

Sea. Honour, why I thought ihou'dfl been dead 

Har, Why fo I was, and the moll agreeably dead. 

Sea. 1 came to bemoan with thee the mutual lofs of 
our Miarefs. 

Har. I know it, Sir, 1 know it, and tiiat thou art as 
&lfe as fhe : Was't not a Covenant between us, that 
neither Oiou'd take advantage of the other, but both 
(hou'd have fair play, and yet you bafely went to under- 
mine me, and ask her of the Doflor ; but fince fhe's 
gone, I (corn to quarrel for her — But let's like loving 
Brothers, hand in hand, leap from fome Precipice into 

Sea. What, and fpoil all my Clothes? I thank you for 
that ; no, 1 have a newer way : you know I lodge four 
pair of Stairs high, let's afcend hither, and after faying 
our Prayers 

Har. Prayers ! I never heard of a dying Hero that 
5ver pra/d. 

Sea. Well, I'll nol ftand with you for a Trifle— Being 
:ome up, I'll open the Cafement, take you by the Heels, 
and ilingyou out into the Street ; after wliich, you have no 
more to do, but to come up and throw me down in my 

Har. The Atchievement's great and new ; but now I 
think on't, I'm refolv'd to hear my Sentence from the 
Mouth of the perfidious Trollop, for yet I cajinot credit 
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SCENE II. Tlu Chamber ^ Bellemante. 

Enter Scaramouch poping. 
Sea, So, I have got rid of my Rival, and (hall here get 
an Opportunity to fpeak with Mopfophil ; for hither ftie 
mud come anon, to lay the young Lady's Night-things in 
order ; Til hide my felf in fome Comer till (he come. 

{Goes on to the further fide of the Stage, 

Enter Harlequin groping. 

Hot, So, I made my Rival believe I was gone, and 

hid my felf till I got this Opportunity to ileal to Mopfo- 

pkWs Apartment, which mufi be hereabouts ; for from 

thefe Windows (he us'd to entertain my Love. 

[Advances, 

Scar, Ha, I hear a foft Tread, if it were Mopfo^ 

phil% (he wou'd not come by dark. 

[Harlequin advancing runs againfi a TablCy 

and almofifirikes himfelf backwards, 

Har. What was that ? — a Table, there I may obfcure 

my felf. [Groping for the Table, 

What a Devil, is it vani(h'd ? 

Sea, Devil, — vanifh'd ! What can this mean ? 'Tis a 

Man's Voice. If it (hou'd be my Mailer the Dodlor 

now, I were a dead Man ; — he can't fee me ; and VW. put 
my felf into fuch a Poflure, that if he feel me, he (hall 
as foon take me for a Church Spout as a Man. 

[He puts himfelf into a Pofture ridiculous^ his 
Arms a-kimbo, his Knees wide open, his 
Baekfide almojl touching the Ground, his 
Mouth firetched wide, and Eyes fiaring, 
Har. groping thrufls his Hand into his 
Mouth, he bites him, the other dares not 
cry out, 
Har. Ha, what's this ? all Mouth, with twenty rows 

of Teeth. Now dare not I cry out, left the Do^or 

fhou'd come, find me here, and kill me — 111 try if it be 
mortal. [Making damnable Faces andfigns of Pain, 

he draws a Dagger. Scar, feels the 
Point of it, and fhrinks back, letting go 
hif H/Tftd. Scar, 
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Scar, Who the Devil can this be ? I feU a Poniard, and 
am glad I fav'd my Skin from pinking. [Steals out. 

[Harlequin groping about, finds the Table, 
on which there ts a Carpet, and creeps 
under it, lijlning. 
Enter Bellemante, with a Canme in one Hand, 'and a 

Book in the other, 
Bel, I am in a Belle Humor for Poetry to night ; 
ni make fome Boremes on Love. 

[She writes andjludies. 
Out of a great Curiofity, — A Shepherd did demand of 

me, 

No, no, A Shepherd this implored of me, 

[Scratches out^ and writes a-new. 

Ay, ay, fo it (hall go. — Tell me, f aid he, can you refign f 

— Refign, 2c<j, vhat (hall rhyme to Refign f — Tell me, f aid 

he, — [She lays down the Tablet, and walks about, 

[\{2a\Q(]mii peeps from under the Table, takes 

the Book, writes in it, and lays it up 

before /he can turn, 

[Reads!\ Ay, ay, \o it (hall be, — Tell me, faid he, my 

Bellemante ; Will you be kind to your Charmante ? 

[Reads thofe two lines, and is amas'd. 
Ha, Heav'ns ! What's this ? I am amaz'd ! 
— And yet I'll venture once more. [ Writes andfiudies, 
— / blufKd and veiPd my wifhing Eyes, 

[Lays down the Book, and walks as before, 

Wifhing Eyes I [Har. writes as before, 

[She turns and takes the Tablet, 

Bell, And anfwer^d only with my Sighs, 

Ha ! What is this 1 Witchcraft, or fome Divinity of Love ? 

Some Cupid fure invifible. 

Once more 111 try the Qiarm. [ Writes. 

Coi^d I a better way my Love impart f 

[Studies and walks, 

Impart [He writes as before. 

Bell, — And without fpeaking, tell him all my Heart, 

^'Tis here again, but where's the Hand that writ it ? 

[Looks about, 

The 
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The little Deity that will be feen 

But only in his Miracles. It cannot be a Devil, 
For here's no Sin nor Mifchief in all this. 
EnUr Charmante. She hides the Tablety hefteps to 
her^ and f Hatches it from her and reads. 

Char, reads. 

Out of a great Curiofity^ 

A ShepJurd this implored of me. 

Tell me^faid he, my Bellemante, 

Will you be kind to your Charmante? 

/ bluflCd, and veiPd my wi/kin^ Eyes, 

And anfwer'd only with my Si^hs. 

Cou'd I a better way my Love impart t 

And without fpeaking, tell him all my Heart, 

Char, Whofe is this different Charafter ? \Looks angry. 

Bell, Tis yours for ought I know. 

Char. Away, my Name was put here for a blind. 
What Rhiming Fop have you been clubbing Wit withal ? 

Bell, Ah ! mon Dieu f — Charmante jealous ? 

Char, Have I not caufe ? — Who writ thefe Boremes ? 

Bell, Some kind affifling Deity, for ought I know. 

Char, Some kind affifling Coxcomb, that I know. 
The Ink's yet wet, the Spark is near I find. 

Bell, Ah, Malheureufe! How was I miflaken in this 
Man? 

Char, Miflaken ! What, did you take me for an eafy 

Fool to be impos'd upon? One that wou'd be 

cuckolded by every feather'd Fool; that you'd call a 
Beau un Gallant Homme, 'Sdeath ! Who wou'd doat 
upon a fond She- Fop ? — a vain conceited amorous Co- 
quette. [Goes out, Jhe pulls him back. 
Enter Scaramouch running. 

Sea, Oh Madam ! hide your Lover, or we are all un- 
done. 

Char, I will not hide, till I know the thing that made 
the Verfes. \The Dodor calling cu on the Stairs, 

Db6l, Bellemante,s^\tce,'--Bellemante, 

Scar, 
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Sear. She's coming, Sir.— Where, where (hall I hide 

him ? Oh, the Clofet's open \ 

[ Thrujls him into tiu Clo/et by force. 

Dad. Oh Niece ! Ill Luck, 111 Luck, I muil leave 
S^ you to night ; my Brother the Advocate is fick, and has 
lent for rae ; 'tis three long Leagues, and dark as 'tis, I 
mud go. — ITiey fay he is dying. Here, take my Keys, 
[Pulls out his Keys, one falls down. 
and go into my Study, and look over all my Papers, and 
bring me alt thofe mark'd with a Crofs and iigure of 
Three, they concern my Brother and I. 

\Ske looks OH Scaramouch, and makes 
pitiful Signs, and goes out. 

Come Scaramouch, and gel me ready for my 

Journey ; and on your Life, let not a Door be opcn'd 
liU my Return. [Exit. 

Enter MopfophiL Har. peeps front under the Table. 

Har. Hal Mopfophil,-a3\Ai!Mxvb\ 

Mop. Well, 'tis a delicious thing to be rich i what a 
world of Lovers it invites : I have one for every Hand, 
and the Favorite for my Lips. 

Har. Ay, him wou'd 1 be glad to know. [Peeping. 

Mop. But of all my Lovers, I am for the Farmer's Son, 

becaufe he keeps a CalaJh and I'll fwear a Coach is 

the moR agreeable thing about a Man. 

Har. Ho, ho! 

Mop. Ah, me,— Wbaes that? 

He anfwers in afhrill Voice. 

Har. The Chofl of a poor Lover, dwindled into a 
Ueyho. 

\He rifesfrom under the Table, and falls at her Feet. 
Scaramouch enters. She runs offfqueaking. 

Sea. Ha, my Rival and my Miftrefs! 

Is this done like a Man of Honour, Monfieur Harlequin, 
■o lake advantages to injure me ? 

Har. Advantages are lawful in Love and War. 

Scar. 'Twas contrary to our League and Covenant ; 
therefore I defy thee as a Trayior. 

Har. I fcom to fight with thee, becaufe I once call'd 
thee Brother. 

"Vol IV. Sear. 
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Scar, Then thou art a Poltroon, that's to fay, a 
Coward. 
Har. Coward ! nay, then I am provoked, come on. 
Scar. Pardon me, Sir, I gave the Coward, and you 
ought to (Irike. [They go to fight ridiculoufiy, and ever 

as Scaramouch fajfes^ Harlequin 
Uaps a/idey ana skips fo nimbly 
about ^ he cannot touch him for his 
Life ; which after a while endea- 
vouring in vain, he lays down his 
Sword, 

If you be for dancing. Sir, I have my Weapons for 

all occafions. [Scar, pulls out a Flute Doux, and falls 

to playing, Har. throws down 
his, and falls a dancing ; after 
the Dance, they /hake hands, 
Har, Ha mon bon ami, — I s not this better than duelling ? 
Scar, But not altogether fo heroick, Sir. Well, for 
the future, let us have fair play ; no Tricks to undermine 
each other, but which of us is chofen to be the happy 
Man, the other (hall be content. 
£la, within, Coufm Bellemante, Coufm. 
Scar, 'Slife, lef s be gone, left we be feen in the Ladies 
Apartment. \Sc2iT,fiips Harlequin behind the Door, 

Enter Elaria. 

Ela, How now, how came you here? 

[Sigfis to Har. to go out. 
Scar, I came to tell you. Madam, my Mafter's juft 
taking Mule to go his Journey to Night, and that Don 
Cinthio is in the Street, for a lucky moment to enter in. 

Ela. But what if any one by my Father's Order, or he 
himfelf (hould by fome chance furprize us ? 

Scar. If we be, I have taken order againft a Difcovery. 

Ill go fee if the old Gentleman be gone, and return wiUi 

your Lover. [Goes out. 

Ela, I tremble, but know not whether 'tis with Fear 

or Joy. 

Enter Cinthio. 
On. My dear Elaria — [Runs to imbrace her^ 

She fiarts from him. 
Ha, 
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— Ha, — (hun my Arms, Elaria / 

Ela. Heavens ! Why did you come fo foon ? 
Cin, Is it too foon, when'er 'tis fafe, Elaria f 
Ela. I die with Fear — Met you not Scaramouch f 

He went to bid you wait a while ; what fhall I do ? 
Cin, Why this Concern ? none of the Houfe has feen 

me. I faw your Father taking Horfe. 
Ela, Sure you miflake, methinks I hear his Voice. 
Do^. Mow}— My Key The Key of my Labora- 
tory. Why, Knave Scaramouchj where are you 1 
Ela, Do you hear that. Sir ? — Oh, Fm undone ! 

Where (hall I hide you ? He approaches. 

\She fear ekes where to hide him. 

Ha ! my Coufm's Clofet's open, ftep in a little. 

\He goes itiy Jhe puts out the Candle, 

Enter the Doctor, She gets round the Chamber to the 
Doory and as he advances in^jhejleals out, 
Do{2. Here I mufl have dropt it ; a Light, a Light 

there. 

Enter CmiYixo from the Clofety pulls Charmante out^ they 

not knowing each other, 
Cin, Oh this perfidious Woman ! No marvel (he was 

fo furpriz'd and angry at my Approach to Night. 

Cha, Who can this be ? but Til be prepared. 

[Lays his Hand on his Sword. 
DoSl, Why Scaramouch^ Knave, a Light ! 

\Turns to the Door to call. 

Enter Scaramouch with a Light,and feeing the two Lovers 
therey runs againfi his Mafleryputs out the Candle^ 
and flings him down and falls over him. At the en- 
trance of the Candle, Charmante fUpt from Cinthio 
into the Clofet, Cinthio gropes to find him ; when 
Mopfophil and Elaria, hearing a great Noife, enter with 
a Light. C'lnthio^nding he was difcover'd falls to 
a£lin^ a Mad-man, Scaramouch helps up the Do^or, 
and lows. 

Ha, ^a Man, and in my Houfe, Oh dire Mif- 

fortune ! Who are you, Sir ? 

Cin, Men call me Gog Magog, the Spirit of Power ; 

My Right-hand Riches holds, my Left-hand Honour. 

Is 
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Is there a City Wife wou'd be a Lady f— Bring her to me. 
Her eafy Cuckold ftiall be dubb'd a Knight. 

Ela. Oh Heavens ! a Mad-man, Sir. 

Cin. Is there a tawdry Fop wou'd have a Title f 
A rich Mechaniclc that wou'd be an AJdcmian ? 

■ And I'll convert that Coxcomb, and that Blockhead, into 
Your Honour and Righl-Worihipfiil. 

Dact. Mad, (lark mad ! Why Sirrah. Rogue — Seara- 

mouck—Haw got this Mad-man in? [WkiU the Doctor 

turns to Scaramouch, CiM^Aa /peaks /o/IIy to Elaria, 

Cin. Oh, thou perfidious Maid ! Who hall thou hid in 
yonder confcious Clofet ? \Afide to her. 

Scar. Why, Sir, he was brought in a Chair for your Ad- 
vice ; but how he rambled from the Parlour to this Cham- 
ber, I know not. 

Cin. Upon a winged Horfe, yclcped Pega/us, 
Swift as the fiery Racers of the Sun, 

I fly I fly 

See how I mount, and cut the liquid Sky. \^RuHt oiti. 

Doci. Alas poor Gentleman, he's pad all Cure. 

But Sirrah, for the future, take you care that no yoimg 
mad Patients be brought into my Houfe. 

Sear. 1 (hall, Sir, and fee, — here's your Key you 

look'd for. 

Doit. That's well ; t muft be gone— Barup the Doors, 
and upon Life or Death let no man enter. 

{Exit DoHor, and all with him, with the Light. 

Charmante peeps out — and fy degees tomes all out, 
li/lning every Jttp. 

Char. Who the Devil eou'd that be that pull'd me from 

the Clofet ? but at latt I'm free, and the Doflor's gone ; 

III to Cinthio, and bring him to pafs this Night with 

our Miftreffes. [Exit. 

As he is gone off, enter ^xa-Aaa groping. 

Cin. Now for this lucky Rival, if his Stars will make 

this lafl part of his Adventure fuch. I hid my felf in the 

ne« Chamber, till I heard the Dodlor go, only to return 

to be rcveng'd. [ffe gropes his way into the Cleftt, 

with his Sword drawn. 



k 
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Enter Elaria viith a Light. 
Ela. Scaramouch tells me Charmanle is conceal'd in the 
Clofet, whom Cinthio furely has miflaken for fome Lover 
of mine, and is jealous ; but I'll fend CAarmanft' after him, 
to make my peace and undeceive him. [Goes to the Door. 
— Sir, Sir, where ate you ? they are all gone, you may 
adventure ouL [Cinthio comts out. 

Ha, Cinthio here? 

Cin. Yes, Madam, to your (hame : 
Now your Perfidioufnefs is plain, falfe Woman, 
'Tis well your Lover had the Dexterity of efcaping, I'ad 
fpoiJ'd his making Love elfe. [Goes /ram her,Jhe holds him. 
Eta. Prithee hear me, 

Cin. But fince my Ignorance of his Perfon faves his 
Life, live and pofTcfs him, till I can difcover him. 

\Gots out. 
Ela. Go peevifh Fool — 

Whofc Jealoufy believes mc given to change. 

Let thy own Torments be my jufl Revenge. [Exit. 



ACT II. SCE N E I. 
An Antick Dance. 

After the Mujick has plaid, eater Elaria ; to her Bel- 

lemanle. 

Ela. T T Eavens Bellemaiite .' Where have you been ? 

jn Belt. Fatigu'd with the moft difagreeable Af- 
fair, for a 'Perfon of my Humour, in the World. Oh, 
how I hate Bufmefs, which 1 do no more mind, than 
a Spark does the Sermon, who Is ogling his Miftrefs at 
Church alt the while : I have been ruffling over twenty 
Reams of Paper for my Uncle's Writings. 
Enter Scaramouch. 
Scar. So, fo, the old Gentleman is departed this wicked 
World, and the Houfe is our own for this Night.— Where 
are the Sparks .' where are the Sparks ? 

Ela. 
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Ela, Nay, Heaven knows. 

BelL How ! I hope not fo ; I left Charmante confin'd 
to my Clofet, when my Uncle had like to have furpriz'd 
us together : Is he not here ? 

Ela, No, he's efcap'd, but he has made fweet doings. 

BelL Heavens Coufm ! What ? 

Ela, My Father was coming into the Chamber, and 
had like to have taken Cinthio with me, when, to con- 
ceal him, I put him into your Clofet, not knowing of 
CharmanUs being there, and which, in the dark, he 
took for a Gallant of mine ; had not my Father's Pre- 
fence hinder'd, I believe there had been Murder com- 
mitted ; however they both efcap'd unknown. 

Scar, Pfliaw, is that all ? Lovers Quarrels are foon Ad- 
lufted ; 111 to 'em, unfold the Riddle, and bring 'em 
back — take no care, but go in and drefs you for the Ball ; 
Mopfophil has Habits which your Lovers fent to put on : 
the Fiddles, Treat, and all are prepared. [Exit, 

Enter Mopfophil. 

Mop, Madam, your Coufm Florinday with a Lady, are 
come to vifit you. 

Bell, I'm glad on't, 'tis a good Wench, and well 
truft her with our Mirth and Secret. \T^^y S^ ^^^' 

SCENE changes to a Street, 

Enter Page with a Flambeau, follov/d by Cinthio ; 
pajfes over the Stage, Scaramouch follows Cinthio 
in a Campaign Coat, 

Scar, Tis Cinthio— Don Cinthio, \Calls, he turns. 

Well, what's the Quarrel ? — How fell ye out ? 

Cin, You may inform your felf I believe, for thefc 
clofe Intrigues cannot be carried on without your Know- 
ledge. 

Scar, What Intrigues, Sir ? be quick, for I'm in hade. 

Cin, Who was the Lover I furpriz'd i'th' Clofet ? 

Scar, Deceptio vi/us. Sir ; the Error of the Eyes, 

Cin. Thou Dog, I felt him too ; but fmce tne Rafcal 
'fcaped me, I'll be reveng'd on thee. 

Goes 
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[Goes to beat him ; he running away, runs againft 
Harlequin, who is entering with Charmante, and 
like to have thrown ^em both down. 

Char. Ha, Whafs the matter here ? 

Scar, Seignior Don Charmante, [Then heftruts cou- 

rageoujly in with *em. 

Char, What, Cinthio in a Rage I 
Who's the unlucky Obje^ ? 

Cin, All Man and Woman Kind : Elarids falfe. 

Char, Elaria falfe ! take heed, fure her nice Virtue is 
proof againft the Vices of her Sex. 
Say rather Bellemante, 
She who by Nature's light and wavering. 
The Town contains not fuch a falfe Impertinent. 
This Evening I furpriz'd her in her Chamber, 
Writing of Verfes, and between her Lines 
Some Spark had newly pen'd his proper Stuff. 
Curfe of the Jilt, I'll be her Fool no more. 

Har, I doubt you are miftaken in that, Sir, for 'twas 
I was the Spark that writ the proper Stuff to do you fer- 
vice. 

Char, Thou ! 

Scar, Ay, we that fpend our Lives and Fortunes here 
to ferve you, — to be us'd like Pimps and Scoundrels. 
Come, Sir, fatisfy him who 'twas was hid i'th' Clofet, 
when he came in and found you. 

Cin, Ha, — is't poflible ? Was it Charmante t 

Char, Was it you, Cinthio t Pox on't, what Fools 
are we, we cou'd not know one another by Inftindl ? 

Scar, Well, well, difpute no more this clear Cafe, but 
let's haften to your Miftrefles. 

Cin, I'm afhamed to appear before Elaria, 

Char, And I to Bellemante, 

Scar, Come, come, take Heart of Grace; pull your 
Hats down over your Eyes ; put your Arms acrofs ; figh 
and look fcurvily ; your ftmple Looks are ever a Token 
of Repentance : come—come along. [Exeunt, 



SCENE 
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SCENE clianges to the Infide of tlie Hoitfe. 
The Front of the Scene is only a Curtain or 
Hangings to be drawn up at Phafure. 

Enter Elaria, Belleraarte, Mopfophil, and Ladies, drefid 
in Masking Habits. 

Ela. I am extremely pleas'd with (hefe Habits, Coufin. 

Bell. They are d la Gothic and Uncommufie. 

Lady. Your Lovers have a very good Fancy, Couruir 
1 long to fee 'em. 

Ela. And fo do I. 1 vonder Scaramouch flays fo, and 
what Succels he has. 

Bell. You have no caufc to doubt, you can fo eaflly 
acquit your felf; but 1, what (hall 1 do? who can no 
more imagine who (hou'd write Ihofc Boremes, than who 
I Ihall love next, if 1 break off with Ckarmante. 

Lady. If he be a Man of Honour, Coufin, when a 
Maid protefts her Innocence 

Bell. Ay, but he's a Man of Wit too, Coufin, and 
knows when Women protcft moil, they likely lye mod, 

Ela. Mod commonly, for Truth needs no affeveration. 

Bell. That's according to the Difpolition of your Lover, 
for fomc believe you mod, when you moft abufe and 
cheat 'em ; fomc are fo obilinate, they wou'd damn a 
Woman with Proteiling, before (he can convince 'cm. 

Ela. Such a one is not worth convincing, I wou'd not 
make the World wife at the cxpence of a Virtue. 

Bell. Nay, he Ihall e'en remain as Heaven made him 
for mc, fince there are Men enough for aJl ufes. 

Enter Charmante arid Cinthio, dre/s'd in their Gcthif 
Habits, Scaramouch, Harlequin and Mufick. Char- 
mante and Cinthio kneel. 

Cin. Can you forgive us ? [Elaria lakes Aim up. 

Bell. That, Cinthio, you're convinc'd, 1 do not won- 
der ; but how Charmante is infpir'd, 1 know not. 

( Takes him ufi. 

Char. Let it fuffice, I'm fatisfy'd, my Bellemante. 

Ela. 
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Ela. Pray know my Coufin Flarinda. 



[ They Mult the Lady. 



ey/i 



I 



) talk of 



Btll. Come, 1« us n 
Friends. 

CAar. The beft ufe we can make of il 

Btll. Oh ! we (hall have time enough for thai here- 
after ; befidcs, you may make Love in Dancing as well 
as in Sitting; you may gaze, figh, and prefs the Hand, 
and now and then receive a Kifs, what wou'd you 

Char. Yes, wifti a little more. 

Btll. We were unreafonable to forbid you that cold 
Joy, nor Ihall you with long in vain, if you bring Mat- 
ters fo about, to get us with my Uncle's Confenl. 

Ela. Our Fortunes depending folely on his Pleafure, 
which are too confiderable to lofe. 

Cin. All things are order'd as I have written you at 
lai^e ; our Scenes and al! our Properties are ready ; we 
have no more to do but to banter the old Gentleman into 
> little mote Faith, which the next Vifit of our new Ca- 
balift Charmantt will complete. \Tht Mufick plays. 

Enter /oms Anlicks, and dame. They all fit the •while. 

Ela. Your Dancers have performed well, but 'twere fit 
we knew who we have trufted with this Evening's In- 
trigue. 

Cin. Thofe, Madam, who are to ailill us in carrying 
on a greater Intrigue, the gaining of you. They are our 
Kinsmen. 

Ela. Then they are doubly welcome. 

\Here is a Song in Dialogue, milk Flute Daux and 
Harpficords, helween a Shepherd and Sktphtrde/t ; 
which ended, they all dance a Figure Dance. 

Cin. Hark, what No'ife is that ? fure 'tis in the next 

Decl. 'oiithin] Scaramouch, Scaramouch .' 

[Scaramouch runs to the Door, and holds it/ajl. 

Scar. Ha, the Devil in the likerefs of my old Maf- 

ter"* Voice, for it is impolTible it (hould be he himfelf. 

K Char. 
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Char, If it be he, how got he in ? did you not fe- 
cure the Doors ? 

Ela, He always has a Key to open 'em. Oh ! what 
(hall we do ? there's no efcaping him ; he's in the next 
Room, thro which you are to pafs. 

Doct, Scaramouch, Knave, where are you ? 

Scar. Tis he, 'tis he, follow me all 

[He goes with all the Company behind 
the Front Curtain, 
Doct, within,] I tell you. Sirrah, I heard the noife 
of Fiddles. 
Peter within,] No furely, Sir, 'twas a Miflake. 

[Knocking at the Door, 
Scaramouch having placed them all in the Hangings 
in which they make the Figures, where theyjland 
without Motion in Pojlures, he comes out. He 
opens the Door with a Candle in his Hand, 
Enter the Doctor , and Peter with a Light, 
Scar, Blefs me, Sir I Is it you — or your Ghofl ? 
Doct, 'Twere good for you, Sir, if I were a thing of 
Air ; but as I am a fubilantial Mortal, I vrill lay it on as 

fubfiantially \Canes him. He cries^ 

Scar, What d'ye mean. Sir ? what d'ye mean ? 
Doct, Sirrah, mufl I (land waiting your Leifure, while 
you are roguing here ? I will reward ye. [Beats him. 

Scar. Ay, and I (hall deferve it richly. Sir, when you 
know all. 

Doct, I guefs all. Sirrah, and I heard all, and you 
(hall be rewarded for alL Where have you hid the Fid- 
dles, you Rogue ? 
Scar, Fiddles, Sir I 
Doct, Ay, Fiddles, Knave. 

Scar. Fiddles, Sir ! ^Where ? 

Doct, Here, here I heard 'em, thou falfe Steward of 
thy Mailer's Treafure. 

Scar. Fiddles, Sir ! Sure 'twas Wind got into your 
Head, and whiilled in your Ears, riding fo late. Sir. 

Doct, Ay, thou falfe Varlet, there's another debt I 
owe thee, for bringing me fo damnable a Lye : My Bro- 
ther's 
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ther's well 1 met his Valet but a League from Town, 

and found thy Roguery out. {Beats him. He cries. 

Scar, Is this the Reward I have for being fo diligent 
fince you went ? 

Doct, In what, thou Villain ? in what? 

\The Curtain is drawn np^ and difcovers the 
Hangings where all of themjland. 

Scar, Why look you, Sir, I have, to iurprize you with 
Pleafure, againd you came home, been putting up this 
Piece of Tapeftry, the beft in Italy, for tne Ra^nefs of 
the Figures, Sir. 

Doct, Ha ! hum — It is indeed a (lately Piece of Work ; 
how came I by 'em ? 

Scar, 'Twas fent your Reverence from the Virtuofo, or 
fome of the Cabalifls. 

Doct, I muft confefs, the Workmanfhip is excellent ; — 
but ftill I do infift I heard the Mufick. 

Scar, 'Twas then the tuning of the Spheres, fome Se- 
renade, Sir, from the Inhabitants of the Moon. 

Doct, Himi, from the Moon, and that may be. 

Scar, Lord, d'ye think I wou'd deceive your Reve- 
rence? 

Doct, From the Moon, a Serenade, 1 fee no figns 

on't here, indeed it muft be fo I'll think on't more 

at leifure. \AJidi, 
Prithee what Story's this ? \Looks on the Hangings. 

Scar, Why, Sir, — 'Tis 

[Peter and Scaramouch hold Candles near. He takes 
a Per/pectivCy and looks thro it ; and coming nearer^ 
Harlequin, who is placed on a Tree in the Hang- 
ings, hits him on 'the Head with his Trunchion, 
Hejlarts, and looks about, Haileqmnyits^ll, 

Doct, Hold up the Candles higher, and nearer. 

Scar, Sir 

Doct, What was that ftruck me ? 

Scar, Struck you. Sir ! Imagination. 

Doct, Can my Imagination feel. Sirrah ? 

Scar, Oh the moft tenderly of any part about one. 
Sir! 

Doct, Hum ^that may be. 

K 2 Scar, 
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Scar. Are you a great Phllofophcr, and know not that) 
Sir? 
Docl. This Fellow has a glimpfe of Profundity. 

[AfiiU. Looks agaim. 

I like the Figures well. 

Scar. You will, when you fee 'em by Day-light, Sir. 

[Har. hits him again. The Doctor fees him. 
Do!}. Ha,— Is that Imagination too?— Beiray'd, be- 
tray'd, undone ! run for my Piftols, call up my Servants 
Pettr, a Plot upon my Daughter and my Niece ! 

[Runs out ■with Peter. Scaramouch >aii out tks 
Candle, they come out of the Hanging, which 
is drawn away. He places 'em in a Row juft 
at the Entrance. 
Scar. Here, here, fear nothing, hold by each other, 
that when I go out, all may go ; that is, flip out, when 
you hear the Doflor is come in again, which he wilt cer- 
tainly do, and all depart to your refpetilive Lodgings. 
Cin. And leave thee to bear the Brunt? 
Scar. Take you no care for that, I'll put it into my 
Bill of Chains, and be paid all together. 

Enter the Donor ivilh Pi/lolt, and Peter. 
Dcfl. What, by dark ? that Ihaii not Cave you. Vil- 
lains, Traitors to my Glory and Repofe. Peter, hold 

fall the Door, let none 'fcape. {.They all flip out. 

Pet. I'll warrant you, Sir. [Doflar grofies about, 

flamps and calls. 

Do£l. Lights there— Light s^I'm fure they cou'd not 

Pet. ImpofTible, Sir. 
Enter Scaramouch undre/s'd in his Shirt, with a ISghti 
heflarts. 
Scar. Blefs me I — —what's here f 
Docl. Ha— Who art thou ? [Ant^d ta/ee him 

Scar. I, who the Devil are you, and you go to that ? 

[Ruis his Eyes, and brings the Candle nearer, 
loots OH him. 

Mercy upon us ! Why what is'l you. Sir, re- 

tum'd fo foon ? 

Docl. 
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Doll. Retum'd ! [Looking /ometimei on Aim, 

foftteiitncs about. 

Scar. Ay, Sir, did you not go out of Town laft night, 
to your Brother the Advocate ? 

boa. Thou Villain, thou queftion'ft me, as if ihou 
kneWfl not that 1 was retum'd. 

Scar. I know. Sir ! how Ihou'd I know f I'm fure 
I am but juft awaked from the fweetefl Dream. 

DoR. You dream niU, Sirrah, but 1 Ihalt wake your 
Roguefhip. — Were you not here but now, (hewing me 
a piece of Tapeflry, you Villain ? 

Scar. Tapeilry ! [Mopfophil HJlmng all the vihile. 

Doil. Yes Rogue, yes, for which I'll have thy Life. 

\OffcriHgaPiJlol. 

Scar. Arc you (lark mad. Sir? or do I dream (till? 

Dotl. Tell me, and lell me quickly, Rogue, who were 
ihofe Traitors that were hid bvit now in the Difguife of 
a piece of Hangings. [Holds the Pijlol to his Breajl. 

Scar, Blefs me ! you amaze me, Sir. What confor- 
mity has every Word you fay, to my rare Dream ! Pray 
let me feel you, Sir, Are you human ? 

Doii. You Ihall feel I am. Sirrah, if thou confefs noi. 

Scat. Confefs, Sir! What (hall I confefs?^ — -I un- 
derfland not your Cabaliftical Language ; but in mine, I 

confefs that you watd me from the rareft Dream 

Where methought the Emperor of the Moon-World was 
in our Houfe, dancing and revelling ; and methoughts 
his Grace was fallen defpcralely in love with Mrs. Klaria, 
and that his Brother, the Prince, Sir, of Thunderland, 
was alfo in love with Mrs, BellananU ; and methoughts 

they defcended to court 'em in your Abfence — — 

And that at laft j^ou furprii'd 'em. and thai they tranf- 
form'd themfeivca into a Suit of Hangings to deceive you. 
But at laft, methought you grew angry at fomething, and 
they all fled to Heaven again ; and after a deal of Thun- 
der and Lightning, I wak'd, Sir, and hearing human 
Voices here, came to fee what the Matter was. ■ 

\This luhile ike DoSor leffiits his/igns of Rage by de- 
grees, and at la/ljlands in deep Contemplation. 

Docf. May I credit this ? 

K 3 Scar. 
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Scar, Credit it ! By all the Honour of your Houfe, by 
my unfeparable Veneration for the Mathematicks, 'tis 
true, Sir. 

Doct, That famous Rofycrufian, who yefterday vifited 
me, told me the Emperor of the Moon was in love with 
a fair Mortal This Dream is Infpiration in this Fel- 
low He mull have wondrous Virtue in him, to be 

worthy of thefe divine Intelligences. \AfuU, 

But if that Mortal (hou*d be Elaria / but no more, 

I dare not yet fuppofe it — perhaps the thing was real and 
no Dream, for oftentimes the groffer part is hurried away 
in Sleep by the force of Imagination, and is wonder- 
fully agitated This Fellow might be prefent in his 

Sleep, of this weVe frequent Inflances I'll to my 

Daughter and my Niece, and hear what Knowledge they 
may have of this. 

Mop. Will you fo ? I'll fecure you, the Frolick (hall 
go round. [AJicle, 

Doct, Scaramouch, if you have not deceiv'd me in 
this Matter, time will convince me farther ; if it reft here, 
I fhall believe you falfe. 

Scar. Good Sir, fufpend your Judgment and your An- 
ger till then. 

Doct. Ill do't, go back to bed. [Ex. Do<f\. arid Peter. 

Scar. No, Sir, 'tis Morning now — and I'm up for all 

day. This Madnefs is a pretty fort of plealant Dif- 

eafe, when it tickles but in one Vein — Why here's my 
Mafter now, as great a Scholar, as grave and wife a Man, 
in all Argument and Difcourfe, as can be met with ; yet 
name but the Moon, and he runs into ridicule, and grows 
as mad as the Wind. 

Well Do6lor, if thou canft be madder yet. 

Well find a Medicine that fhall cure your Fit, 

Better than all GcUenicus. [Goes out. 
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SCENE draws off, difcovers Elaria,, Bellc- 
mante and Mopfophil in NighUGowns. 

Mop, You have your Leffons, (land to it bravely, and 
the Town's our own, Madam. 

[They fiut them/elves in Pojlures of Sleeping^ lean- 
ing on the Table, Mopfophil lying at their Feet, 
Enter Do6lor softly, 
Doct, Ha, not in Bed ! this gives me mortal Fears, 

Bell, Ah, Prince \She fpeaks as in her Sleep, 

Doct, Ha, Prince ! {Goes nearer, and lifiens. 

Bell, How little Faith I give to all your Courtlhip, who 
leaves our Orb fo foon. \In afeigfi^d Voice, 

Doct, Ha, faid (he Orb ? {Goes nearer. 

Bell, But fmce you are of a celeftial Race, 
And eafily can penetrate 
Into the utmoft limits of the Thought, 
Why (hou'd I fear to tell you of your Conqued ? 

And thus implore your Aid. 

\Rifes and runs to the Do<n.or ; kneels, and 
holds himfafl, Hefhewsfigns of Joy, 
Doct, I am raviih'd ! 

Bell, Ah, Prince Divine, take pity on a Mortal. 
Doct, I am rapt ! 

Bell, And take me with you to the World above ! 
Doct. The Moon, the Moon (he means ; I am tranf- 
ported, over-jo/d, and ecftafyd ! 

[Leaping and jumping from her Hands, 
fhefeems to wake. 
Bell, Ha, my Uncle come again to interrupt us ! 
Doct, Hide nothing from me, my dear Bellemante 
(ince all already is difcover'd to me — and more. 

Ela, Oh, why have you wak'd me from the fofteft 
Dream that ever Maid was bled with } 
Doct, What — what my beft Elaria ? [ With over-joy. 
Ela, Methought I entertained a Demi-God, one of the 
gay Inhabitants of the Moon. 

K 4 J^elL 
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Bell. I'm fiire mine was no Dream— I wak'd, I heard, 
I faw, I fpoke — and danc'd to the Mufick of the Spheres; 
and methought my glorious Lover tyd a Diamond Chain 

about my Arm and fee 'tis all fubftantiaL 

{Shows her Arm. 

Ela, And mine a Ring, of more than mortal Luftre. 

Doct, Heaven keep me moderate ! left excefs of Joy 
(hou'd make my Virtue lefs. {Stifling his Joy, 

There is a wondrous Myftery in this, 

A mighty Blefling does attend your Fates. 
Go in and pray to the chafte Powers above 
To give you Virtue for fuch Rewards. {They pf in, 
How this agrees with what the learned Cababft in- 
formed me of laft Night ! He faid, that great Iredonozor^ 
the Emperor of the Moon, was enamoured on a fair Mor- 
tal. It muft be fo and either he defccnded to court 

my Daughter perfonally, which for the rarenefs of the 
Novelty, ftie takes to be a Dream ; or clfe, what they 
and I beheld, was vifionary, by way of a fublime Intel- 
ligence : And poflibly — 'tis only thus : the People T)f 

that World convene with Mortals. 1 muft be fatisfyd 

in this main Point of deep Philofophy. 

ril to my Study, — for I cannot reft, 

Till I this weighty Myftery have difcufs'd. 

{Ex, very gravely, 

SCENE, The Garden, 

Enter Scaramouch with a Ladder, 

Scar, Tho I am come off en Cavalier with my Ma- 
fter, I am not with my Miftrefs, whom I promifed to 
confole this Night, and 'tis but juft I fliou'd make good 
this Morning ; 'twill be rude to furprize her ileeping, and 
more gallant to wake her with a Serenade at her Window. 
{Sets the Ladder to her Window ^ fetches his 
Lute^ and goes up the ladder. 
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He plays and fings this Song. 

When Maidens are young and in their Spring 

Of Pleafure, of Plea/ure, let ^em take their full Swing 
full Swings— full Swings 
And love, ana dance, and play, andfing. 
For Silvia, believe it, when Youth is done. 

There's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum ; 

Therms nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum. 

Then Silvia be wife — be wife — be wife, 

Tho Painting and Dreffmgfor awhile are Supplies, 

And may furprize 

But when the Fir^s going out in your Eyes, 
It twinkles, it twinkles, it twinkles, and dies. 
And then to hear Love, to hear Love from you. 

Pad as live hear an Owl cry Wit to woo. 

Wit to woo. Wit to woo. 

Enter Mopfophil above. 

Mop, What woful Ditty-making Mortal's this, 
That e'er the Lark her early Note has fung, 
Does doleful Love beneath my Cafement thrum ? 
— ^Ah, Seignior Scaramouch, is it you ? 

Scar, Who ihou'd it be that takes fuch pains to fue ! 

Mop, Ah, Lover mod true blue. 

Enter Harlequin in Woman*s Clothes. 

Har, If I can now but get admittance, I ihall not on- 
ly deliver the young Ladies their Letters from their 
Lovers, but get fome opportunity, in this Difguife, to 
flip this Billet-Doux into MopfophiPs Hand, and bob my 
Comrade Scaramouch, — Ha, What do I fee? — My Mi- 
(Irefs at the Window, courting my Rival 1 Ah Gipfy ! 

Scar, But we lofe precious time, fmce you defign me 
a kind Hour in your Chamber. 

Har, Oh Traitor ! 

Mop, Youll be fure to keep it from Harlequin, 

Har. Ah yes, he, hang him Fool, he takes you for a 
Saint. 

»s Vol. IV. K 5 Scar. 



226 The Emperor of the Moon. 

Scar. Harlequin ! Hang him, lliotten Herring. 

Har. Ay, a Culty, a Noddy. 

Mop. A meer Zany. 

/far. Ah, hard-hearted Turi. 

Mop. Fit for nothing but a Cuckold. 

Har. Monileroflngntlitude! How ihaU I be reveng'd ? 
[Scar, goi»g over tkt Balcony. 
— Hold, hold, thou perjur'd Traitor. 

\Cnts<nitiHa Woman's Voice. 

Mop. Ha, difcover'd ! — a Woman in the Garden I 

Har. Come down, come down, thou falfe perfidious 
Wretch. 

Scar. Who in the Devil's Name, art thou? 
And to whom doll thou fpcak f 

Har. To thee, thou falfe Deceiver, that hall broke 
thy Vows, ihy lawful Vows of Wedlock. [liavHug out. 
Oh, oh, that I fliou'd live lo fee the Day. {Crying. 

Scar. Who mean you, Woman ? 

Har. Whom ihou'd I mean but thou, — my lawful 
Spoufe ? 

M<^. Oh Villain ! Lawful Spoufe !— Let me come to 
her. [Scar, comes dovm, as Mopfophil^/'wfj out 

0/ the Balcony. 

Scar. The Woman's mad — hark ye Jade, how long 
have you been thus dillrafted? 

Har. E'er Cnee 1 loVd and trufted thee, falfe Varlet. 

See here, the Witnefs of my Love and Shame. 

[Ba'U/ls, and points to htr Bttly. 
Jujt then Mopfophit eaters. 

Mop. How I with Child ! Out Villain, was I made a 
Property.' 

Sear. Hear me. 

Har. Oh, thou Heathen Chriftian I was not one Wo- 
man enough P 

Mop. Ay, Sirrah, anfwer to that. 

Scar. I Ihall be facrific'd. 

Mop. I am refolv'd to marry to morrow— —either to 
the Apothecary or the Farmer, Men I never faw, to be 
reveng'd on thee, thou termagant Infidel. 
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Bnier the Doflor, 

Doet. What Noife, what Out-cry, what Tumult's 
this ? 

Har. Ha, the Dotlor ! What fhai! I do? 

[Gets lo the Door, Scar, pulh her in. 

Doct. A Woman ! fome Baud I am fure ; — Woman, 
what's your Bufirefs here ? ha 

/fiir. I came, an't like your Seigniorlhip, to Madam 
the Govemanie here, to ferve her in the Quality of a 
Fiiie de Ckambre to the young Ladies. 

Doct. A Fil/c de Ckambre.' 'tis fo, a flic Pimp. 

Har. Ah, Seignior \Makes his little dapfier Leg. 

in/lead of a Curfjy. 

Dad. How now, what do you mock me? 

Har. Oh Seignior ! \Geti nearer the Door. 

Mop. Stay, flay, Miflrcfs ; and what Service are you 
able to do the Seignior's Daughters? 

Har. Is this Seignior Do^or Baliardo, Madam? 

Mop. Yes. 

Har. Oh ! he's a veryhandfome Gentleman — indeed. 

Doct. Ay, ay, what Service can you do, Midrefs? 

Har. WTjy Seignior, I can tie a Creval the beft of any 
Petfon in Naples, and I can comb a Periwig and 

Doct. Very proper Service for young Ladies j you, I 
believe, have been Fille de Chambre to fome young Ca- 

Har. Mofl true. Seignior ; why (hou'd not the Cava- 
liers keep Filles de Ch^ibre, as weC as grcal Ladies Va- 
lets de Ckambre t 

Docl. Indeed 'tis equally reafonable. — 'Tis a Baud. 

[A/ide. 
But have you never ferv'd Ladies? 

Har. Oh yes, I ferv'd a Parfon's Wife. 

Doct. Is that a great Lady f 

Har. Ay, furely, Sir, what is fhe elfe ? for ftie wore 
her Mantuas of Brocade d' or. Petticoats lac'd up to ihc 
Gathers, her Points, her Palches, I'aints and Perfumes, 
and fat in the uppermofl place in the Church too. 

Mop. 
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Mop. But have you never ferVd CountefTes and Dul- 
cheffes ? 

Har. Oh, yes, Madam ; the laA 1 feiVd, was an Al- 
dennan's Wife in the City, 

Mop. Was that a CQuntefs or a Dutchefs ? 

Har. Ay, certainly — for they have all the Money ; 
and then for Clothes, Jewels, and rich Furniture, and 
eating, they out-do the very Vice-Reine her felf. 

Doct. This is a very ignorant running Baud, — there- 
fore firft fearch her for BUUU-Doux. and then have her 
pump'd. 

Har. Ah, Seignior, — Seignior. [Scar.y>n«Anf himr 
finds Ltltert. 

Scar. Ha, to Elaria. — and BelUmante ! 

[Reads Ike Outfidt, Pops 'em Mo his Bo/om. 
Thefe are from their Lovers. 
— Ha, a Note to Mop/ophil.— Oh., Rogue 1 have I found 

Har. If you have, 'tis but Trick for your Trick, Seig- 
nior Scaramouch, and you may fpare the Pumping. 

Scar. For once, Sirrah, I'll bring you off, and deliver 
your Letters.— Sir, do you not know who this is ? 
Why 'tis a Rival of mine, who put on this Dilguife to 
cheat me of Miftrefs Mop/ophil.— See here's a Billet to 
her. 

Doct. What is he ? 

Scar. A Mungrel D an cing-M after ; therefore, Sir, fmcc 
all the Injury's mine, I'll pardon him for a Dance, and 
let the AgiUtyof his Heels fave his Bones, with your Pcr- 
miflion. Sir. 

Dacl. With all my Heart, and am glad he comes off 

(b comically, [Harlequin dames, 

\A kHockiHg at the Gale. Scar, eoes and returns. 

Scar. Sir, Sir, here's the rare Philofopher who was 
here yefterday. 

Docl. Give him Entrance, and all depart. 
Enter Charmanie, 

Char. Bleil be thofe Stars that firft conduifled me to fo 
much Worth and Virtue; you are their Darling, Sir, for 
whom they wear their brighteft Luftre. 

Your 




Tlie Emperor of the Moon. 229 

Your Fortune is ellablilh'd, you are made, Sir. 

Doct, Let ine contain my Joy. 

[keeping in an impaiient foy. 
May I be worthy, Sir, to apprehend you ? 

Char. After long fearching, watching, failing, pray- 
ing, and ufmg all the virtuous means in Nature, whereby 
we folely do attain the higheft Knowledge in Philofophy ; 
it was reiblv'd, by llrong Intelligence — you were the 
happy Sire of that bright Nymph, ihat had infafcinated, 
chami'd. and conquer'd ihe mighty Emperor Ircdanoxor, 
the Monarch of ihe Moon. 

Doct. I am undone with Joy I ruin'd with Tranfport 

My!*. 
— Can It — can it. Sir, — be poflible ? 

[Stifling his Joy, which breaks out. 

Char. Receive the BlefTing, Sir, with Moderation. 

Doct. I do, Sir, I do. 

Char. This very Night, by their great Art, they find, 
He will defcend, and fhew himfelf in Glory. 
An Honour, Sir, no Mortal has receiv'd 
Tliis lixty hundred years. 

Doct. Hum— fay you fo. Sir 1 no Emperor ever de- 
fcend Ihis fixly hundred years ? [Looks fad. 

—Was I deceiVd laft Night ? [Afide. 

Char. Oh ! yes, Sir, often in Difguife, in feveral 
Shapes and Forms, which did of old occafion fo many 
fabulous Tales of all the Shapes of yi4piter—h\xi never in 
their propwr Glory, Sir, as Emperors. This is an Honour 
only aefign'd to you. 

Doct. And will his Grace — be here in Perfon, Sir ? 

Char. In Perfon and with him, a Man of mighty 

Quality, Sir, 'tis thought, the Prince of Thunderland — 
but that's but whifpcr'd, Sir, in the Cabal, and that he 
loves your Niece. 

Doct. Miraculous I how this agrees with all I've feen 
and heard To Night, fay you Sir ? 

Cha.r. So 'tis conjeclur'd. Sir, fome of Ihe Caba- 

lifts are of opinion, that laft Night there was fome Sally 
from the Moon. 

Dod. 
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Doct. About what Hour, Sir f 

Char. The Meridian of ihe Night, Sir, about the Hours 
of Twelve or One ; but who defcended.or in what Shape, 
is yet uncertain. 

Doct. This 1 believe, Sir. 

Char. Why, Sir? 

Doel. May 1 communicate a Secret of that nature? 

Char. To any of the Cabaliils, but none elfe. 

Docl. Then know lall Nighty my Daughter and 

my Niece were entertain'd by thofe illullrious Heroes. 

Char. Who, Sir. the Emperor, and Prince his Coufin ? 

Doct. Mod certain, Sir. 
But whether they appear'd in folid Bodies, or FantomicaJ, 
is yet a Quetlion % for at my unlucky approach, they all 
transfoim'd themfelves into a Piece of Hangings. 

Char. 'Tis freouent, Sir, their Shapes are numerous ; 
and 'tis alfo in ttieir power to transform all they touch, 
by virtue of a certain Stone they caU the Ebula. 

Doct. That wondrous Ebula, which GotaaUs had ? 

Char. The fame, by virtue of which, all Weight was 
taken from him, and then with eafe the lofty Traveller 
flew from Parnaffus Hill, and from Hymelhus Mount, 
and high Gerania, and Acrocorinthus, thence to Taygetui, 
lb to Olympus Top, from whence he had but one (tep to 
the Muon. Dizzy he grants he was. 

Docl. No wonder. Sir, Oh happy great Gonsalti! 

Char. Your Virtue, Sir, will render you as happy — but 

1 mull halle this Night prepare your Daughter and 

your Niece, and let your Houfe be drefs'd, perfum'd, and 

Doct. It (hall be all perform'd, Sir. 
Char. Be modell, Sir, and humble in your Elevation ; 
for nothing (hews the Wit fo poor, as Wonder, nor 
Birth fo mean, as Pride. 

Doct. I humbly thank your Admonition, Sir, and Ihall, 
in all 1 can, Ilruggle with human Frailty. 

[Brings Char, to the Door bare. Ex. 

Enter Scaramouch, peeping at the other Door. 

Sem'. So, fo, all things go gforioully forward, but uiy 

own Amour, and there is no convincing this obllinaie 

Woman 



I 
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Woman, that 'twas that Rogue HarUquiu in Difguife, 
claim'd me ; fo that I cannot fo much as come to deliver 
th« youn^ Ladies their Letters from their Lovers. I muft 
get in with this damn'd Millrefs of mine, or all our Plot 
will be fpoil'd for want of Intelligence. 

Hum, the Devil does not ufe to fail me at a dead 

Lift. I muil deliver thefe Letters, and I mull have this 
Wench — tho but to be reveng'd on her for abufing me — 
Let me fee— (he is refoVd for Ihe Apothecary or the 
Farmer. Well, fay no more, honeft S(aramouch ; thou 

Ikalt find a Friend at need of me and if I do not fit 

)ou with a Spoufe, fay thai a Woman has out-witted 



A CT III. SCENE I. 

The Street, wiik the Town-Gate, where an 
Officer Jiands with a Staff like a London 
Coft/iable. 

Elttfr Harlequin riding in a Calajh, comes through ihe 
Gale taviards Ike Stage, dref^d like a GenllemauJilliHg 
M it. Th4 Officer laj-i hold of his Hor/e. 

Officer. T T Old, hold. Sir, you I fuppofe know the Cu- 
ll, (loras that are due to this City of Naples, 
from all Ferfons that pafs the Gates in Coach, Chariot, 
Calaih, or Siegi Volant 

Har. 1 am not ignorant of the Cuflom, Sir, but what's 
that to me ? 

Off. Not to you, Sir ! why, what Privilege have you 
above the reft f 

Mar. Privilege, for what. Sir? 

Off. Why for pafTmg, Sir, with any of the before-named 
Carriages. 

Har. 
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Mar. Art mad ?~Doft nc 
and this my Cart, that came; 
Ro/s, and the City's Ufc f— 



o carry Bread for the Vice- 



K Are you mad. Sir, to think I ( 



>C fee a Gentle- 



Calaih, from a Baker and a Cart ? 
Day — and fo early loo ? Oh you're 



man Farmer 

Har. Drunk 
a fpeeial Officer? unhand my Hotfe, Sirrah, or you (haU 
pay for all the Damage you do me. 

0^. Hey day ! here's a fine Cheat upon the Vice- Roy: 
Sir, pay me, or I'll feize your Horfe. 

{Har.yfr/*M him. They/cuffle a UttU. 

Nay, and you be fo brisk, 111 call the Clerk from 

his Office. 

Ci^li, Mr. Qcrk, Mr. Qerk. 

\Gots to tkt Entranet to call tht Clerk, tht 
mtim time Har. vihifisa Frock over kimfelf, 
and puts down ike hind part 0/ the Cha- 
riot, and then 'tis a Cart. 
Enter Oerk. 
CUr. What's the matter here ? 

Off. Here's a Fellow, Sir, will perfuade me, his Calafh 
is a Cart, and rcfufes the Cuiloms for pafljng the Gate. 

Cler. A Calafli ^Where? 1 fee only a Caner 

and his Cart. [Thi Officer looks on him. 

Off. Ha, what a Devil was I blind ? 
Har. Mr. Clerk, 1 am a Baker, that came with Oread 
to fell, and this Fellow here has (topt me this Hour, and 
made me lofe the fale of my Ware ; and being drunk, 
will out-face me I am a Farmer, and this Cart a Calafh. 
Cler. He's In an Error, Friend, pafs on. 
Har. No Sir, I'll have falisfailion tirft, or the Vice- 
Roy Ihall know how he's ferv'd by drunken Officers, that 
are a Nufance to a Civil Government. 
Cler. What do you demand. Friend f 

Har. Demand, 1 demand a Crown, Sir. 

Of. This is very hard Mr. Clerk If ever I faw 

in my Life, I thought I faw a Gentleman and a Calalh. 
Cler. Come, come, gratify him, and fee better hereafter, 
" "" " * M him a Crown. 
[Ex. Qerk. 
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Har. unfecn, puts up the back of his Calafli, and 
ivkipi off his Frock, and gees to drive oh. Tk* 
Officer looks on him, aHoJlops him again. 

Off. Hum, I'll fwear it is a Calafh Mr. Qerk, Mr. 

Clerk, come back, come back. \Runs out to call him. 

He cliangu as befart. 
Enter Officer anrf Clerk. 

Come Sir, let your own Eyes convince you, Sir. 

Cier. Convince me, of what, you Sot ? 

Off. This is a Gentleman, and that a ha 

\Looks about on Har, 
Cler. Stark drunk \ Sirrah, if you trouble me at every 
MiAake of yours thus, you Ihall quit your Office. 
Off. I b^ your Pardon, Sir, I am a little in Drink I 

confefs, a little blind and mad Sir, This muft be 

the Devil, that's certain. \The Clerk goes out. 

Har. puts up his Calafli again, and pulls off hit 
Frock and drives out. 

Well, now to my thinking, 'tis as plain a Calafti 

again as ever I faw in my Life, and yet I'm fatisfy'd 'tis 
nothing but a Cart. [Ex, 

SCENE changes to the Donor's Hou/e. 
The Hall. 
£ffit«r Scaramouch in a Chair, ■uihicA is fet down and 
gpetid OH all fides, and oh the top rtprefents ait Apo- 
thecary s Shop, the Infide being painted -with Shelves 
and rows of Pols and Bottles; Scaramouch Jilting im 
ttdrefidin Black, with a ^rt black Cloke, a Ruff, 
and little Hat. 

Scar. The Devil's int, if either the Doftor, my Maf- 
ler, or Mopfophil, know me in this Difguife— And thus 
1 may not only gain my Miftrefs, and out-wit Harlequin, 
hut deliver the Ladies thofe Letters from their Lovers, 
which I took out of his Pocket this Morning ; and who 
wou'd fufpe^ an Apothecary for a Pimp ?— Nor can the 
Jade Mopfophil, in Honour, refufe a Perfon of my Gra- 
vity, ana fo well fet up,— Pointing to his Shop. 

Htmi, the Doftor here firft, this is not fo well, but 

I'm prepar'd with Impudence for all Encounters. 

Enter 
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Enter the Doflor. Scaramouch_/h/«/w kim gravely. 
— Mofl Reverend Dof\or Baliardo. \Bawt. 

Dail. Seignior [Bows. 

Sear. 1 might thro great Pufillanimity, blufh to give 
you this Anxiety, did not I opine you were as gracious as 
communicative and eminent ; and iho you have no Cog- 
njfance of me, your humble Servant, — yet 1 have of you, 
— you being fo gravely fam'd for your admirable Skill 
both in Galenical and Paracelfian Phiriiomttia's, and other 
approv'd Felicities in Vulnerary Emeticks, and purgative 
Enperiences. 

Doct. Seignior, — your Opinion honours me — rare 
Man this. 

Sea. And tho 1 am at prcfent bufied in writing 

thofc few Ohfervations I have accumulated in my Pere- 
grinations, Sir ; yet the Ambition I afpir'd (o, of being 
an ocular and aurial Witnefs of your Singularity, made me 
trefpafs on ^our fublimer Affairs. 

Doil. Seignior 

Scar. — Befides a violent Inclination, Sir, of being ini- 
tiated into the Denomination of your learned Family, by 
the Conjugal Circumference of a Matrimonial Tye, with 
that fingularly accomplifli'd Perfon — Madam, the Gover- 
nante of your Hoftel 

Doet. Hum— A Sweet-hean for Mop/ophil! [Afide. 

Scar. And if I may obtain your Condefcenfion to ray 
Hymeneal Propofitions, I doubt not my Operation with 
the Fair One. 

Doct. Seignior, (he's much honoured in the Overture, 
and my Abilities ihall not be wanting to fix the Concord. 
Bui have you been a Traveller, Sir f 

Scar. Without Circumlocutions, Sir, 1 have feen all the 
Regions beneath the Sun and Moon. 

Doct. Moon, Sir ! You never travell'd thither, Sir .' 

Scar. Not in Propria Per/ona, Seimior, but by Specu- 
lation. I have, and made mod confioerable Remarks on 
that mcomparable Terra Firma, of which I have the 
complealefl Map in Chrillendom and which Can- 
sales himfelf omitted in his Cofmographia of the Lunar 
MuHdus. 

Don. 
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Doct, A Map of the Lunar Mundus, Sir ! may I crave 
the Honour of feeing it ? 

Scar, You Ihall, Sir, together with a Map of Terra In- 
cognita ; a great Rarity, indeed, Sir. 

Enter Bellcmante. 

■Docl. Jewels, Sir, worth a King's Ranfom \ 

Bell. Ha, What Figure of a Thing have we here, 

bantering my credulous Uncle? This muft be fome 

Scout fcnt from our Forlorn Hope, to diftover the Etiemy, 

and bring in frefh Intelligence. Hum, that Wink 

tipt me fome Tidings, ajid Ihe deferves not a good Look, 

who underflands not the Language of the Eyes, Sir, 

Dinner's on the Table. 

Doct. Let it wait, I am employ'd 

[She creeps to the other Jidc of Scaramouch, 
■who makes Signs with his Hand to her. 

Bell. Ha, 'tis fo :— This Fellow has fome Novel for us, 
fome Letter or Inflruiflions, but how to get it — 

\As Scar, talks to the Doctor, he takes the Lettersby 
degrees out 0/ his Pocket, and un/een, gives 'em 
Bellemante behind him. 

Doct. But this Map, Seignior ; I protefl you have fili'd 
me with Curiofity, Has it fignify'd all things fo exadUy, 
fay you ? 

Scar. Omitted nothing, Seignior, no City, Town, 
Village, or Villa ; no CafUe, River, Bridge, Lake, Spring, 
or Mineral. 

Doct. Are any. Sir, of thofe admirable Mineral Wa- 
ters there, fo frequent in our World ? 

Scar. In abundance. Sir : the Famous Garamanteen, a 
young Italian, Sir, lately come from thence, gives an 
account of an excellent Scaturigo, that has lately made an 
Ebulation there, in great Reputation with the Lunary 

Doct. Indeed, Sir ! be pleas'd Seignior, to 'folve me 
fame Queries that may enode fome appearances of the 
Virtue of the Water you fpeak of. 

Scar. Pox upon him, what Queilions he asks — but 1 
mull on [AJide^ Why Sir, you mufl know, — the Tinflure 
of this Water upon Stagnation ccruleates, and the Crocus 
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upon the Stones flaveces ; this he obferves to be. Sir, 

the Indication of a generous Water. 

Docl. Hum \Gravtly nodding. 

Scar. Now, Sir, be pleas'd to obferre the three Re- 
gions : if they be bright, without doubt Afars is powerful ; 
if the middle Region or Camera be palled, Ft/ia Solis is 
breeding. 

Doci. Hum. 

Scar. And then the third Region, if the Ficces be vola- 
tile, the Birth will foon come in Balneo. This I obferved 



fame Zenith and Nadir, of that now fo famous Water ia 
England, near that famous Metropolis, call'd IJlinglen. 

Doct, Seignior 

Scar. For, Sir, upon the Infufion, the Crows Head 
immediately proctires the Seal of Hermes ; and had not 
Lac Virginis been too foon fuck'd up, I believe we 
might have feen the Confummation of Amalgama. 

[Bellemante having got her Letters, goes off, Sk* 
makti Signs to htm to flay a tiltU. He nods. 

Doct. Moll Ukely, Sir. 

Scar. But, Sir, this Garamanteen relates the lUangeft 
Operation of a Mineral in the Lunar World, that ever 1 
heard of, 

Docl. As how, I pray, Sir ? 

Scar. Why, Sir, a. Water impregnated to a Circulation 
with^nwia Materia ; upon my Honour, Sir, theflrongell 
I ever drank of. 

Doct. How, Sir 1 did jou drink of it ? 

Scar. 1 only fpeak the words of Caramanteen, Sir. 
Pox on him, 1 (hall be trapt. \Afldt. 

Doct. Cry Mere)-, Sir.^ [Bows, 

Scar. The Lunary Phyficians, Sir, call it Urinam Vut- 
eani, it calybeates every ones Excrements more or lefs ac- 
cording to the Gradus of the natural Calor. To my 

Knowledge, Sir, a Smith of a very fiery ConAitution is 
grown very opulent by drinking thefe Waters. 

Doct. How, Sir, grown rich by drinking the Waters, 
and to your Knowledge ? 
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Scar. The Devil's in my Tongue. To my Knowledge, 
Sir ; for whal a Man of Honour relates, I may fafely 



Docl. Excufe me. Seignior — 



\Puts off his Hat again gravely, 
; how he grew rich ; fince 
T buys any Iron, but ham- 



^ 



Scar. For, Sir, i 
he drank thofe Waters he nc 
mers it out of Slercus Propri\ 

Enter BcUemanle -with a BUltt. 

Bcii. Sir, 'lis three a Clock, and Dinner will be cold. 
\Goci behind Sz3xas\.i3M€ei, and gives kim 
the Note ami goes out. 

Doel. 1 come Sweet-heart ; but this is wonderful 

Scar. Ay, Sir, and if at any time Nature be too in- 
finxi, and he prove Coftive, he has no more lo do, but 
Kpply a Load-hone ad Anum. 

Doet. Is'lpoflible? 

Scar. Moil true. Sir, and that facilitates the Journey 

per Vi/ctra. But I detain you. Sir : another lime 

Sir, — I will now only beg the Honour of a Word or two 
with the Govemante, before I go. 

Dact. Sir, (he Ihall wait on you, and I fhall be proud 
of the Honour of your Converfation. \Ex. Doflor. 

Enter to him Harlequin, dre/fd like a Farmer, iis btfort. 

Har. Hum What have we here, a Taylor or a 

Tumbler.' 

Scar. Ha Who's this .'—Hum— What if it ftiou'd 

be the Fanner that the Doflor has promis'd Mop/ofihil to? 
My Heart mifgives me. [They look at each other a while. 
Wlio wou'd you fpeait with. Friend ? 

Har. This is, perhaps, my Rival the Apothecary. — 
Speak with. Sir ! why what's that to you P 

Scar. Have you Affairs with Seignior Doflor, Sir? 

Har. It may be I have, it may be I have noL What 
then, Sir ? 

While they^eem in angry Dljpute, inter Mopfophil. 

iSop, Seignior Do^or tells me I have a Lover waits 
me, fure it mud be the Farmer or the Apothecary. No 
matter which, fo a Lover, that welcomeft Man alive. I 
am refolv'd to take the firil good Offer, tho but in revenge 



; both welcome ; but let's 
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of Harlequin and Scaramouch, for putting Tricks upon 
me. Ha, Two of 'em ! 

Scar. My Miftrefs here I \Tlu-y both bow,imd ad- 

vanct, pu/tiitg each otkir by. 

Mop. Hold Gentlemen, — do not worry rae. 
Which of you wou'd fpeak with me ? 

Both. I, I, I. Madam 

Mop. Both of you ? 

Both. No, Madam, I, 1. 

Mop. If both Lovers, you _ . 

have fair Play, and take your turns to fpeak. 

Har. Ay, Seignior, 'tis mofl uncivil lo interrupt me. 

Scar. AJid difmgenuous. Sir, to intrude on me. 

[Putting one another by. 

Mop. Let me then fpeak flrfl- 

Har. I'm dumb. 

Scar. 1 acquiefce. 

Mop. 1 was inform'd there was a Perfon here had Pro- 
positions of Marriage to tnakc me. 

Har. Thai's I, that's (— {.Shoves Scar. away. 

Scar. And I attend to that confequential Finii. 

[Shova Har. awi^. 

Har. I know not what you mean by your Finis, Seig- 
nior i but 1 am come to offer my felf this Gentlewoman's 
Servant, her Lover, her Husband, her Dog in a Halter, 
or any thing. 

Sear. Him I pronounce a Paltroon, and an ignominious 
Utenfil, that dares lay claim to the renoBmed Lady of my 
Primum Mobile ; that is, my beO Affeflions [/« Rage. 

Har. I fear not your hard Words, Sir, but dare aloud 
pronounce, if Donna Mopjophil like me, the Farmer, 
well as I like her, 'tis a Match, and 
at the Gate to bear her off, d'ye fee. 

Mop. Ah, how that Chariot pleads. 

Scar, And I pronounce, that being 
fweet Eyes of this refulgent Lady, I 



y Chariot's ready 

[Afide. 
loxicaied with the 
lender her 



my robleft Particulars, being already moft advantage- 



I 
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Mop. A City Apothecary, a moft genteel Calling 

Which (hall I chufe? Seignior Apothecary, I'll nol 

cxpoflulate the circumflantial Reafons that have occaiion'd 
me this Honour. 

Scar. Incomparable Lady, the Elegancy of your Re- 
partees moll excellently denotes the Profundity of your Ca- 

Har. What the Devil's all this? Good Mr. Conjurer, 
ftand by— and don't fright the Gentlewoman with your 
elegant Profundities. U'"^^ A'"* ^y- 

Scar. How, a Conjurer ! I will chaAife thy vulgar Ig- 
norance, that yclepes a Philofopher a Conjurer. \_ln Ragi. 

Har, Lofaphers \ — ^Prithee, if thou he'll a Man, 

fpeak like a Man then. 

Scar. Why, what do I fpeak like? what do I fpeak 
like? 

Har. What do you fpeak like !^why you fpeak like 
a Wheel- Barrow. 
Scar. How 1 
Har. And how. 

\They come up cio/e together at half Sword Parry ; 
Jlare ok each other Jar a itikile, then put up and 
bow to each other civilly. 
Map. Thafs well, Gentlemen, let's have <-dl Peace, 
while I furvey you both, and fee which likes me be(L 

[Ski goes betvjeen 'em, and furveys 'em both, 
they making ridiculous bows on bolhjidcs, 
and Grimaces the while. 

Ha, now on my Confcience, my two foolilh Lovers, 

Harlequin and Scaramouch ; how are my Hopes de- 
feated ?— but faith I'll fit you both. [She views 'em both. 
Scar. So, the's confidering dill, I (hall be the happy 
Dog. "^' 

Har. She's taking aim, (he can 
be(i 

Scar. Well, Madam, how docs ff 



le happy 

lot chufe but like me 
lA/!dt. 

Y Perfon propagate ? 



' I lot 
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difcovering fome circumflantial Symptoms that ever de- 
note a villanous Inconllancy. 

Scar, Ah, are you pleas'd, Madam. 

Mop, You are millaken, Signior, I am difpleas'd at 
your Grey-Eyes, and black Eye-brows, and Beard ; I ne- 
ver knew a Man with thofe Signs, true to his Miflxefs or 
his Friend. And I wou'd fooner wed that Scoundrel Sca^ 
ramouch, that very civil Pimp, that mere pair of chymical 
Bellows that blow the Dolor's projecting Fires, that De- 
puty-urinal Shaker, that very Guzman of Salamanca, than 
a Fellow of your infallible Signum Mallis. 

Har, Ha, ha, ha, you have your Anfwer, Seignior 

Friskin and may (hut up your Shop and be gone. — 

Ha, ha, ha. 

Scar, Hum, fure the Jade knows me. [AJlde, 

Mop. And as for you. Seignior 

Har, Ha, Madam. [Bowing andfmiling. 

Mop, Thofe Lanthom Jaws of yours, with that moft 
villanous Sneer and Grin, and a certain fierce Air of your 

Eyes, looks altogether mod fanatically which with 

your notorious Whey Beard, are certain Signs of Knavery 
and Cowardice ; therefore Pad rather wed that Spider 
Harlequin, that Sceleton Buffoon, that Ape of Man, that 
Jack of Lent, that very Top, that^s of no ufe, but when 
'tis whip'd and lafh'd, that piteous Property Pad rather 
wed than thee. 

Har, A very fair Declaration. 

Mop, You underftand me ^and fo adieu fweet Glif- 

ter-pipe, and Seignior Dirty-Boots, Ha, ha, ha. [Runs out 

[Theyjland lookine^ Jimply on each 
other, without /peaking a while. 

Scar, That I ihou'd not know that Rogue Harlequin, 

\Afide. 

Har, That I ihou'd take this Fool for a Phyfician. [Afide, 

How long have you commenced Apothecary, 

Seignior? 

Scar, Ever fince you tum'd Farmer. Are not you 

a damn'd Rogue to put thefe Tricks upon me, and mod 
difhonourably break all Articles between us ? 

Har, 
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Har. And are not you a da.mti'd Son of a fome- 

L thing to break Articles with me ? 

Scar. No more Words, Sir, bo more Words. I find 
it muft come to Anions, draw. [Draws, 

Har. Draw ! fo I can draw. Sir. yDraws, 

They mitki a ridiculous cowardly Eight. Enter tht Doc- 
tor, which t/uy feeing, come on laitk more Courage. 
He runt betwten, and with hit Cam beats ike Swords 

Dad. Hold, hold, what mean you, Gentlemen P 

Scar. Let me go, Sir, I am provok'd beyond meafure. 
Sir. 

Doet. You muft excufe mc, Seignior. 

[Parlies with Harlequin. 

Scar. I dare not difcover the Fool for his Mailer's fake, 
and it may fpoil our Intrigue anon 1 befides, he'll then 
difcover roe, and I (hall be difcarded for bartering (he 
Doftor. [A/ide. 

— A Man of Honour to be fo bafely affronted here. 

iThe Doctor comes to np6eaj'e Scaramouch. 
1 difcover ihis Rafcal, he wou'd tell the 
old Gentleman I was the fame that attempted his Houfe 
to day in Woman's Clothes, and 1 Ihould be kick'd and 
beaten moll infatiably. 

Scar. What Seignior, for a Man of Parts to be im- 
pos'd upon, and whip'd thro the Lungs here — ^like a 

Mountebank's Zany for (ham Cures Mr. Do^or, I 

mull tell you 'tis not civil. 

Doct. 1 am extremely forry for it. Sir,— and you Ihall 
fee how I will have this Fellow handled for the Affront 

to a Perfon of your Gravity, and in my Houfc. 

Here Pedro. 

Enter Pedro. 

Take this Intruder, or bring fome of your Fellows 

hither, and tofs him in a Blanket. [Exit Pedro. 

Har. going to creep away. Scar. Holds him. 

Har. Hark ye, bring me off, or 111 difcover all your 
Intrigue. [A/ide to him. 

Scar. Let me alone. 



Vol. IV. 




Doct. 
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Doct. I'll warrant you fomc Ro^uc that has fome Plot 
on my Niece and Daughter. 

Scar. No, no, Sir, he corncs to impofe the grolTeft Lye 
upon you, that ever was heard of. 

EnUr Pedro ivilh others, with a Blanket, They put 
Harlequin into it, and to/s him. 

Hot. Hold, hold, 111 confefs all, rather than indure it. 

Doct. Hold, what will ynii confefs. Sir. 

[I/e comes gut, makes Jlck Faces. 

Scar. Thai he's Ihe greatcfl ImpoHor in Nature. 

Wou'd you think it, Sir ? he pretends to be no lefs than 
an AmbalTador from the Emperor of the Moon, Sir. 

Doct. Ha, Ambaffador from the Emperor of the 
Moon ! {Pulh off his Hat. 

Scar, Ay, Sir, thereupon 1 laugh'd, thereupon he grew 
angry '-I laugh'd at his Refencment, and thereupon we 
drew, and this was the high Quarrel, Sir. 

Doct. Hum— AmbalTador from the Moon. [Paii/es. 

Scar. I have brought you off, manage him as well as 

Har. Brought me off, yes, out of the Frying-pan into 
the Fire. Why, how the Devil fhall I acl an Ambaf- 
fador f [A/ide. 

Doct. It mufl be fo, for how (hou'd either of ihefe 
know I expefled that Honour? [He adeire/es him with 
profound Civility to Har, 
Sir, if the Figure you make, approaching fo near ours 
of this World, have made us commit any undecent In- 
dignity to your high Charatler, you ought to pardon the 
Frailty of our mortal Education and Ignorance, having 
never before been blets'd with the Dcfccnfion of any from 
your World. 

Har. What the Devil Ihall 1 fay now ? {Aji4e. 

1 confefs I am, as you may fee by my Garb, Sir, 

a little Jncegtilo, becaufe the publick Meffage I bring is 
very private-^ which is, that the mighty Ircdonozor, 
Empcrof of the Moon, with his moft worthy Brother, the 
Prince of Thuuderlatid, intend to fup with you to Night. 

-Therefore be furc you get good Wine.— — -Tho l^ 

the way let me tell you, 'tis for the fake of your fair 



Daughter 







N 
^ 



L Management. 

1, take my leave. [Erii. 
Does your Niece and 
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Scar. I'll leave the Rogue (o 
I prt^ume, by your whifperinE, : 
vate, and humbly begging pardor 

Hot. You have ii. Friend. 
Daughter drink, Sir 1 

Dect. Drink, Sir ? 

Har. Ay, Sir, drink hard ? 

£>aci. Do lie Women of your World drink hard, 
Sir? 

ffar. According to their Quality, Sir, more or lefs; 
the greater the Quality, the more profufe the Quantity. 

Doci. Why that's juft as 'tis here ; but your Men of 
Quality, your Statefmen, Sir, I prefume they are fober, 
learned, and wife, 

//ar. Faith, no Sir; but they are, for the mod part, 
what's as good, very proud and promifmg. Sir, moil li- 
beral of iheir Word to every fauning Suiter, to purchafe 
the flate of long Attendance, and cringing as they pafs j 
but the Devil of a Performance, without you gel the 
Knack of bribing in the right Place and Time ; but yet 
they all defy it. Sir. 

i'drf. Juil, jull, as 'lis (here.— But pray, Sir, how do 
ihcfe Great men live with their Wives ? 

Har. Mod nobly. Sir, my Lord keeps his Coach, my 
Lady hers ; my Lord his Bed, my Lady heis ; and very 
rarely fee one another, unlef^ they chance to meet in a 
Vifit, in the Park, the Mall, the Tour, or at the Baffet- 
Table, where they civilly falute and pan, he to his 
Miftrefs, Ihe to play. 

Dad. Good lack ! juA as 'tis here. 

/far, — Where, if (he chance to lofe her Money, ra- 
ther than give out, Ihe borrows of the next amorous 
Coxcomb, who, from that Minute, hopes, and is fure 
to be paid again one way or other, the next kind Oppor- 

Bac'l. — Juft as 'tis here. 

//iir. As for the young Fellows that have Money, they 

have no Mercy upon their own Perfons, but wearing 

Nature off as fait as they can, fwear, and whore and 

' drink, and boirow as long as any rooking Citizen will lend 

L 2 till, 
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till having dearly purchafed the heroick Title of a Bully 
or a Sharper, they live pity'd of their Friends, and de- 
fpis'd by their Whores, and depart this tranfitory World, 
diverle and fundry ways. 

Doil. Juft, juft as 'tis here ! 

Hot. As for the Citiien, Sir, the Courtier lies with his 
Wife ; he in revenge, cheats him of his Eftate, till rich 
enough to marry his Daughter to a Courtier, again gives 

him all unlefs his Wife's ovcr.gallantry breaks him j 

sjid thus the World runs round. 

Doct. The very fame 'tis here. Is there no prefer- 
ment. Sir, for Men of Parts and Merit f 

Har. Parts and Merit ! what's that.' a Livery, or Ihe 
bandfome tying a Cravat ; for the great Men prefer none 
but their Foot-men and Valets. 

Doct. By my Troth jufl as 'tis here. 
Sir, I find you are a Perfon of mofl profound In- 
telligence under Favour, Sir, are you a Native of the 

Moon, or this World ? 

Har. The Devil's in him for hard Quedions. 
1 am a Neapgtitan, Sir. 

Doet. Sir, I Honour you ; good luck, my Country- 
man ! How got you to the Region of the Moon, Sir? 

Har. A plaguy inquifitive old Fool \ 
Why, Sir, Pox on'l, what (hall I fayf— I be- 
ing — one day in a muling Melancholy, walking by the 
Sea-fide— there arofe. Sir, a great Mill, by the Sun's ex- 
haling of the Vapours of the Earth, Sir. 

Docl. Right, Sir. 

Har. In this Fog, or Mifl, Sir, I was cxhal'd. 

Doct. The Exhalations of the Sun draw you to the 
Moon, Sir P 

Har. I am condemn'd to the Blanket again. — I fay. 
Sir, I was exhal'd up, but in my way — being loo heavy, 
was drop'd into the Sea. 

Doct. How, Sir, into the Sea.' 

Har. The Sea, Sir, where the Emperor's Fiiherman 
calling his Nets, drew me up, and took me for a (Irange 
and nionftrcus Filh, Sir,— and as fuch, prefented me to 
his Mightinefs, — who going to have me Spitchcock'd for 
his own eating Doet. 
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DoR. How, Sir, eating? 

Har. What did me I. Sir {Life being fweet) but fall 



n my Knees, and befought his Glorioufnefs r 



;, for I « 



D Fifh, but a Man ; he ask'd n 



: of what 



^ 



Country, I told him of Naples ; whereopon the Empe- 
ror oveijoy'd ask'd me if 1 knew that moil reverend and 
learned Do^or Balianio, and his fair Daughter. I told 
him I did : whereupon he made me his Bed-fellow, and 
the Confident to his Amour lo Seigniora Eliiria. 

DoH. Blefs me, Sir I how came the Emperor to know 
my Daughter? 

Har. There he is again with his damn'd hard Quef- 

tions. Know her. Sir, — Why — you were walking a- 

broad one day. 

Do^. My Daughter never goes abroad, Sir, farther 
than our Garden. 

Har. Ay, there it was indeed, Sir, — and as his High- 
nefs was taking a Survey of this lower World^thro a 
long Peripeflive, Sir,— he faw you and your Daughter 
and Neice, and from that very tnomeni fell mod dcfpe- 

ralely in love. ^But hark, the found of Timbrels, Ket- 

lle-Drums and Trumpets. The Emperor, Sir, is on 

his wav, prepare for his Reception. 

i^ Jlrange Noi/e is luard of Bra/i Kettles, and 
Pans, and Bells, and many tinkliHg things, 

Dod. I'm in a Rapture How Ihall I pay my Gra- 
titude for this great Negotiation ? hut as I may, I 

humbly <^er. Sir. {Pre/eHts him with a rich Ring 

and a Pi-r/e 0/ Gold. 

Har. Sir, as an Honour done the Emperor, 1 take 
your Ring and Gold. 1 muil go meet his Highnefs. 

[Takes leave. 
Enter to him Scaramouch, as him/elf. 

Sear. Oh, Sir ! we arc allonilh'd with the dreadful 
found of the fweeteft Mufiek that ever Mortal heard, but 
know not whence it comes. Have you not heard it. Sir ? 

Dad. Heard it, yes. Fool, 'tis the Mufick of the 

Spheres, the Emperor of the Moon-World is defcending. 

Star. How, Sir, no marvel then, that looking lo- 
wards the South, 1 faw fuch fplendid Glories in the Air. 
L 3 Daa. 
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DcR. Ha, faw"!! thou ought defcending in the Air? 

Scar. Oh. yes. Sir, Wonders ! hafte to the old Galleiy, 
whence, with the help of your Tclefcope, you may dif- 
cover all. 

DoH. I would not lofe a moment for the lower Uni- 
verfe. 

Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopfophil, drtjid in rich 
Antick Habits. 

Ela. Sir, we are drefs'd as you commanded us, what 
is your farther Pleafure ? 

DoQ. It well becomes the Honour you're dcfign'd for, 
this Night to wed two Princes — come with me and kaow 
your happy Fate. \Ex. Doctor and Scar. 

Ela. Blcfs me ! My Father, in al! the refl of his Dif- 
courie (hows fo much Setife and Reafon, I cannot think 
him mad, but feigns all this to try us. 

Bill. Not mad ! Many Heavens forbid, thou art al- 
ways creating Fears to ftartle one ; why if he be not mad, 
bis want of Sleep this eight and forty hours, the Noife 
of (Irange unheard-of Inltruments, with the fantallick 
Splendour of the unufual Sight, will fo turn his Brain and 
daizle hira, that in Grace and Goodncfs, he may be mad, 
if he be not ; — come, let's after him to the Gallery, for 
1 long to fee in what Ihowing Equipage our princely 
Lovers will addrefs to us. [Excnnl. 

SCENE, The Gallery richly adom'd with 

Scales and Lights. 

Enter Doftar, Elaria, Bellemante, and MopfophiL Srfft 

Mufick is heard. 

Btll. Ha Heavens! what's here.' what Palace is 

this ? — No pan of our Houfe, I'm fure. 

Ela. 'Tis rather the Apartment of fome Monarch. 
Doct. I'm all amazement too ; but mufl not Ihow my 
Ignorance. Yes, Elaria, this is prepar'd to entertain 

Bell. Are you fure on'i, Sir ? are we not, think you, 
in that World above, 1 often heard yoii !^peak of? in 
the Moon, Sir.' 

Detf. 
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Dact. How (hall I refglve her— For ought 1 know, we 
are. \Afidt. 
Ela. Sure, Sir, 'tis fome Inchantment. 
Doct. Let not thy femaJe Ignorance profane the highefl 
Mylleries of natural Philofophy : To Fools it teems In- 
chantment but I've a Senfe can reach it — fit and ex- 

peA the Event. — Hark, I am amaz'd, but mu(l conceal 
my Wonder, that Joy of Fools — —and appear wife in 
Gravity, 
Dell. Whence comes this charming Sound, Sir? 
Doct. From the Spheres — it is familiar to me, 

[Tin Sccni in tki Front dra-ais off, and Jktws the 
Hill of Pamaffus ; a noble iatge Walk of Trees 
leading to il,'-witk eight or ten Negroes upon Pe- 
defiali, rang'd oh each fide of the Walks. Next 
ifeplair and Gaiileus defcend oh each fide, of/pa- 
file to each otfier, in Chariots, with Perfpeelivts 
in their Hands, as viewing the Machine of the 
Zodiack. Soft Muftck plays flill. 
Doct. Methought I faw the Figure of two Men de- 
fcend from yonder Cloud on yonder Hill 

Ela. I thought fo too, but they are difappeai'd, and 
the win^d Chariot's fled. 

Enter Keplair and Gaiileus. 
Bell. Sec, Sir, they approach. [The Doctor rifes 

and bows. 
Kep. Moft reverend Sir, we, from the upper World, 
thus low faJute you — Keplair and Gaiileus we are call'd, 
fent as Interpreters to Great IredoHOzor, Emperor of the 
Moon, who is defcend ing. 

Doct. Mofl reverend Bards— profound Philofophers — 
thus low I bow to pay my humble Gratitude. 

Kep. The Emperor, Sir, (alutes you, and your fair 
Daughter. 

Gal. And, Sir, the Prince of Thunderland falutes you, 
and your fair Neice, 
Doct. Thus low I fall to thanit their Royal Coodnefs. 
[Kneels. They late him up. 
ercnd Bards, from the Moon- 
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Kip. Mad lovely Maid, we did. 

Doct. May I prefumc to ask the manner how ? 

Kep. By Cloud, Sir, thro the Regions of the Air, 
down 10 the fam'd Parnaffm ; Ihencc by Water, along 
the River Helicon, the reft by Poll upon two wing's 
Eagles. 

Doct. Sir, are there Ilore of our World inhabitiog the 
Moon? 

KeP. Oh, of all Nations, Sir, that lie beneath it in the 
Emperor's Train ! Sir, you will behold abundance ; look 
up and fee the Orbal World defcending ; obferve the 
Zodiack, Sir, with her twelve Signs. 

\Nixl the Zodiack defcends, a Symphony playing all 
the •while ; "when it is landed, il dtlivers the 



grots dance and mingle in the Chorus. 
A Song for the Zodiack. 

LE T murmuring Lovers no longer repine. 
But their Hearts and their Voiai advatice ; 
Let the Nymphs and the Swains in the kind Chorus jotK, 

And the Satyrs and Fauns in a Dance, 
Let Nature put on her Beauty ef May, 

And the Fields and the Meadows adorn ; 
Let the Woods and the Mountains re/ound with the yoy. 
And the Echoes their Triumph return, 

For/iHce Lcve wore his Darts, 

And Virgins gi-ew Coy j 
Since the/e ■mounded Hearts, 
A nd ihoje coifd dejlroy. 
There nier was mere Caufe for your Triumphs and Joy. 

Hark, hark, the Mujick ef the Spheres, 

Some iVonder approaching declares ; 
Such, fuck, as has not blef^dyour Eyes and Ears 

This thoufand, thoufand, ihoufand Years. 
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See f fee what the Force of Ltnie eon make. 

Who rules in Heaven, in Earth and Sea ; 
Behold how he cotnmaHiU the Zodiack, 
While the^x'd Signs unhinging all obey. 
Not one of which, but reprefenls 

The Attributes of Love, 
Who governs all the Elements 
In Harmony above. 

Forfmce Love wore his Darts, 

And Virgins grew coy ; 
Since tktfe wounded Hearts, 

And thofe cou'd deflroy. 
There n^er was more caafe for your Triumphs and Joy. 

The wanton hxiesfirfl defcends, 
Tofhow the figor and the Play, 

Beginning Love, beginning Love attends, 
When the young Pajfion is all-over Joy, 
He bleats hisfoft Pain to the fair curled Throng, 
And he leaps, and he bounds, and loves all the day long. 
At once Lov?i Courage and his Slavery 

In Taurus is exprefid, 
Tho der the Plains the Conqueror be. 

The generous Benft 
Does to the Yokefubmit his noble Breafl ; 



And Casiix^sflow Motion the degrees do e.iprefs, 
RtfptOful Love arrives to Happinefs. 

Leo hisflrength and Majefiy, 

Virgo her blueing Modeffy, 

And Libra all his Equity^ 

His Siibtilly does Scorpio _^ic, 
■^HrfSagillarius all his loofe defire. 
By Capricorn his forward Humour know, 
And Aqua, Lovers Tears that raife his Fire, 
While Pifces, -which intwin'd do move, 
Shew Ihefoft Play, and wanton Arts of Love, 

L S Ch 
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Chorus. 

Forfince Love wore his DartSy 

And Virgins grew coy ; 
Since the/e wounded Hearts ^ 
And ihofe cot^d de/iroy, 
There n^er was more Cau/e/or Triumphs and yoy, 

■See how (he turns, and fends her Signs to Earth. — 



Behold the Ram, Aries fee Taurus next defcends ; 

then Gemini ^fee how the Boys embrace. Next 

Cancer^ then Leo^ then the Virgin ; next to her Libra — 
Scorpio y Sagittar, Capricorn, Aquarius, Pi/ces, This 
eight thoufand Years no Emperor has defcended, but 
Incognito ; but when he does, to make his Journey more 
magnificent, the Zodiack, Sir, attends him. 
Do^, 'Tis all amazing, Sir. 

Kep, Now, Sir, behold the Globick World defcends 
two thoufand Leagues below its wonted Station, to (hew 
Obedience to its proper Monarch. 

[After which, the Globe of the Moon appears, fir/i 
like a new Moon, as it moves forward it iw- 
creafes till it comes to the Full. When it is de- 
fcended, it opens, and fkews the Emperor and 
the Prince. They come forth with all their 
Train, the Flutes playing a Symphony before 
them, which prepares the Song, Which ended the 
Dancers mingle as before. 

A SONG. 

ALL yoy to Mortals, yoy and Mirth, 
Etermal lO'S ftng; 
The Gods of Love defcend to Earth, 

Their Darts have lofl the Sting. 
The Youth fhall now complain no more 

Cy Sylvia's needlefs Scorn, 
But fhe fhall love, tf he adore. 
And melt when he fhall burn. 

The 



i 
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The Nymph no longer Jhal I bt Jhy, 

But leave the jilting Eond \ 
And Daphne nimi no more Jkall fly 

Tht "uiounded panting Cod ; 
But eUlJhall bejereni and/air. 

No fad Complaints of Lovt 
■Shalt fill Ike gentle wki/perliig Air, 

No echoing Sig/is the Grvue. 



0/allhii Wifhpeffe/fd; 
Gating on Sylvia'j charming Eyes, 
Whofe Soul is there con/ej^d. 



See, Sir, the Cloud of Foreigners appears, French, 

Ettglifli, Spaniards, Danes, Turks, Ruffians, Indians, and 
, the nearer Climes of Chrillendom ; and laftly, Sir, be- 

_ hold the mighty Emperor. 

■ [A Chariot apptars, made like a Half Moon, in 

ivhich is Cyai^mfar the EmPeror.richly dref^d, 
and Charmante far the Prince, rich, with a 
rood many Heroes attending. Cinthio'j Train 
Torn by Jour Cupids. The Song eontinues 
while they ilefcend and land. They addrefs 

thendehies to Elaiia and Bellemanle. 

Doaor falls mi his Face, the reji bciv very 
lo-ai as they pafs. They makejigns to Keplair. 
Hep. The Emperor wou'd have you rife. Sir, he will 
BexpeCl no Ceremony from the Father of his Miftrefs. 

\Takes kim up. 

Doll. I cannot. Sir, behold his Mightincfs the 

■Splendor of his Majedy confounds me. 

Kep. You muil be moderate. Sir, it is expected. 

\Tke two Lovers make all the Signs of Love in 

dumb Jho-ai to the Ladies, while the fojt 

Mufiek plays again from the end of the Som;. 

DoR, 
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A have the Joy to hear their heavenly 



Doa. ShaU 1 n 
Voices, Sir? 

hep. They never fpeak to any Subjeifl, Sir, when 
they a.ppcar ia Royalty, but by Interpreters, and that by 
way 01 Stentraphon, in manner of the Dclphick Oracks. 

DoO. Any way, fo J may hear the Seiife of what they 
wou'd fay. 

Kep. No doubl you will But fee ihe Emperor com- 
mands by Signs his Foreigners to dance. 

{Soft Mufuk changu. 

A very Aatick Dance. The Dance ended, the Front 

Seetu draws off, and Jkews a Temple, with am 

Altar, otte /peaking through a Steatraphon from 

behind it. Soft Muficl! plays the while. 

Kep. Mod Learned Sir, the Emperor now is going to 
declare himfelf, according to his Cuflom, to his Subje^. 
Liften. 

Sten. Mofl Reverend Sir, whofe Virtue did incite us, 
Whofe Daughter's Charms did more invite us j 
We come to grace her with that Honour, 
That never Mortal yet had done her j 
Once only, Jove was known in Story, 
To vifit Semele in Glory. 
Bui fatal 'twas, he fo enjoy'd her, 
Her own ambitious Flame dcflroy'd her. 
His Charms too fierce for FEeth and Blood, 
She d/d embracing of her God. 
We gentler marks of Paflion give. 
The Maid we love, Ihall love and live ; 
Whom vifibly we thus will grace. 
Above Ihe reft of human Race. 
Say, is't your Will that we Ihou'd wed her, 
And nightly in Difguifes bed her? 

Doa. The Glory is too great for Mortal Wife. 

[Kneels with Tranfport, 

Sten. What then remains, but that we confummate 
This happy Marriage in our fplendid State? 

Doa. Thus low 1 kneel, in thanks for this great BJcf- 

Cinthio. 
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Cinthio lakes Elaria by tki Hand ; Charmante, Bel- 
lemante ; ttvo of the Singers in white being Priejls, 
tkey lead 'em to the Altar, the ■whole Company 
I di-vidiHg on either fide. Where, ivhiU a Hymeneal 

Song is fuHg, the Priefl joins their Hands: The 
Sone ended, and they marryd, they come forth ; 
but eef ore they come forward, two Chariots defcend 
one on one fi4e above, and the other on the other 
fide J in which is Harlequin drefs'd like a Mock 
Hero, with others \ and Scaramouch in the other, 
dref^dfo in Helmets. 

Sear. Stay mighty Emperor, and vouchTafe to be the 
Umpire of our DifTerence. [Cinthioyf^x to Keplair. 

Kep. What are you ? 

Scar, Two neighbouring Princes to your vast Domi- 

Har. Knights of the Sitn, our honourable Titles, 
And tight for that fair Mortal, Mopfophil, 

Mop. Blefs us ! my two precious Lovers, 111 war- 
rant ! well, 1 had better take up with one of ihem, than 
lie alone to Night. 

Scar. Long as two Rivals we have lov'd and hop'd, 
Both equall;^ endeavour'd, and both faii'd. 
At lall by joint Confent, wc both agreed 
To try our Titles by the Dint of Lance, 
And chofe your Mightinefs for Arbitrator. 
Kep. The Emperor gives Confent. 

\Th<y both all arrr^d with gilded Lances and 
Shields of Black, with golden Suns painted. 
The Muftck plays a fighting Tune. They fight 

at Barriers, to the Tune. Harlequin is often 

feiPd, but advances fiill; at loft Scaramouch 
throws him, and is Conqueror ; all give Judg- 
ment for him. 

Ktp. The Emperor pronounces you are Viftor. 

\To Scar. 
Doct. Receive your Millrefs, Sir, as the Reward of your 
undoubted Valour- — - [Prefents Mopfophil. 

Scar. Vour humble Servant, Sir, and Scaramouch re- 
turns you humble Thanks. [Puis off his Helmet, 
Doct. 
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Doct. Ha, — Scaramouch! [Bavils out, and falls in a 
Lhair. They all go to him. 

My Heart mifgives, me Oh, 1 am undone and cheated 

every way. [BawUitg out, 

Kep. Be patient. Sir, and call up all your Virtue, 
You're only cur'd. Sir, of a Difeafe 
That long has reign'd over your nobler Faculties. 
Sir, 1 am your Phylician, Friend and Counfellor ; 
It was not in the Power of Herbs or MineraJs, 
Of Rcafon, common Senfe, and right ReUgion, 
To draw you from an Error that unmaim'd you. 

Docl. 1 will be patient. Gentlemen, and hear yau. 
Are not you Ferdinand t 

Kep, \ am, — and thefe are Gentlemen of Quality, 
That long have lov'd your Daughter and your Niece ; 
Don Cinthio this, and this Is Don Charmmiie, 
The Vice-Roy's Nephews both. 
Who found as Men — 'twas impoflible to enjoy 'em. 
And therefore trVd this Stratagem. 

Cin. Sir, I bcfeech you, mitigate your Grief, 
Altho indeed we are but mortal Men, 
Yet we (hall love you, ferve you, and obey you. 

Daet. Are not you then the £mp>eror of the Moon i 
And you the Prince of Thunderlandt 

Cin. There's no fuch Perfon, Sir. 
Thefe Stories are the Fantoms of mad Brains, 
To puzile Fools withal— the Wife laugh at 'cm- 
Come, Sir, you (hall no longer be impos'd upon. 

DocL No Emperor of the Moon, and no Moon- 
World I 

CAar. Ridiculous Inventions. 
If we'ad not lov'd you, you'ad been dill impos'd on ; 
You had brought a Scandal on your learned Name, 
And all fucceeding Ages had defpis'd it. [//e leapt up. 

Doct. Bum all my Books, and let my study blsut^ 
Burn all to Athes, and be furc the Wind 
Scatter the vile contagious mondrous Lyes. 

Moft Noble Youths — you've honoured me with your 

Alliance, and you, and all your Friends, Aflillances in 
thii glonous Miracle, I invite to Night to revel whh 
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me.—- Come all and fee my happy Recantation of all the 
Follies, Fables have infpir'd till now. Be pleafant to re- 
peat your Story, to tell me by what kind degrees you 
cozened me. 

I fee there's nothing in Philofophy • 

Of all that writ, he was the wifcft Bard, who fpoke this 

mighty Truth 

"He that knew all that ever Learning writ, 
" Knew only this — that he knew nothing yet. 
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EPILOGUE, 

To be fpoken by Mrs. Cooke. 

With our old Playsj as with dull Wife it fares. 
To whom you have been marry d tedious Year 

You cry Sh^s wondrous good^ it is confefi^dy \ 

But Jim 'tis Chapon Bouill^ at the bejl ; 
That conjtant Dijh can never make a Feajl : 
Yet the paWd P leaf ure you mufl flill purfue. 
You give fo fmall Incouragemetit for new ; 
And who would drudge for fuch a wretched Age, 
Who want the Bravery tofupport one Stage f 
The wifer IVits have now new Meafures Jet, 
And taken up new Trades, that they may hate. 
No more your nice fantaflick Pleafuresfefve, 
Your Pimps you pay, lut let your Poets flarve. 
They long in vain for better Ufage hofd. 
Till quite undone and tir'd, they dropt and dropt ; 
Not One is left will write for thin third Day, 
Like defperate Pickeroons, no Prize no Play ; 
And when they have done their befl, the Rccompenci 
Is, Damn the Sot, his Play wants common Senfe, 
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Ill'tiatut'd Wits, who canfo ill requite 

The drudging Slaves, who for your Pleafure write. 

Look back onflourijhing ^oxoR^ye proud Ingrates^ 
And fee howjhe her thriving Poets treats : 
Wifely flie prised *em at the nobleft Rate, 
As neceffary Minifters of State, 
And Contributions raised to make Um great. 
They from the publick Rankfhe did maintain. 
And freed from want, they only writ for Fame ; 
And were as ufeful in a City held. 
As formidable Armies in the Field, 
They but a Conquefl over Menpurft^d, 
While thefe by gentle force the Soulfubdi^d, 
Not Rome in all her happiefl Pomp co^dfhow \ 

A greater Csesar than we boafl of now ; \ 

Auguflus reigns, but Poets Jltll are low, ) 

May Caesar live, and while his mighty Hand 
Isfcattering Plenty over all the Land ; 
With God-like Bounty recompenfing all, 
Some fruitful drops may on the Afufes fall \ 
Since honeft Pens do hisjufl caufe afford 
Equal Advantage with the ufeful Sword, 
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Amorous Prince. 
PROLOGUE. 



^LL! you expea a PrQlogue to the Play, 

I And you cxpea it too Ptlition-way ; 
With Chapeau bas be/etching you t' excu/e 
A damit'd Intrigue of an unpriUli^d Muft ; 
Till you ifs Fortune -waits upon your Smiles, 
And when you frown. Lord lumi you kill the whiles! 
Or elfe to rally up the Sins oftk' Age, 
Ana bring eath top in Town upott the Stage ; 
And in one Prologue run more vices der. 
Than either Court or City knew be/ore : 
Ak ; thafs a Wonder which will plea/e you too. 
But my Commiffioi^s not to plea/e you how. 
Firjl then /or you grave Dons, <wko love no Play 
But vjhat is regular. Great Johnfon'j way; 
Who kate the Mon/ieur with the Farce and Droll, 
But are/er things •well /aid with Spirit and Soul ; 

' VOL. IV. 
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*Tisyou I mean, wkofe yudgment will admit 
No Interludes of fooling with your Wit ; 
Yoti're here defeated, and anon will cry^ 
*Sdeath / woi^d ^twere Treafon to write Comedy, 
So / therms a Party lo/l ; now for the reft. 
Who /wear the^d rather hear afmutty Jeft 
Spoken by Nokes ot Angel, than a Scene 
ufthe admir'd and well penned Cataline ; 
Who love the the conUck Hat, the Jig and Dance ^ 
Things that are fitted to their Ignorance : 
You too are quite undone, for her^s no Farce 
Damn me / yot^ll cry, this Play will be mine A — 
Not ferious, nor yet comick, what i^t then f 
Th^ imperfeit iffue of a lukewarm Brain : 
*Twas bom before its time, andfuch a Whelp ; 
As all the after-lickings could not help. 
Bait it then as ye pleafe, w^ll not defend it. 
But he that dif-approves it, let him mend it. 



Dm- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Frederick, Son to the Duke. 

Curtitis, his Friend. 

LorenzOy a rich extravagant Lord, a kind of Favorite to 

Frederick, 
Antonio f a Nobleman of Florence, 
AlbertOy his dear Friend, a Nobleman also. 
Pietro, Man to Curtius, 
Galliard, Servant to the Prince. 
Valet to Antonio. 

WOMEN. 

ClarinOj Wife to Antonio, 

I/menia, Sifter to Antonio, in love with Alberto, 

Laura, Sifter to Lorenso, in love with Curtius, 

Clorisy Sifter to Curtius, difguis'd like a Country Maid, 

in love with Frederick, 
Ifabella, Woman to Clarina, 
Lucia, Maid to Cloris, 
Guilliam, Man to Cloris, a Country-fellow. 
Pages and Muflck. 



SCENE, The Court of Florence. 



ACT 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
The Chamber of Cloris. 

Enter Cloris drejl in her Night Attire, with Frederick 

dreffing him/elf, 

Clo, AND will you leave me now to Fears, 

l\. Which Love it felf can hardlv fatisfy ? 
But thofe, and that together fure will kill me, 
If you ftay long away. 

Fred, My Dear, 'tis almofl day, and we mufl part ; 
'Should thofe rude Eyes 'mongil whom thou dwell'ft 

perceive us, 
'Twould prove unhappy both to thee and me. 

Clor. And will you, Sir, be conflant to your Vows ? 

Fred, Ah Cloris / do not queftion what IVe fwom ; 
If thou would'ft have it once again repeated, 
ril do't. By all that's good. Til marry thee ; 
By that moft Holy Altar, before which we kneel'd, 
When firft I faw die brightefl Saint that e'er ador'd it ; 
111 marry none but thee, my dearefl Cloris. 

Clor, Sir, you have faid enough to gain a credit 
With any Maid, tho (he had been deceiv'd 
By fome fuch Flatteries as thefe before. 
I never knew the pains of Fear till now ; IjSigks, 

And you mud needs forgave the Faults you make. 
For had I flill remain'd in Innocence, 
I fhould have flill believ'd you. 

Fred. Why doft thou not, my Love ? 

Clor, Some doubts I have, but when I look on you, 
Tho I mud blufh to do fo, they all vaniQi ; 
But I provide againA your abfence, Sir. 

Fred, 
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Frtd. Make no provifion, Clorii, bul of Hope, 
Prepare thy felf againfl a Wedding day, 
When thou Ihalt be a little Deity on Earth. 

Clor. I know nol what it is lo dwell in Courts, 
But fure it mull be fine, fince you are there ; 
Vet 1 could with you were an humble Shepherd, 
And knew no other Palace than this Cottage ; 
Where I would weave you Crowns, of Pinks and Dailies, 
And you Ihould be a Monarch every May. 

Frtd. And Claris, I could be content lo fit 
With thee, upon fome ihady River's Bank, 
To hear thee Ting, and tell a Tale of Love. 
For Ihefe, alas ! I could do any thing ; 
A Sheep-hook 1 could prize above a Sword ; 
An Army I would quit to lead a Flock, 
And more eAeem that Chaplet wreath'd by ihee, 
Than the viflorious Bay : 
Ail this I could, but Dear 1 have a Father, 
Whom (or thy fake, to make thee great and glorious, 
I would not lofe my Int'reft with. 
But Chris, fee, the unkind day approaches, 
And we mufl kifs and part. 

Clor. Unkind it is indeed, may it prove fo 
To all that with its prefence, 
And pafs as foon away. 

That welcome Night may rc-alTume its place. 
And bring you quickly back. 

Fred. With great impatience I'll expeCl that Hour, 
That Ihall conduitl me Jn its Shades to ihec ; 
FareweL 

Clor. Farewel, Sir, if you mud be gone. \Sighs. 

Fred. One Kits, and then indeed I will be gone. 

[Kifa her. 
A new blown Rofe kiA by the Morning Dew, 
Has not more natural Sweetnefs. 
Ah Chris.' can you doubt that Heart, 
To whom fuch BleiTmgs you impart ? 
UnjufUy you fufpefl that Priie, 
Won by fuch Touches and fuch Eyes, 

My 
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My Faireft, turn that Face away, 
Unlefs I could for ever ftay ; 
Turn but a little while I go. 

dor. Sir, 1 muft fee the laft of you. 

Frui. I dare not difobey ; adieu till Evening. [Exit, 
Eater Lucia. 

Clor. How now, Lucin \ is my Father up? 

Luc. No, not a Moufe stirs yet; I have kept a true 
Watch all this Night, for I was cruelly afraid led we 

Ihould have been furprii'd 

Is the Prince gone? but why do i ask, that may read it 
in your fad Looks. 

C/cr. Ves, he is gone, and with him too has taken — 
[Sigki. 

LiK. What has he taken? Ill fwear you frighten me. 

Clor. My heart, Lucia. 

Luc. Your Heart, I am glad 'tis no worie. 

Clor. Why, what doll think he Ihould have taken? 

Lue. A thing more hard to have been recovered 

Clor. What thing prithee ? 

Luc. Your Maiden-head. 

Clor. What's that ? 

Luc. A thing young Gallants long extremely for. 
And when they have it loo, they fay 
They care not a IJaify for the Giver, 

Clor. How comeft thou fo wife, Lucia f 

Luc. Oh the fine Gentleman that comes a-nights with 
the Prince, told me To much, and bid nte be furc never to 
part with it for fine Words ; for Men would lye as often 
as they fwore ; and fo bid mc tell you too. 

Clor. Oh Lucia ! 

Luc. Why do you figh? 

Clor. To think if Princes were like common Men, 
How I fliould be undone, 
Since 1 have given him all 1 had to give ; 
And who that looks on him can blame my Faith? 

Luc. Indeed he furpaffes Damon far ; 
But I'ad forgot my felf, you arc the Prince's Wife ; 
He laid you (hould be kneel'd to, and ador'd. 
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And never look'd on but on Holy-days : 
That many Maids Ihould wait upon your call, 
And ftrow fine Flowers for you to tread upon. 
Mufick and Love (hould daily fill your Ears, 
And all your other Senfes fliould be ravi/h'd 
With wonders of each kind, great as your Beauty. 
Clor. Lucia, methinks you have learnt to fpeak fine 

Luc. I have a thoufand more I've heard him fay ; 
Oh 1 could liilcD a whole Night to hear him talk : 
But hark, I hear a Noife, the Houfe is up. 
And muli not find us here. 

Clor. Lock up this Box of Jewels for me. 

Luc. Oh rare 1 what did thefe come to night ? 

Clor. Yes, yes, away. {Exeunt. 

SCEN E 11. A Grave. 

Enter Curtius and Pietro. 

Cur. I wonder the Prince flays so long ; 
I do not like thefe Night -works ; 
Were I not confident of Cloriis Virtue, 

Which (hall no more be tempted. 

I hear fome coming, and hope 'lis he 

PUtro, are the Horfes ready f \ExU. 

Enter Frederick. 

Cur. Sir, you are welcome from Claries Arms. 

Fred. With much ado, I am got loofe from thofe lair 
Fetters, but not from thofe of her Beauty ; 
By Ibefe Ihe ftill inflames me. 
In Ipite of all my humours of Incondancy ; 
So fofl: and young, fo fair and innocent, 
So full of Air, and yet of Languifliment ; 
So much of Nature in her Heart and Eyes, 
So timorous and fo kind without difguife : 
Such untaught Sweets in every part do move. 
As 'gainil my Reafon does compel my Love ; 
Such artlefs fmiles look fo unorder'd too. 
Gains more than all the charms of Courts can do ; 
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From Head to Foot, a fpotlefs Satue feems, 
As Art, not Nature, had compos'd her Limbs ; 
So white, and fo unblemiih'd, oh Curtiiis ! 
I'm ravilht 1>eyond Senfe when 1 bui think on't ; 
How much more muft my SuvpriJie be. 
When I behold thefe Wonders. 

Cur. And have you feen her. Sir, in all this Beauty ? 
Oh l-IcU \ \Afid*. 

Fnii. Curtius, I will not hide my Soul from ihee ; 
I have fecn all the man'ds of that Maid. 

Cut. My Soul, ieam now the An of being di^uis'd ; 

iAf,d,. 

Tis much, my Lord, that one 

Bred in fucb fimple Innocence, 

Should learn fo foon fo much of Confidence : 

Pray, Sir, what Arts and Cunning do you ufe ? 

Fred. Faith time and importunity refiifc no body. 

Cur. Is that the way ? had you no other Aids f 
■'-■-'•■ iage? 

fs your only bait. 
And tho they cannot hope we wiU perform it, 
Yet it fccures their Honour and my Pleafure. 

Cur. Then, Sir, you have enjoy'd her? 

Fred. Oh yes, and gaihcr'd Sweets 
Would make an Anchoret neglefl his Vow, 
And ihink he had minook his way to fiiture blifs, 
Which only can be found in fuch Embraces ; 
Twas hard to gain, but, Curtius, when once Viflor, 
Oh how the joys of Conqueildid enfiave me ! 

Cur. But, Sir, methinks 'tis much that (he Ihould yield. 
With only a bare promife that you'd marry her, 

Frtd. Ves, there was fomeihing more but 

Cur. But, what Sir, you are not married. 

Fred. Faith yes, I've made a Vow, 
And that you know would go as far as any other Man. 

Car. But (he it fcems forgot you were the Prince ? 

Fred. No, flie urg'd that loo, 
And left no Arguments unus'd 
Mighl make me fenfible of what 1 did ; 
Out 1 was fixt, and overcame them all. 
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Repeating dill my Vows and PafTions for her, 
Till in theprefence of her Maid and Heaven 
We folcmnly conlrafled. 

Cur, Bui, Sir, by your permiffior was it well? 

Fred. What wouldft thou have him do 
That's all on fire, and dies for an Eniojinenl ? 

Cur. But having gain'd it, do you love her tlill ? 

hred. Yes, yes. extremely, 
And would be eonllant to the Vows I've made, 
Were 1 a Man, as thou art of thy fcif ; 
But with the aid of Counfels I mud chufe. 
And what ray Soul adores I mud refirfe. 

Lur. This Paffion, Sir, Poffeffion will deftroy. 
And you'l love Icfs, the more you do enioy. 

fred. Thai's all my hope of cure ; I'll ply that game, 
And flacken by degrees tn' imworthy flame. 

Cur. Methinks, my Lord, it had more generous been 
To've check'd that flame when firil it did begin. 
E'er you the flighted Viflory had won. 
And a poor harmlefs Virgin quite undone : 
And what is worfe, you've made her love you too. 

Fnd. Faith that's the greater mifchief of the two ; 
I know to fuch nice virtuous Souls as thine, 
My jufter Inclination is a Crime ; 
But I love Pleafures which thou canft not prize, 
Beyond dull gazing on thy Miflrefs Eyes, 
The lovely Objeft which enflaves my Heart, 
Mult yet more certain Cures than Smiles impart : 
And you on Laura have the fame deflgn. 

Cur. Yes, Sir, when Juilify'd by Laws divine. 

Fred. Divine ! a pleafant Warrant for your Sin, 
Which being not made, we ne'er had guilty been. 
But now we fpeak of Laura, 
Prithee when is't that I fliall fee that Beauty ? 

Cur. Never I hope \Aftde.\ I know not. Sir, 
Her Father Aill is cruel, and denies me. 
What Ihe andl have long made fuit in vain for ; 
But, Sir, yoT^kntereil might prevail with him, 
When he fli^lKnow I'm one whom you elleem ; 
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He will allow my flame, and my addrefs, 
He whom you favour cannot doubt Succefs. 

Fred. This day 1 will begin to fervc thee in iL 

C«r, Sir, 'twill be difficult to get accefs to her. 
Her Fatlier is an humorous old Man, 
And has his liCs of Pride and Kindnefs too. 

Fred. Well, after Dinner I will try my Power, 
And will not quit his Lodgings till 1 have won him. 

Cur. 1 humbly thank you. Sir. 

Fred. Come let us halte, the Day comes OQ apace. 

[£x. Fred. 

Cur. I'll wait upon you. Sir. 
Oh Claris, thou'rt undone, falfe amorous Girl ; 
Was it for this I bred thee in obfcuriiy. 
Without permitting thee to know what Courts meanl. 
Left their too powerful Temptation 
Might have betray'd thy Soul .' 
Not rufTering thee to know thy Name or Parents, 
Thinking an humble Life might have fecur'd thy Virtue : 
And yet 1 (hould not hate thee for this Sin, 
Since thou art bred in fo much Innocence, 
Thou couldft not dream of Falfiiv in Men ; 
Oh that it were permicied me to kill this Prince, 
This falfe perfidious Prince ; 
And yet he knows not that be has abus'd me. 
When did 1 know a Man of fo much Virtue, 
That would refufe fo fweet and fofl a Maid ? 

No, he is juft and good, only too much miOed 

By Youth and Flattery ; 

And one to whom my Sou! is ty'd by Friendfhip ; 

Yet what's a Friend, a name above a Siller ? 

Is not her Honour mine P 

And [hall not I revenge the lofs of it } 

It is but common Juftice. 

But firil I'll try alt gentle means I may. 

And let him know that Claris is my Siller ; 

And if he then perfevere in his Crime, 

I'll lay my Intereft and my Duty by, 

And punifh him, or with my Honour die. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. The Apartment of hnxovSo. 

Enter \jsttxizQ pulling in o/lfabella. 

Lor. Nay, nay, IJabilla, there's no avoiding me now, 
you and I mud come to a parley. Pray what's the reaibn 
you took no notice of me, when I came with fo civil an 
addrefs too ? 

I/ab. Can you ever think to thrive in an Amour, when 
you take notice of your Miftrefs, or any that belongs to 
ner, in publiek, and when (he's a married Woman 

Lor. Good l/abella, the lofer may have leave to fpeak, 
I am fure it has been a plaguy dear Amour to me. 

Ifub. Let me heaj you name that again, and you fliall 
mifs of my Afliflance. 

Lor. Nay, do but hear me a little ; I vow 'tis the 
flrangell thing in the World, a Man mull part ftom fo 
much Money as I have done, and be confin'd to Signs 
and Grimaces only, to declare his Mind in : if a Man has 
a Tongue, let him exercife It, I fay, as long as he pays 
for fpealdng. 

I/ab. Again with your paying for"! ? I fee you are not 
to be leclaim'd i farewel 

Lor. Stay good IJabella, Ray, and thou Ihalt hear not 
one word of that more, tho I am foundly urg'd to'L 

Ifab, Yes, yes, pray count them, do ; I know you 
long to be at it, and 1 am fure you will find you are in 
Arrears to us. 

Lor. Say you fo, 1 am not of that opinion : but well, 

let me fee here 'lis, here 'tis my Bill of 

Charge for courting Clarina. 

[Draws out kis Table Book, and reads. 

J/ab. And here's mine for the returns that have been 
made you ; begin, begin. [Pulls out her Book. 

Lor. Item, two hundred Crowns to Ifabelia for under- 
taking. 

Ifab. Item, 1 have promis'd Lonnzo to ferve him in 
his Amour with all Fidelity. 

M 2 Lor. 
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Lor. Well, I own that Debt paid, if you keep your 

word out with it then \He crqffei that out. 

Item, two thoufand Crowns in a Bracelet for Clariua ; 
what fay you to that now, IJabella t 

I/ab. Item, the day after they were prefented, (he fa- 
luted you with a fmile at the Chappel. 

Lor. And doft thou think it was not dearly bought ? 

l/ab. No Man in Fiorence ihould have had it a Souce 
cheaper. 

Lor. Say you fo, I/abella f out with it then. 

[Croffes it out. 
Item, one hundred more to thee for prefenting them. 

I/ab. Which I did with fix lyes in your Commendation, 
worth ten Piiloles a piece for the exaflnefs of a Lye ; 
write there indebted to me 

Lor. Nay then ihou doi\ deferve It : ReAs due to 
I/abella. [IVrtUi. 

Item, Innumerable Serenades, Night-walks, Affronts and 
Fears ; and laftly, to the Poets for Songs, and the like. 

I/ab. All which was recompenfed in the exceflive 
laughing on you that Day you praunc'd under our W'in- 
dow on HorTe-back, when you made fuch a deal of Ca- 
pri ol and Curvet. 

Lor. Yes, where I ventur'd my Neck to (hew my 
Ailivity, and therefore may be well accounted amongft 
my LofiTes. 

I/ab. Then (he receiv'd your Prefenis, fufler'd your 
Serenades, without fending her Foot-men to break youi 
Pate with the Fiddles. 

Lor. Indeed that was one of the befl Signs ; for I 
have been a great Sufferer in that kind upon the Uke 
occafions : but doft thou think in Confcience that this 
(houldfatisfy? 

I/ab. Yes, any rcafonable Man in the World, for the 
firft Month at leaft ; and yet you are ftill up with your 
ExpenccB, as if a Lady of her Quality were to be gain'd 
without them.— Let me hear of your Expences more, 
and I'll 

Lor. Oh fweet I/abella .' upon my Knees I beg thou 

wilt take no fatal Refolution ; for I proieft, as 1 am a 

Man 
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Han of Honour, and adore thy Sex, thou Ihali only fee, 
not hear of my Expences more ; and for a fmall lelli- 
mony of it, here take this ; there's twenty Piiloles upon 
Reputation. \Givcs her Money. 

i/ab. Fy, fy, 'tis not brave, nor generous to nanie 
the Sum, you (hould have (lid it into my Coal, without 
faying what you had done. 

Lor. What fignifies that mun, as long as 'tis current, 
and you have it fure ? 

I/ab. Well, leave the management of your Affairs to 

me What (hall we do ? here's Alberto. 

Enter Alberto, 

Lor. Well, who can help it ? I cannot walk invifible. 

Alb. Lorcmo, what making Love to I/abella ? 

Lor. She"! ferve, my Lord, for want of a better. 

Ifab. That's but a coarfe Complement. 

Lor. 'Twill ferve to difguife a Truth however. 

{Afidetoher. £.r. Ifab. 
Faith 111 tell you. Sir, 'twas fuch another Damfel as this, 
that fav'd me five hundred Pound once upon a time ; 
and I have lov'd the whole Tribe of Waiting-women 
the better ever finee. 

Alb. Vou have reafon ; how was it ? 

Lor. Why look you. Sir, I had made Love a long 
time to a Lady ; but fhc Ihall be namclefs, fmce Ihe was 
of a quality not to be gain'd imder the aforefaid Sum : 
well, I brought it, came poudcr'd and perfum'd, and 
high in expef lation. 

Alb. Well, Sir. 

Ijir. And fhc bad a very pretty Wench, who was to 
conduifl me, and in the dark too ; and on my Con- 
fcience, 1 c'en fell aboard of her, and was as well ac- 
commodated for my live, as five hundred Pounds, and 
fo return'd. 

Alb. A great defeat to the Lady the while, on my 

iiir. Ay, fhe fmelt the Plot, and made a Vow to fol- 
low the lliUian mode for the future [ and be ferv'd in 
Affairs of tliat kind by none but an old Woman. 
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Alb. Twas wittily refolv'd. 

Lor. Are you for the Prefence this Morning. 

Alb. No, i have bufinels here with Antemo. 

Lor. Your Servant, my Lord [£xit. 

Alb. I do not Uke this Fellow's being here. 
The mod notorious Pimp and RaTcal in Italy ; 
"Tis a vile ihame that Tuch as he Ihould live. 
Who have the fonn and fenfe of Man about them, 
And in their A6\ion BeaR; 
And that he thrives by too. 

EnUr Kabella, 
I/abelta, is Antonio ftirring ? 

I/ab. He is, pleafe your Lordfhip to walk in. 

Alb. You may teil him 1 wait here ■- 
For I would avoid all opportunity of feeing Clarina. 

{A/,d,. 

Ifab. My Lord, you need not Hand upon Ceremonies, 
{Exit Alberto. 
Enter Clarina anil Ifmena, drt/^d likt one anot/ier in 

every thing, laughittg and beholding one anotker. 

Drefs'd already ! now on my confcience 1 know 

not which is which ; Pray God Antonio be not mtftaken 
at night, for 111 be fwom I am by day-light 

IJm. Doft think I may pafs thus for Clarina t 

I/ab. Madam, you are the faine to a hair ; wou'd I 
might never flir if I can do any thing but wonder. 

Clar. But hark, I/nbtlla, if thou Ihou'dfl have heard 
amifs, and that thy information fhould not be good, thou 
haft defeated us of a defign, wherein we promife our 
felves no little pleafure. 

Jfm. Yes 1 vow, all the Jefl is loft if it be fo. 

IM. 1 doubt 'twiU be a tmc Jeft on your fide. {A/idt. 
— I warrant you. Madam, my Intelligence is good ; and 
to alTurc you of what I have laid, I dare undertake you 
(hall hear (he fame over again : for jufl now Alberto is 
come to vilit my Lord, who 1 am fure will entertain him 
with no other (lories, but Ihofe of his JeaJoufy, and lo 
periuade him to court you. 

Clar. 'Tia ftrange, fince he fei him thm Tafk fo long 
ago, he would not begin before. 
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//in. Nay, pray God he begin now ; Sifter, he has 
hitherto took mc for ihee, and fometinies his Eyes give 
me hope of a fecret Fire within, but 'twill not out ; and 
I am fo impatient till he declares himfelf, that if he do 
not do it foon, 1 Ihail e'en tell him who I am ; for per- 
haps the Wife takes off the appetite, which would Iharpeii 
upon knowledge of the Virgin. 

Clar. What then, you'll have all the Sport to your felf ? 
— But, IJmtna, remember my little Revenge on Antonio 
muft accompany your Love to AUerto. 

Ifah. But why this refemblance ? for, Madam, fuice he 
never faw you, and takes J/mena to be you j might you 
not ftill pafs fo, without this likenefs ? 

Clar. Didll thou not fay Antonio left the Court and 
City, on purpofe to give Alberto the more freedom to 

court me ? Whilft he was away, I needed but retire, 

and 2/mtna appear, and 'twould fulSce ; but now he is 
I retum'd, he may chance to fee them together, enpaffani, 
L or fo, and ibis diefs will abufe him as well as Alberto ; 
for without that, this Plot of ours fignifies little. 

I/m. Ay, truly for my part, I have no other defign 
than doing my Sifter a fervice. 

I/ab. The Plot is very likely to thrive 1 fee, lince you 
are fo good at difTembUng. 

Jfm. Fie l/abella, what an ill opinion you have of 
me ?^ — But Sifter, 'tis much Alberto being fo intimate 
with Antonio, Ihould never fee you all this whole fix 
Months of your being married 

Clar. Had you been bred any where but in a Mooaf- 
tery, you would have known 'tis not the cuftom here for 
Men to expofe their Wives to the view of any. 

1/ab. I hear them coming, let's away, and pray liften 
to the Truths I have already told you. \They retire. 

SCENE IV 

i'nfcr Antonio jjnrf Alberto. Clarina oHrfifmena liftrn. 
Alb. Once more Antottio. welcome back to Court 

M 4 Ant. 
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Ant. Oh my dear Friend, I iong'd for thy Embraces ; 
— How goes the Game I left with thee to play ? 
What fays my Wife, my beautiful Clarina f 

Alb. Clarinaf 

Ant. Yes Clarina, have you not feen her yet? 
I [eft the Court on purpofe, for 'twas not handfome 



s fame defign. 

o give you freedoms 

lodefty. 



Left (he had looW upon't 

Alb. Seen her — yes — 

Ant. And 1 conjur'd her tc 
Even equal to Antonio ; 
As far as 1 duiil prefs with n 
And with pretence of Friendfhip [ 
And have you not attempted her? 

Alb. Yes— but 'tis in vain. 

Ant. Oh villanous Diflemblcr ! \_Afid^. 

Alb. ^he's cruel, ftrangely cruel, 
And I'm refolv'd to give the Courtfhip o'er. 

Ant. Sure, Friend, thou ha<l not us'd thy wonted 
power. 

Alb. Yes. all that I know I am mailer of, I us'd. 

Ant. But didft thou urge it home ? did Ihe not fee 
Thy Words and Aftions did not well agree? 
Canft thou diffemble well ? didft cry and melt. 
As if the pain you but exprefs'd, you fett ? 
Didft kneel, and fwcar, and urge thy Quality, 
Heighining it too with fome Difgrace on me f 
And didft thou too affail her feeble fide? 
For ihe beft bail to Woman is her Pride ; 
Which fome mil-call her Guard : 
Didft thou prefcnt her with the fet of Jewels ? 
For Women naturally are more inclin'd 
To Avarice, than Men ; pray lell me Friend, 
— Vile Woman ! did flie take them 

Alb. 1 never asfc-d her that. 
Clar, Poor Antonio, how 1 pity him. 

Ant. No! 

Alb. No, I've done enough to fatisfy Ihy lealoufy. 
Here take your fet ofjcwels back again ; {Gives a Box. 
Upon my Life Clarina is all Chaflity. 
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Ant. I were ihe happiefl Man on Earth, were this but 

But what are fingk Counlhips ? — give het ihefe, (true ; 

Which will aflid thy Tongue to win her Heart ; 

And that once got, the other foon will follow ; 

There's far more Women won by Gold than Induftry : 

Try that, my dear Alberto, 

And fave thy Eyes the trouble of diffembling. 
Alb. Content thee here, and do not tempt thy Fate, 

I have regard unto thy Honour, Friend ; 

And fhould Ihe yield, as Women are no Gods, 

Where were thy future Joys? 

What is't could make thee happy, or reftore 

That true Contentment which thou hadft before ? 

Alas I thou temptll me loo, for I atn frail, 

And Love above my Friendihip may prevail. 
Ant. This will not do ; 

No, as thou art my Friend, and lov'll my Honour, 

Purfue Clarina further ; 

Rally afrerti, and charge her with this Prefent, 

Difturb her every night with Serenades ; 

Make Love-Songs to her, and then ling them too ; 
[ Thou haft a Voice enough alone to conquer. 
W Alb. Vooi Antonio .' [AJide. 

M Ant. Come, wilt thou undertake it once again? 
P Alb. I would not. 

Ant. i am refoVd to get this tryal made, 

And if thou dofl. refufe thy Amity, 

I'll try a Friend more willing, tho lefs faithful ; 

With thee my Wife and Honour too are fafe, 

For (hould Ihe yield, and I by that were loft, 

'Twerc yet fome eafe. 

That none but thou wert witnefs to't. 

Alb. Well, if it muft be done, I'ad rather do't. 

Than you ftiould be expos'd to th' fcom of others. 
Ant. Spoke like my noble Friend ; 

Come dine with her to day, for I muft leave you, 

And give you all the opportunity 

A real Lover wilhes with a Miftrefs. 
//m. So we have heard enough. [Er. Clar. anJKra. 
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AhI. Oh were Clarina chafle, as on my Soul 
I ca.nnot doubt, more than ihat 1 believe 
Ail Womankind may be feduc'd from Virtue ; 
I were the Man of all the World moft blefe'd 
In fuch a Wife, and fuch a Friend as thou. 

Alb. But what if I prevail, AtUenio t 

Ant. Then I'll renounce my faith in Womankind, 
And place my faiisfailion in my Amity. 

But fee flic comes, I'll leave you to your task. 

Enter Ifmena and Ifabclla. 

I/m. Antonio not yet gone 

This muft fecure me. [Pulh down ktr Veil. 

A Hi. C/dn'nd, why thus clouded ? 

l/ab, I fee he has moil happily miflaken. 

I/m. I was going. Sir, to vilit Laura — 

Ant. You mud not go, I've bufmefs to the Duke, 
And you mufl entertain my Friend till my return ; 
It is a freedom not ufual here amongfl Ladies, 
Bui I will have it fo ; 
Whom I efteem, I'll have you do fo loa 

I/m. Sir, I am all obedience. 

[Exit hTAon\o. /ke pulls of her Veil; Al- 
heiXo/alutcs kcr ■mtk/eeming lo-unieji. 

Alb. Oh how my Soul's divided 
Between my Adoration and my Amity ! [A^de. 

Friendfhipi'thou facred band, hold fall thy Intercll ; 
For yonder Beauty has a fubtic power, 
And can undo that knot, which other Arts 
Could ne'er invent a way for. 

Enter Antonio, and li/lens at the Dear. 

Ant. I'll fee a little how he behaves himfelf. \AJiJt. 

Alb. But Ihe's Antanio'i Wife ; my Friend Antonio, 

iAfide. 
A Youth that made an Interell in my Soul, 
When 1 had Language fcarce to e:tprefs my fenfe of it. 

Ant. Death ! he fpeaks not to her. \Afidt. 

Alb. So grew we up to Man, and dill more lit : 
And (hall a gaudy Beauty, 
A thing which t'other day I never faw. 
Deprive my Heart of that kind Heal, 

And 
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And place a new and unknown Fire wichi 
Ciarina, 'tis unjull. 

IJm. Sir, did you fpeak to mc ? 

Alb. I have betra^d my felf lAftde. 

Madam, I was faying how unjull it was 

Antonio (hould leave me all alone with a Lady, 

Being certainly the woril to entertain ihem in the World. 

AhI. His Face affuresme he fpcaks of no Love to her 

IJm. Alas, he fpeaks not of me. 
Sure I/abdla was miflaken, who told me that he lov'd me. 

Alberto, if thou art oblig'd 10 me, \_AJide. 

For what I have not yet obfcrv'd in thee. 
Oh do not fay my Heart was eafJy won, 
But blame your Eyes, whofe forces none can (hun. 

Ant. Not a word, what can he mean by Ibis P 

l/m. Sit, will you pleafe to fit a while ? 

I/ab. Madam, the inner Chamber is much better, for 
there ;he may repofe upon the Culhions till my Lord's 

return ; 1 fee he is not wcil 

— And you are both fick of one Difeafe. [AJide. 

Alb. 1 thank you, here's more Air, 

And that 1 need, for I am all on fire, [AJide. 

And every Look adds fuel to my flame. 
— I muH avoid thofe Eyes, whofe Light mifguides me: 
—Madam, I have (ome bufinefs calls me hence. 
And cannot wait my Friend's return. 

I/m. Auttrnw, Sir, will tiiink 'tis my neg1e£\ 
That drove yotx hence ; pray tlay a little longer. 

Alb. You Ihall command me, if you can difpenfe 
With fo dull Company. 

J/a6. I can with any thing Antonio loves. 

A/b. Madam, It is a Virtue that becomes you ; 
For tho your Husband fhould not merit this. 
Your Goodnefs is not lefs to be admir'd ; 
But he's a Man fo truly worth your Kindnefs, 
That 'twere a Sin to doubt 
Your Pailion for him were not juftly paid. 

I/m. Sir, 1 believe you, and I hope he thinks 
That my opinion of him equals yours j 

'Tis 
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Tis plain he loves me not ; \Afide. 

Perhaps his Virtue, thinking mc Clarina, 

May hide the real Paflion of his Soul. 

Oh Love, what dangerous Paths thou malc'n us tread ! 

Ant. Cold, cold as Devotion, oh inhuman Friend- 
fhip I {A/uf4. 

Alb. What (hall I do ■ne\i ? I mud either be rude, 
And fay nothing, or fpeak of Love to her ; 
And then, my Friend, thou'rt lofl ihould 1 prevail. 
And I'm undone (hould (he not hear my Tale, 
Which for the World I would not have her hear ; 
And yet 1 fear my Eyes too much declare. 

l/m. Since he's in fo ill an Humour, let's leave him, 
I'm fatisfy'd now that thou'rt miftaken. 

[Ex. Ifmenanru/ Ifabella unfetn. 

Alb. But ihey (hall gaie no more on hers, 
Nor ftray beyond the limits of a JuH Salute. 
— I will my Honour to my Love prefer. 
And my Anlonio Ihall out-rival her. [Looks about, amd 

miffet them. 
—Ah, am I left alone !— how frail is Man ! 
That which laJl Moment I refolv'd upon, 
1 find my Heart already difapproves, 
And grieve her lofs ; can this be ought but Love? 
My Soul's diffatisfy'd now (he is gone. 
And yet but now 1 wifh'd to be alone. 
— Inform me. Love, who (hares the better part, 
Friendihip, or thee, in my divided Heart. \pfferi to go. 
Enter Antonio, andjiays him. 

Ant. Whither in fuch hafle? 
Thou look'ft e'en as fad as a Lover repuls'd, 
1 fear that Fate's not thine. 

Alb. Now for a lye to fatisly him. \Afi4t. 

Prithee difcharge me of this toil of difTembling, 
Of which I grow as weary as (he's of hearing it. 

Ant, Indeed ! 

Alb. Sure thou haft a defign to make her hate me. 

Ant. Do you think fo in eameft, why, was (he angiy ? , 
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Alb. Oh ! hadft thou feen her pretty blulhing Scorn, 
Which (he would fain have hid. 
Thou wouldft have pitied what I made her fuffer. 

AhI. Is't poffibte ! 
And didll prefent her with the Box of Jewels? 

Ali. Yes. 

Ant. And kneel, and cry and fwear, and 

Alb. AJl, all. 

Ant. 1 hardly gave thee time for fo much Courtfhip, 
But you are fure (he was difpleafed with it ? 

Alb. Extremely. 

Ant. Enough Alberto ; adieu to thee and Friendlhip. 

Alb. What mean you? 

Ant. Ask your own Guilt, it will infonn thee bed. 

Alb. Thou canfl not think Claritia has abus'd thee. 

Ant. I do not think (he has, nor have you try'd het ; 
In that you have not only difoblig'd me, 
But now you would tmpofe upon my Weaknefs 

Did I not fee how unconcem'd you were, 

And hardly paying her a due refpedl ; 
And when (he even invited thee to fpeak, 
Moft rudely thou wert (ilenl ? 

Alb. Be calm Anionio, I confefs my error, 
And hate that Virtue taught me 10 deceive thee ; 

— Here lake my Hand, 

111 ferve you in good eameft. 

Ant. And now I do believe thee. 
Go — thou (halt lofe no time, I mufl away, 
My Soul's in torment, till 1 am eonfirm'd 
Of 
Id 

For what thou'd faid and done to me thy Friend. 
For could I doubt Ihy Love, oh how ridiculous 
This afl of mine would feem ! 
But 'tis to thee, as 10 my Soul I come, 



Clarincfi Virtue ; 



Ant. No, I credit thee ; 
And prithee drcfs thy Eyes 
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For this uncertainty diilurbs m 
Than if 1 knew Clarina were a 



—more. 

\Ext 



tnt/everalfy. 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 
The Apartmettt (?/" Frederick. 

Enttr Frederick <witk a Letter, and Galliard. 



, but he fays, he cares not for a 



(Irange ; didil fay i 
fent thee ? 

Ser. My Lord, I did 
thoufand Princes. 

Fred. I am refolv'd I will fee this Woman j 
— Harkye, go back again and fay — \WhiJperi. 

Enter Lorenzo drunk. 

Lor. Hah the Prince he muft not fee me in this 

pickle ; for I would not lofe my Reputation of Wenching 
for this of Drinking ; and I am fure I cannot be cjicel- 
lent at both, they are inconfiftent. 

Ser. I (hall, my Lord. \ExU. 

£j>r. Your Highnefs's humble Servant. 

Fred. Ha, ha, what Lorenzo in debauch ? 

Lor. Now my Tongue will betray me : Faith, my 

Lord, I have took fix, but am come briskly off; by this 
hand, my Lord, I am Cock over five ftout Rogues too 
I can tell you at this fport. 

Fred. I did not think thou hadll had that Virtue. 

Lor. Ill tell you. Sir, 'tis ncceffary thofe of my OfEce 
and Quality Ihould have more Virtues than one lo 
mend them J but to tell you truth, for now I a 
apt for that, 1 was drunk in mere Malice to day. 

Fred. Malice, againfl whom prithee ? 

Lor. Why, why, Sir, the humorous old Fellow n 
ther, he will not hear reafon from me when I a 
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My Lord, you know Curtiut is an honeil Fellow, and 
one of us 100 ; my Sifter Laura is a good pretty Wench, 
he loves her, and (he likes him ; and becaufe this tedy 
old Blade has done himfelf, do you think I can bring 
him to conGder ; No, not for my Life, he won't con- 
fider. Sir ; and now am I got drunk to fee bow that will 
edify him. 

Fred, How ! is Laura, the Miftrefs of Curlius, your 
Sifter? 

Lor. Yes many is (he. Sir, at leaft by the Mother's fide ; 
and to tell yoo truth, we are loo good-natur'd to believe 
SafTator our Father. 

Fred. Thy Sifter, and Daughter to Salvator T 

Lor. So faid my Mother, but Ihe was handfome ; and 
on mv confcience liv'd e'en in fuch another debauch'd 
World as 'tis now, let them fay what they will of their 
primitive Virtue. 

Fred. May not I fee this Sifter of thine, Lorenin ? 

Lor. Yes by Venus fliall you. Sir, an ftie were my 
Mother. 

Fred. Bui art fure lliy Father will permit us f 

Ij>r, My Father peimit us ! he may do what he will 
when I am fober, but being thus fonify'd with potent 
Wine, he muft yield obedience to my Will. Why, my 
Lord, ni tell you. 1*11 make him ask me blefling when 
I am in ihis almighty Power. 

Fred. And is thy Sifter fo very fine? 

Lor. The Girl is well, and if Ihe were not my Sifter, 
I would give you a more certain Proof of my opinion 
of her ; Ihe has excellent good Hair, fine Teeth, and 
good Hands, and the beft natur'd Fool— Come, come, 
Sir, III bring you to her, and then I'll leave you ; 
For I have a fmall Affair of Love to difpaich. 

Fred. This is a freedom that futes not with Ihe Hu- 
mour of an Italian. 

Lor. No faith, my Lord ; I believe my Mother pla/d 
foul play with fome Englijkman, I am fo willing lo do 
you a good office to m^ Sifter. And if by her Humour 
you become of that opinion too, I Ihall hope to render 
my felf more acceptable to you by that Franchife. 

EKler 
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Enter Galliard, wkijp*rs. 

Fred. Thou kpoweft my grateful Temper, 

No matter ; here tarry this Letter to Cloru, 

And make fume excufe (or my not coming this Evening; 
\Giva him a LetUr, and goes out wilh Lorenzo. 

Str. So, poor Lafs, 'tis a hundred to one if fhc be not 
lay'd by now, and Laura mud fucceed her : Well, even 
Frederick, 1 fee, is but a Man, hut bis Vouth and Quality 
will excufe him ; and 'twill be call'd Gallantry in him, 
when in one of ^s, 'tis Ill-nature ajid Inconllancy. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Ifmena and IfabeiUt. 

I/ad. Nay, Madam, 'tis in vain to deny it ; do yoo 
think I have liv'd to thcfe years, and cannot interpret 
crofs Arms, imperfefl Replies, your fudden Weepings, 
your often Sighing, your melancholy Walks, and maldi^ 
Verfes too ? and yet 1 mu<l not fay that this is Love. 

I/m. Art thou fo notable a Judge of it ? 

i/ad. I (hould be, or I am a very dull Scholar, for I 
have loll the foolifh Boy as many Darts, as any Wommn 
of my age in Florence. 

JJm. Thou hall paid dear for thy knowledge then. 

I/ab. No, the hurt one did, the otter ftill made good, 
with very Utile Pain on either fide. 

JJm. I mud confefs, I think it is not fo hard to get 
Wounds, as 'tis to get them cur'd again. 

I/ab. I am not of your opinion, nor ever faw that 
Man who had not Faults to (pare, as well as Charms to 
kill. 



Judge of Man, prithee 
lis \A/,de. 



I/m. Since thou'rt fo good 
tell me how thou lik'ft Alberto. 

I/ab. I knew 'twould come It 
Why, well. Madam. 

I/m. No more than fo ? 

l/ab. Yes wondrous well, fince I am fiire he loves yi 
ana thai indeed taifes a Man's Value. 

Ifm. Thou art decei/d, I do not think he loves me. 
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Ifab. Madam, you cannot but fee a thoufand Marks 
onl 

I/m. Thou haft more Skill than I j but prithee why 
does he not tell me fo himfelf ? 

1/ab. Oh Madam, whilft be takes you for Clarina, 
Twould Ihew his difrefpeft to tell his Love? 
But when he knows 1/mtna is the Objefl, 
He'U tire you with the wifli'd for ftory. 

I/m. Ah, thou art a pleafing Flatterer. 
Enter Page. 

Page. Madam, Alberto is without 

I/m, Tell him I'm indifpos'd, and cannot fee him 

I/ab. Nay, good Madam, fee him now by all means. 
For I am fure my Lord Antonio is abfenl on purpofe. 

Bid him come in Boy. [Exit Page. 

Enter Alberto. 

I/m. AntOHie, Sir, Is not retum'd. 

Alb. Madam, this Vifit was not meant to him. 
But by a Caufe more preffing 1 am brought, 
Such as my Paflion, not My Friendlhip taught ; 
A Pallion which my Sighs have only ihcwn. 
And now beg leave my balhful Tongue may own. 
The knowledge. Madam, will not much furprife, 
Which you have gain'd already from mine Eyes ; 
My timorous Heart that way my Tongue would iparc, 
And tells you of the Flames you've kindled there ; 
Tis long I've fuffercd under this Conftraint, 
Have always fuffer'd, but ne'er made Complaint ; 
And now againft my will I mud reveal 
What Love and my Refpe^ would fain conceal. 

I/m. What mean you. Sir? what have you feen in me. 
That (hould encourage this temerity ? 

Alb. A world of Beauties, and a world of Charms, 
And every Smile and Frown begets new hanns ; 
In vain 1 ftrove my PafTion to fubdue, 
Which ftill increas'd the more 1 look'd on you ; 
Nor will my Heart permit me to retire. 
But makes my Eyes the convoys to my Fire, 
And not one Glance you fend is caft away. 
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I/m. Enough, my Lord, have you nought rife to fay ? 
The Plot's betray'd, and can no further go ; \SmiUs. 

The Stratagem's difcover'd to the Foe ; 
I find Antonio has more Love than Wit, 
And I'll endeavour too to merit it. 

Alb. What you have faid, I do eonfefs is true, 
Antonio beg'd I would make love to you ; 
But, Madam, whilft my heart was unconfin'd, 

A thoufand ways the Treachery 1 declin'd 

But now, Clarina, by my Life I fwear, 

It is my own concern that brings me here ; 

Had he been jull to you, I had fupprefs'd 

The Flames yout Eyes have kindled in my Bread ; 

But his Sufpicion rais'd my Paffion more, 

And his Injuftice taught me to adore : 

But 'tis a Paffion which you may allow. 

Since its effe^ Ihall never injure you. 

I/m. You have oblig'd me, Sir, by your Confeflion, 
And I (hall own it too at fuch a rate, 
As both becomes my Duty to Antonio, 
And my Refpefl to you ; but I muft beg 
You'll never name your Paffion to me more, 
That guilty Language, Sir, I muft not hear : 
— And yet your filcnce kills me. {A/titt, 

I/ab. Very well diffembled. [A/idt. 

Alb. I can obey you. Madam, tho 1 cannot live, 
Whilil you command me filence ; 
For 'lis a Flame that dares not look abroad 
To fcek for pity from another's Eyes. 

I/m. How he moves me ! if this were real now. 
Or that he knew to whom he made this Courllhip — 

[AMf. 

Alb. Oh do not turn away as if difpleas'd. 

f/m. No more, you've difcompos'd my thoughts ; 
Be gone, and nei'er lei me fee thy Face again. , 

Alb. Madam, 1 go, and will no more offend you, 
— But I will look my lall^farewel. [Offers to go. 

I/ab. Pray, Madam, call Him back, he may be defperate. 
— My Lord, return 

I/m. Albirto, tell me what you'd have me do. 

Ali. 



The Amorous Prince. 



=83 



Alb. Ah Madam, do not put me to my choice, 
For Lovers are unreafonabie ; 
If I might name it, I would have you love me. 

IJm. Love you, and what would be the end of that ? 

Alb. I cannot tell, but wi)h you were inclin'd 
To make a tryal. Madam ; 

1 have no thought or wifh beyond that BlefTing, 
And that once gain'd, fure 1 fhould ask no more. 

Ifm. Were I inclin'd to this, have you conCder'd 
The fatal Confequences which attend 
The breach of Vows and Friendthip ? 

Alb. Madam, Antonio firft was falfe to you, 
And not to punilh that were fuch a Virtue 
As he would never thank you for ; 
By all that's good, till he prov'd fo to you. 
He had my Soul in keeping ; 
But this afi makes mc refolve 
To recompenfe his Folly. 

IJm. You've found the eafieft Paffage to my Heart. 
You've took it on the weakell llde ; 
But I muA beg you will pretend no further. 

Alb. Divine Clarina, let me pay my Thanks 
In this fuhmiffive Podure, and never rife, [Kneels. 

Till I can gain fo much upon your Credit, 
As to believe my PafTion tends no farther 
Than to adore you thus— — and thus poffefs you. 

[Ki£es her hand, and bows. 

Ifm. Have not I dilTembled finely, I/abella t {A/tik. 

I/ai. Yes, if you could make me believe 'tis fo. 

{AM,. 

I/m. Rife, Sir, and leave me, thai 1 may blulh alone 
For what I've parted with fo eafily ; 
Pray do not vifii me again too foon, 
— But ufe your own difcretion, and be fecreL 

Al^. Madam, the bieffed Secret here is lodg'd. 
Which Time ihall ne'er reveal to human Knowledge. 

[Ex. Alb. 

f/m. I'm glad he's gone before Anionics return. 
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Enter Laura •wteping. 

What, Laura all in Tears ! the reafon pray. 

Lau. Madam, the Prince, conduced by my Brother, 
About an Hour lince made me a Vifil ; 
The Man of all the World I would have (hun'd, 
Knowing his amorous and inconflant Temper, , 

— Ac his approach he blufht and Aarted back, 
And 1 with great amazement did the like. 1 

With fear I Toll all power of going from him, 
As he had done of making bis Addrefs; 
He gaz'd and wonder'd, and 1 gaz'd on him. 
And from his filcnce I became amaz'd. 
— My Brother ftood confounded al our Poflures, 
And only by the motion of his Head 
(Which now he tum'd to me, then to the Prince) 
We knew thai he had Life. 

Jfm. Well, how recover'd ye F 

Lau. The Prince then knecl'd, but could approach r 

And then as if he'd taken me for fome Deiiy, 

He made a long diforder'd amorous Speech, 

Which brought me back to Scnfe again : 

But Lorenso told him that I was a Mortal, 

And brought him nearer to me. 

Where he began to make fuch Vows of Love 

Ifm. What then ? 

Lau. Then I am ruin'd 

To all 1 faid he found a contradiflion. 

And my denials did but more inllame him ; 

I told him of the Vows Pad made to Curtiiis, 

But he reply'd that Curtius was a SubjeiJl. 

But fure at lali I'ad won upon his Goodnefs, 

Had not my Father enter'd. 

To whom the Prince addrell himfelf ; 

And with his moving tale fo won upon him. 

Or rather by his Quality, 

That he has gain'd his leave to vifit mc. 

And quite forbids me e'er 10 fpeak to Curlins. 

I/m. Alas the day, is this al!? 

ZflW. All ! can there be more to make iiic mifcrable ? 
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Iftn. I fee no reafon thou baft to complain : 
Come, wipe your Eyes, and take a good Heart; for I'll 
tell thee a Story of my own, that will let thee fee I have 
much more eaufe to weep ; and yet I have a thoufand 
little Stratagems in my Head, which give me as many 
hopes. This unlucky reftraitit upon our Sex, makes tis 
all cunning ; and that fhal! affift thee now with my help, 
1 warrant thee ; come in with me, and know the reft. 

\Exiunt. 

1/ab. So, fo, difguife it how you will, 1 know you are 
a real Lover ; and that fecret fhall advance my Love- 
defign. Yes Madam, now I will be ferVd by you, or 
you Ihall fail to find a Friend of me. [Ex. Ifab. 

SCENE III. 



Lor. Here's the Door, begin and play your beft, 
But let them be foft low Notes, do you hear? [They play. 
Enter Antonio, 
Ant. Mufick at my Lodgings ! it is Alberto ; oh how 

I love him for't if Clarina fland his Courtfhip, 1 am 

made ; I languilh between Hope and Fear. 

Lor. Stay Friend, I hear fomebody. \Mufick ceafei, 
Pag. 'Tis nobody, Sir. 

Enter Ifabella. 

I/ab. 'Tis Lorenzo, and my Plots ripe ; \Aftde, 

Lorenzo retires the •while a little further. 

■Twill not fure be hard to get him, under pretence of 

feeing Clarina, into my Chamber, and then 111 order 

him at my pleafure ; IJmana is on my fide, for I know all 



her Secrets, and (he muft wink a 



l^r. Thou art in the right Boy, 
I think indeed 'twas nothing. 

Enter Alberto. 

Alb. She yields, bad Woman ! 
Why fo eafily won ? 
By me too, who am ihy Husband's Friend : 



e therefore. 

{shtn 
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Oh dangerous Boldnefs ! unconfidering Woman ! 
I lov'd thee, whilfl I thought thou couldfl not yield ; 
Bot now that Eafinefshas undone thy I nterefl and my Heart, 
111 back, and tell thee that it was to try thee. 

Lor, No, no, 'twas my Fears, away with the Song, 
111 take it on your word that 'tis fit for my purpofe. 

Fid, 111 warrant you, my Lord. 

SONG. 

IA^ vain I have laboured the Vidor to prove 
Of a Heart that can n^er give attendance to Love ; 
So hard to be done^ 
That nothing fo yoUng 
Could ^er have refifteda Pajfionfo long. 

Yet nothing I left unattempted or f aid, 

That might f of ten the Heart of this pitilefs Maid ; 

Butflillfhe wasjhyy 

And would blufhing deny, 
Whilfl her willinger Eyes gave her Language the lye. 

Since, Phillis, my Pajfflonyou vow to defpife. 
Withdraw thefalfe Hopes from your flattering Eyes : 

For whilfl they inftnre 

A reCifllefs vain Fire, 
Wefhall s^ow to abhor, what we now do admire, 

[Ex, Mufick. 

Alb, What's this, and at Clarinets Lodgings too ? 
Sure 'tis Antonio, impatient of delay, 
Gives her a Serenade from me. 

Enter Ifabella. 
Ifab, Tis the Fool himfelf— my Lord, where are you ? 
Alb, How ! a Woman's Voice ! 'tis dark, 111 ad- 
vance. 

Lor. Thou Simpleton, I told thee there was fomebody. 
Pag, Lord, Sir, 'tis only Ifabella that calls you. 
Lor, Away Sirrah, I find by my Fears 'tis no Woman. 

[Goes out with the Page. 

Ifab, 
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Ijab. Why don't you come? here's nobody. 

Alb. Here I am. 

Ijab. Where? 

Alb. Here. \Givei kir his Hand. 

Ijab. My Lord, you may venture. Clarina will be alone 
within this Hour, where you Ihall entertain her at your 
freedom : but you mud flay a while in my Chamber [ill 
my Lord's a bed ; for none but I muft know of the fa. 
vour (he defigna you. 

Alb. Oh Gods ! what Language do 1 hear 

Falfe and Perfidious Woman, I might have thought, 

Since thou wen gain'd fo cafily by me. 

Thou wouldfl with equal halle yield to another. 

I/ab. It is not Lorenzo, what fliall I do ? \SheJicah in. 
Enter Lorenio and Page. 

Imt. a Pox of all damn'd cowardly fear ! Now did I 
think I had drunk Nature up to Refclutioti : I have heard 



of thofe that could have dard : 
drunk or fober, 'tis all one in me. 

Alb. The Traitor's here. 
Whom I will kill whoe'er he be. 



their Drink ; but I find. 



—Ifahdia, I/aMla, Ihe's gone. Sir. [Calls. 

Alb. Yes Villain, (he's gone, and in her room 
Is one that will chaftife thy Boldnefs. 

Lor. That's a proud word iho, whoe'er thou be ; but 
how I (hall avoid it, is pad my Underdanding. 
Alb. Where art thou. Slave ? 

[Alberto gropes for him, he avoids him. 
Pag. Take heart Sir, here's company which I will 

Get to aflift you 

Enter Antonio. 
Sir, as you are a Gendeman, alTift a (Iranger fet upon by 
Thieves. \Th(y fight, Antonio ■with Alt«rto, 

AihcT\o falls, is wounded. V.ot runs aiuay the while. 
Alb. Whoe'er thou be'fl that takes the Traitor's part, 
Commend me to the wrong'd Antonio. 
Ant. Alberto ! dear AlberiQ, 18 il thee ? 
Alb. AntoHia/ 

Ant. 
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Attl. I am afham'd to fay I am Antonio ; _ 
Oh Gods, why would you (uffer this 



niHake F 



fay I 
ufuffi 

Alb. 1 am not wounded much. 
My gieateft pain is my concern tor thee ; 
Friend, thou art wrong'd, faJfely and bafely wrgng'd ; 
Clarina, whom you loVd and fcar'd, 
Has now betray'd thy Honour with her own. 

Ant. Without that fad addition to my Grief, 
1 ihould not long have bom the weight of Life, 
Having deftroy'd thine by a dire mit^e. 

Aib, Thou art deceived. 

AnI. Alas, why was it not pennitted rae 
To lofe my Friend, or Wife ? had one furviv'd, 
I might have dy'd in filence for the other; 
Oh my Alberto ! oh Clarina loo ! \We^i. 

Alb. Come, do not grieve for me, I (hall be welt 
I yet find (Irength enough to get away ; 
And then I'll let thee know my Fate and thine. \Exetmt, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Clarina, ifmena, and Ifabella weeping, 
tfi^. For Heaven fake, Madam, pardon rr.e. 
Clar. Be dumb for ever, falfe and treacherotis Woman, 
Was there no way but this to mask your Cheat ? 
A Lye which has undone us all. 

IfcUi. Alas, 'twas in the dark, how could I know him ? 
Pray forgive it me, and try my future Service. 

Clar. I never will foi^ive thee, naughty Girl ; 
Alberto now incens'd wU! tell Antonio all. 
!/ab. What need you care, Madam ? 
• You are fecure enough. 

Clar. Thou falv-ft an Error with a greater ftill ; 
Doft thou not know Antoni^^ Jealouly, 
Which yet is moderate, rais'd to a higher pitch. 
May rum me, Ifmena, and thy felf? 

I/m. Sifter, there cannot be much harm in this ; 
'Tis an ill chance, 'tis true, for by it we have lofl 
The pleafure of an innocent Revenge 

Upon 
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Upon Anionio \ but if underftood, 
We have but mifs'd that end. 

Clar. a^lfmena/ 
This Jealoufy is a.n unapprehenlive madnefs, 
A non-fenfe which does ftill abandon Realbn. 

IJah. Madam, early in the Morning 
V\\ to AlitrM^ Lodgings, and tell him the miftake. 
Ciar. Twill be too late. 
J/m. Sifter, what think you if I go tnyfelf? 
Clar. Vou Ihould not be fo daring ; 
Befides, I blulh to think what ftrange opinion 
He'll entertain of me the while. 

I/m. Do not let that afflia you. 
Fetch my Veil, and if Antonio chance to afk for me, 
Tell him I'm gone to Laura. [£>. Ifab. 

Believe me, I will fet all llrait again. 

Enter Ifabella with the Veil. 
Clar. Thou haft more Courage, Girl, than I. 
l/tn. What need is there of much of that, to encounter 
a gay young Lover, where I am fure there cajinot be 
much dinger ? 

Clar. Weil take your chance, I wilh you luck Sir, 
For I am e'en as much bent upon Revenge, 
As thou art upon Marriage. 

Ifm. Come, my Veil, this and the Night will enough 
fecure me. \Exeunl. 

SCENE V. Difcaitcrs Alberto and 

Antonio. 

Atti. Nay thou (halt fee't before thou dofl revenge it j 
In fuch a cafe, thy felf (hould be the Witnefs, 
She knows not what has pail to night between us. 
Nor (hould Ihe, if thou couldll contain thy Ragcf 
And that, Antonio, you (hall promife me : 
To morrow place thy felf behind the Arras, 
And from thy Eyes thy own Misfortunes know. 
What will not difobliged PafTion do ? {Afidi. 



"Vol. IV. 
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Ant. Ill hide my Anger in a feeming calm, 
And what 1 have lo do confult the while. 
And mask my Vengeance underneath a Smile. \^Ex, Ant. 

Page. My Lord, there is without a Lady 
Defires to Ipeak with you. 

Alb. Who is 't? 

Page. I know not, Sir, (he's veiled. 
Enter Ifmena ■weepiug. 

Alb. Condu^ her in. 

Ifm. Oh Alberto, J/aiella has undone us all ! 

Blp. She weeps, and looks as innocent 

What mean you, falfe didfembling Clarinat 

What, have you borroVd from Deceit new Charms, 
And think'ft to fool me to a new belief^ 

I/m. How Sir, can you too be unkind? Nay then 'tis 
time to die ; alas, ihere wanted but your credit to-thi& mi- 
flake, to make me truly miferable. 

Alb. What Credit? What Miftakef oh undeceive me. 
For 1 have done thee Injuries pad Forgivenefs, 
If thou be'ft truly it 



1/m. If J/abella, under pretence of courting mc for 
Lerenm, whom fhe defigns to make a Husband, has 
given him freedoms will undo my Honour, if not pre- 
vented soon. 

Alb. May I credit this, and that it was not by thy 
Command she did it ? 

I/m. Be witnefs Heaven, my Innocence in this. 
Which if you will believe, I'm (afe again. 

Alb. I do believe thee, but thou art not fafe. 
Here, take this Ponyard, and revenge ihy Wrongs, 
Wrongs which I dare not beg a Pardon for. 

[He gives her a Dagger. 

Ifm. Why, Sir, what have you done? have you de- 
ceiv'd me, and do you not indeed love me? 

Alb. Oh Clarina! do not ask that Question, 
Too much of Chat has made me ruin thee ; 
It made me jealous, drunk with Jealoufy, 
And then I did unravel all my Secrets, 

I/m. What Secrets, Sir ? you have then fecu Antonio. 

Alb. Ves. 

I/in. 
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I/uu Hah Now Wit, if e'er thou did'ft poffcTs a 

Woman, alC<l her at her need. \Afide. 
Well, Sir, rife and teli me all. 

Alb. I will not rife till you have pardoned me, 
Or puniftied my Misfortune. 

I/m. Be what it will, I do forgive it thee. 

Alb. Antonio, Madam, knows my Happinefs, 
For in my Rage I told him that you lov'd me ; 
What Ihall I do > 

I/m, I cannot blame you Iho it were unkind. 

Alb. This I could help, but I have promis'd him. 
That he (hall be a witnefs of this Truth ; 
What fay you, Madam, do I not merit Death ? 
Oh fpeak, and let me know my doom whate'cr it be. 

Ifm. Make good your Word. 

Alb. What mean you? 

I/m. What you have promifed him, perform as you 
intended. 

Alb. What then ? 

1/m, Then come as you defign'd to vifit mc. 

Alb. But let me know what 'tis you mean to do. 
That I may afl accordingly. 

I/m. No. Anfwer me to every Quedion asfd. 
And I perhaps may fet all (Irait again ; 
It is now late, and I mull not be mifling : 
But if you love me, be no more jealous of me, 
FareweL 

Alb. MuA I be ignorant then of your Delign? 

J/m. \^i, Alberto; 
And you Ihall fee what Love will make a Woman do. 

\He leads her out. 

Alb. Now am I caught again, inconliant Nature, 

Would Ihe had lefs of Beauty or of Wit, 

Or that Antonio did but iefs deferve her ; 

Or that (he were not married. 

Or I'ad lefs Virtue, for 'tis that which awes me. 

That tender fenfe of nothing, 

And makes the other Reafons feem as Bugbears. 

1 love Clarina more than he can do. 

And yet this Virtue doth oppofe that Love, 

N I Tells 
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-'Tis but loo true indeed, s 
Whiin 1 conceal the Crimina.! within ; 
I mull reveal it, for whilfl I hide the Traitor, 
I feem 10 love the Treafon too ; 
I will refign it then, (ince 'tis lefs blame 
To perifh by ray Pain, than live with Shame. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 



Enter Frederick and Laura. 



Fnd. 



LH 



ra, confider well my Quality, 
1 And be not angry with your Father's Confidence, 
Who left US here alone. 

Laa. He will repent that Freedom when be knoirs 
What ufe you've made on't. Sir. 

Frtd. Fy, fy. Lama, a Lady bred at Court, and yet 
want complaifance enough to entertain a Gallant in pri- 
vate ! this coy Humour is not i-la-tnode. Be not fo 

peevifh with a Heart that dies for you. 

Lau. Fray tell me, Sir, what is't in me that can encou- 
rage this ? 

Frtd, That which is in all lovely Women, Laura ; 
A thoufand Blufhes play about your Cheeks, 
Which (hows the brisknefs of the Blood that warms them. 
- — —If I but tell you how 1 do adore you, 
You ftrait decline your Eyes ; 
Which does declare you underftand my meaning. 
And every Smile or Frown betrays your Thoughts, 
And yet you cry, you do not give me caufe. 
Entir Alaid. 

Maid. Curtius, Madam, waits withouL 

Fred. 1 do not like his hafle, 
Tell him he cannot be aJmilted now. 
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Lau. Sir, he n 
you; 



e that merits better treatment from 



How can you injure thus the Man you love f 

Fred. OhMadam.ask your Eyes,lhofe powerful Attracts, 
And do not call their Forces fo in queflion. 
As to believe they kindle feeble Fires, 
Such as a Friendfhip can furmounU No, Laura, 
They've done far greater Miracles. 

Lau. Sir, 'tis in vain you tell me of their Power, 
Unlefs they could have made a nobler Conquefl 
Than Hearts that yield to every petty Viftor. 

Look on me well. 

Can nothing here inform you of my Soul, 
And bow it fcoms to treat on thefe Conditions ? 

[Looks on him, he gaxes ■aiith a half Smilt. 

Fred. Faith, no, Laura. 
1 fee nothing there but wondrous Beauty, 
And a deal of needlefs Pride and Scorn, 
And fuch as may be humbled. 

Lati. Sir, you miftake, that never can abate. 
But yet I know your Power may do me injuries ; 
But 1 believe you're guilty of no Sin, 
Save your Irconftancy, which is fuflicient ; 
And, Sir, 1 beg 1 may not be the firft [Kneels and tueeps. 
May find new Crimes about you. 

Fred. Rife Laura^ thou haft but too many Beauties, 
Which pray be careftil that you keep conceal'd. 

[Offers to go. 

Lau. I humbly tliank you. Sir. 

Fred. — But why (hould this interpofingVirtue check me? 
— Slay Laura^ tell me ; mod you marry Curtiutf 

Lau. Ves Sir, I muft. 

Fred. Laura, you muft not. 

Lau. How, Sir! 

Fred. I fay you fliall not marry him, 
Unlefs you offer up a Vidlim, 
That mayappeafe the Anger you have rais'd in me. 

Lau. I'll offer up a thoufand Prayers and Tears. 

Fred. That will nut do. 

N 3 Since 
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Since ihou'ft deny'd my juft Pretenfions to the^ 
No lefs than what I told you of Iliall fatisfy me. 

Lau. Oh where is all your Honour and your Virtue? 

Fred. Tuft where it was, there's no fuch reaJ thing. 
I know that thou wcrt made to be palTefl, 
And he that does refufe it, loves thee leafi. 

There's danger in my Love, and your Delay, 

And you are mott fecure whilll you obey. 

Za«. Then this fliall be my fafcti', hold 

\She dra-ais a Dagger. 
Or 111 forget you are my Prince. [He iatigMs. 

Fred. Pretly Virage, how you raife my Love ? 

1 have a Dagger too ; what will you do f 

{Shows her a Dagger. 
Enter Curtius. 

Cur. How ! the Prince f ann'd againft Laura loo ! 

{Draws. 

Fred. Traitor, doft draw upon thy Prince? 

Cut. Your Pardon, Sir, 1 meant it on a Raviflier, 
A foul mifguided Villain, [ Bowi, 

One that fcarce merits the brave name of Man ; 
One that betrays his Friend, forfakcs his Wife, 
And would commit a Rape upon my Miftrefs. 

Fred, Her Prefence is thy Safety, be gone and leave me. 

Cur. By no means, Sir ; the Villain may return. 
To which fair Laura, (hould not be expos'd. 

Frtd. Slave, dar^ft ihou difobey P \Pffers taf^t. 

Cur. Hold, Sir, and do not make me guilty of a. Sin, 
Greater than that of yours. 

Enter Salvator. 

Salv. Gods pity me ; here's fine doings ! — Why how 
came this roiilring Youngfter in my HoufeP Sir, who 
fent for you, hah ? 

Salv. Love, with a Wiinefs to whom ? my Daughter ? 
— No, Sir, (he's otherwife difpos'd of 1 can affiire you. 
Be gone and leave my Houfe, and that quickly too ; and 
thank me that I do not fecure thee for a Traitor. 

Cur. Will you not hear me fpcak ? 

Saiv. 
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Satv. Not a word, Sir, go be gone j unlefs your High- 

nefs will have him apprehended. \To Fred. 

Frtd. No Sir, it mall noi need — Curtius, look to hear 

from me. \Couies up to him, and tells him 

/o tH a meuadng Tone, and go 
out /ever ally. 
Salv. Go Mrs. Minis, get you in, [Ex. Salv. and Laur. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Frederick pffftng in anger aver the Stage, 

Lor. O Sir, I'm glad I've found you ; for I have the 
rarell News for you. 

Fred. What News? 

Lor. Oh the Devil, he's angry ; Why, Sir, the 

prettied young 

Fred. There's for your Intelligence. 

\^trikes kim, and goes out. 

Lor. So, very well ; how, mortal is the favour ol 
Princes ! thefe be turns of State now ; what the Devil 
ails he trow ; fure he could not be offended with the 
News I have brought him ; if he be, he's ftrangely out 
of tune : and fure he has too much Wit lo grow virtuous 
at thefe Years. No, no, he has had fome rcpulfe from a 
Lady ; and that's a vronder \ for he has a Tongue and a 
Purie that feldom fails r if Youth and Vigour would 
flretch as far, he were the wonder of the Age. 
Enter Curtius. 

Cur. Lorenzo, didfl thou fee the Prince ? 

Lor. Marry did I, and feel him too. 

Cur. Why, did he ftrike you ? 

Lor. I'm no true Subjc^ if he did not ; and that only 
for doing that Service which once was molt acceptable to 
him. Prithee what's the matter with him, hah f 

Cur, I know not, leave me. 

Lor, Leave thee, what art thou out of humour too ? 
Let me but know who 'tis has difoblig'd thee, and 111 — 

Cur. What wilt thou ? 

T^r. Never fee his Face more, if a Man. 

N 4 Cur. 
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Cur. And what if a Woman ? 

Lor. Then (he's an idle peevirh Slut, HI warranl her. 

Cur. Conclude it fo, and leave me. 

Lor, Nay, now thou hall faid the only thing that could 
keep me with thee, thou mayft be defperaie ; I'll tell 
you CwrZ/uj, thefefemalcMifchiefsmake Men take dange- 
rous Refolutions fometimes. 

Enter Alberto. 

Alb. Curtim, I've fomething to deliver to your Ears. 
[WhifPcrs. 

Cur. Any thing from Alberto is welcome. 

Lor. Well, I will be hang'd if there be not fome Mif- 
chief in agitation ; it cannot be wenching ; they look all 
too dull and fober for that ; and befides, then 1 thould 
have been a party eoncem'd. 

Cur. The place and time. 

Alb. An hour hence i'th' Grove by the River-fide. 

Cur. Alone thou fay'ftf 

Alb. Alone, the Prince will have it fo. 

Cur. I will not fail a moment. \Ex. Alb. 

— So this has eas'd my heart of half its Load, 

Lor. I'll fneak away, for this is fome lighting Bufinefs, 
&nd I may perhaps be invited a Second, a Compliment I 
care not for. \OffeTS to go. 

Cur. Lorenso, a word with you. 

Lor. 'Tis fo, what ihall 1 do now ? \A/ide 

Lor. I am a little in hafle, my Lord. 

Cur. 1 (hall foon dilpatch you. 

Lor. I believe fo, for 1 am half dead already with 
Fear. [.4^flt.]— Sir, I have promis'd to make a vifit to a 
Lady, and 

Cur. What I've to fay will not detain you long. 

Lor. What a Dog was I, I went not when helirft defied 
me to go \ Oh Impertincncy, thou art juftly rewarded ! 

Cur. Lorenso, may I believe you love me? 

Lor. Now what (hall I fay, Ay or no f YAfide. 

The Devil take me if I know. 



Cur. Will you do me a favour? 
Lor. There 'tis again. 
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Cm: I know I may trull ibee with a fecret. 

Lor. Tnily Cnrtius, I cannot teU, 
In fome cafes 1 a.m not very retentive. 

Cur. I am going about a bufinefs, that perhaps 
May take up all the time I have to live. 
And I may never fee thy Sifter more ; 
Will you oblige me in a Meflage to herf 

Zar. You know you may command me ; 
I'm glad 'tis no worfe. [AjiiU. 

Cur. Come, go with me into my Cabinet, 
And there 111 write to Laura ; 
And prithee if thou heai^fl that I am dead. 
Tell her I fell a Sacrifice to her. 
And that's enough, Ihe underftands the reft. 

Lor. Dul harkye, Curtiut, by your favour, this is but a 
fcutvy Tale to carry to your Miflrefs ; I hope you are not 

Cur. Yes. 

Lor. Yes \ why, what a foolifh idle humour's this in 
you ? I vow 'twill go near to break the poor Girl's 

Heart ; Come be advis'd, Man. 

Cur. Perhaps I may eonfider on't for that reafon. 
Lor. There are few that go about fuch bufinefres, but 
ir other to eonfider in favour of Life ; I 
1 the moft magnanimous : — Prithee who 



have one thing oi 
find that even ii 
is't with ? 

Cur. That's counfel ; and pray let this too which I 
have told you be a fecret, for 'twill concern your Life. 

Lor. Good Curtiui, take it back again then ; for a 
hundred to one but my over-care of keeping it will be- 

Cur. Thou loveft ihy fcif better. 

Lor. Well, that's a comfort yet. [Ex-eunl. 

SCENE III. A Wood. 

Enter Cloris drej^^dlikea CouHtry-Boy, foiled By 

Guilliam a L/awn ; Cloris reading a Letter. 
Clo. reads. Cloris beware of Men ; for Iho I my/elf 
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TruJI none of us, for if Ikon doft, Ihou art undone ; 

We make Vows to all alike we fee. 

And even the befl of Men^ the Prince, 

Ts not to be credited in an affair of Love. 

—Oh Curtim, thy advice was very kind ; 

Had it arriv'd before, I'ad been undone ! 

— Can Frederick loo be falfe ? 

A Prince, and be unjufl to her that loves him loo? 

— Surely it is impolnbic — 

Perhaps thou lov'ft me too, and this may be 

[Poinling to the Lettsr. 
Some Plot of thine to try my Conflancy : 
— Howe'er it be, fince he could fail laft night 
Of feeing me, I have at leaA a caufe to juftify 
This (hameful change ; and fure in this Difguife, 
I (hall not foon be known, doll think I (hall ? 

\Looki OH herfelf. 

Guil. Why forfooth, what do you Intend to pafs for, 
a Maid or a Boy? 

Clo. Why, what I feem to be, will it not do? 

GhH. Ves, yes, il may do, but I know not what ; 
I would Love would tranfmography me to a Maid now, 

We (hould be the preltiell Couple : 

Don't you remember when you drefs'd me up the lafl 
Carnival, was not 1 the wound ieft handfomc Lais a body 
could fee in a Summer's day ? There was Claud the 
Shepherd as freaki(h after me, I'll warrant you, and 
fimper'd and (ript it like any thing. 

C/o, Ay, but they fay 'tis dangerous for young Maids 
to live at Court. 

Guil. Nay, then I (hould be loth to give temptation. 
— Pray forfooth, what's that you read fo often there ? 

Clo. An advice to young Maids that are in love. 

Guil. Ay, ay, that fame Love is a vengeance thing, 
Wou'd I were in love loo ; I fee it makes a body valiant ; 
One neither feels Hunger nor Cold that is poffert with it. 

Clo. Thou ait i'lh' right, it can do Miracles. 

Guil. So it feems, for without a Miracle you and I, 
could never have rambled about thefc Woods all '-*--- 
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without elllier Bottle or Wallet : I could e'en cry for 

Cto. What a dull Soul this Fellow hath? 
Sure it can never feel the generous Pains 
Of Love, as mine does now ; oh how 1 glory 
To find my Heart above the common rate ! 
Were not my Prince inconftant, 
I would not envy what the Blefled do above : 
But he is falfe, good Heaven !— {Weeps. Guii. howh. 
—What doft feel, that thou (houldft weep with me f 

Guil. Nothing but Hunger, (harp Hunger, forfooth. 

Clo. Leave calling me forfooth, it will betray us. 

Guil. What (hall I call you then f 

Clo. Call me, PhUibert, or any thing ; 
And be familiar with me : put on thy Hat, left any come 
and fee us. 

Cuit. 'Tis a hard name, but I'll leam it by heart. 
— Well /'A*7/*fr/— What (haU we do when we come to 
Court ? \Puls on his Hat. 

Befides eating and drinking, which I Ihall do in abun- 

Clo. We muft get each of us a Service : 
But thou an fuch a Clown. 

Guil. Nay, fay^ot fo, honeft Philibert : for look ye, 
1 am much the properer Fellow of the two. \Walka, 

Clo. Well, try thy fortune ; but be furc you never dif- 
cover me, whatever Quedions may chance to be asked 
thee. 

Guil. 1 warrant thee, honeft Lad, I am true and truftyj 
But I mufl be very familiar with you, you fay. 

Clo, Yes, before Company. 

Guil. Pray let me begin and praflife a little now, 
An't plcafe you, for fear 1 fhould not be faucy enough. 
When we arrive at Court. 

Clo. I'll warrant you you'll foon leam there. 

Guil Oh Lord, Philibert! Philibert! I fee a Man a 
coming moft deadly fine, let's run away. 

Clo. Thus thou haft ferv'd me all this nighl, there's 
not a Bu/h we come at, but thou ftart'ft thus. 

Guil. 
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Guil. 'Tia true you are a Lover, and tna.y ftay the 
danger on't ; but III make fure for one. 

Clo. It is the Prince, oh Gods ! what makes he here ? 
Wiihj Looks difordcr'd too ; this Place is fit for Death 

and fad 
Defpair ; the melancholy Spring a (leepy miuTDur makes, 
A proper Confort for departing Souls, 
When mix'd with dying Groans, and the thick Boughs 
Compofe a difmal Roof; 

Dark as the gloomy Shades of Deaih or Craves, 
— He comes this way, I'll hide my felf awhile. 

\Geis behind a Bujh. 
Enter Frederick, 

Fred. But yet not this, nor my defpight to Laura, 
Shall make me out of love with Life, 
Whilft I have youthful Fires about my Heart : 
— Yet I muft fight with Curtius, 
And fo chaftife the Pride of that fond Maid, 
Whofe faucy Virtue duril controul my Flame. 
—And yet I love her not as I do Cioris ; 
But fain I would have overcome that Chaility, 
Of which the fooliih Beauty boalls fo. 

Cle. Curtius I thank thee, now I do believe thee. 
CuiUiam, if thou feeft any fighting anon, [The Princt 
Be fure you run out and call fome body. -walks, 

Guil, You need not bid me run away, when I once 
fee them go to that. 

Enter Curtius. 

Cur. Sir, 1 am come as you commanded me. 

Fred, When yon confider what you've lately done. 
You will not wonder why 1 fent for you ; 
And when I mean to light, 1 do not ufe to parly : 
Come draw. 

Cur. Shew me my Enemy, and then if I am flow — 

Fred, i am he, needft thou one more powerful ? 

Cur. You, Sir ! what have I done to make you fo ? 

Fred. If yet thou want'll a fiirther proof of it. 
Know I'll difpute my Claim to Laura. 

Cur. That muA not be with me. Sir ; 
God forbid that I Ihould raife my Arm againll my Prince. 
If 
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If Laura have fo little Faith and Virtue, 

To render up that Right belongs to me. 

With all my heart I yield her 

To any but to you : 

And, Sir, for your own fake you muft not have her. 

Fred. Vour Rcafon ? 

Cur, Sir, you're already married. 

Fred. Thou lycR, and feek'ft excufes for thy Cowar- 

Cur. 1 wilh you would reeal that hafly Injury ; 
Yet this I'll bear from you, who know 'lis faUc. 

Fred. Will nothing move thee ? 

Cur. You would believe fo, Sir. if I (hould tell you. 
Thai belides all this, I have a jufter Caufe. 

Frtd. Juder than that of Laura f call it up, then. 
And let it fave thee from a further (hame. 

Cur. Yes fo I will, 'tis that of Claris, 
Who needs my aids much more ; 
Do you remember fuch a Vit^n, Sir? 
For fo Ihe was till (he knew Frediriek, 
The fweeiefl Innocent that ever Nature made. 

Fred. Not thy own Honour, nor thy Love to Laura, 
Would make thee draw, and now at Claris Name 
Thou art incens'd, thy Eyes all red with Rage; 

Oh thou haft roui'd my Soul I 

Nor would I juftify my Wrongs to her, 
Unlefs it were to fatisfy my Jealoufy, 
Which thou haft rais'd in me by this concern. 
Draw, or I'll kill thee. 

Cur. Stay, Sir, and hear me out. 

Fred. I will not ftay, now I reflefl on all 
Thy former ktndnefs to her 

Cur. I will not light, but I'll defend my fclf. 

\^Tkey fight. 

Fred. We are betra/d. 

Cur. Yes, Sir, and you are wounded, 

[Guil. runs bawling out, Ihey are both wounded. 

Clo. Oh Heaven defend the Prince ! [She peeps. 

Fred. 
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Fred. I hear fome coming, go be gone. 
And fave thy felf by flight 

[Frcderick^aHrfj leaning on his StuortL 

Cur. Sir, give me leave to (lay, my flight will look 
Uke Guilt. 

Fred. By no means, Curtiin, thou will be taken here, 
and thou Ihalt never charge me with chat Crime of be- 
traying thee : when we meet next, we'll end it 

Cur. 1 mull obey you then. \ExU. 

Enter Cloris. 

Ch. Sir, has the Villain hurt you ? \ShifHpporU kirn. 
— Pray Heaven my Sorrows do not betray me now ; 
For Hnce he's falfe, I fain would die conceal'd. \Afide. 
— Shew me your Wound, and I will lie it up. 
Alas, you bleed extremely. (come ; 

Fred. Kind Youth, thy Succours ate in vain, tho wel- 
For tho 1 bleed, I am not wounded much. 

Clo. No? why did you let him pafs impunilh'd then, 
Who would have hurt you more .' 

Enter GuUliam wilk Galliard. 

Serv. Where was't ? 

Guil. Look ye. Sir, there, don't you fee them ? 

Serv. How does your Highnefs ? This Fellow told me 
of a quarrel here, which made me haAe. 

Frtd. Be fiient, and carry me to my own apartment. 

Strv. Alas, Sir, is it you that fought ? 

Fred. No R)ore Queflions. — 

Kind Boy, pray leave me not till I have found a way to 
recompenfe thy pretty care of mc. 

Clo. I will wait on you. Sir. \Exeunt all but GuiL 

Enter Lorenio. Peeps Jirjt. 

Lor. What's the matter here f' the Prince is wounded 

Oh what a Dog was I to know of fome fuch thing, 
And not fecure them all ? 

[Lar. /lands gaeing at Guil. Guil. Jlands tahering 
his Hal, and/cruing His Face. 
—What's here ? Ha, ha, ha, this is the pleafanlcft Fel- 
low that e'er I faw in my Life. Prithee Friend, what's 
thy Name ? 

Guil. 
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Cuil. My Name, an't (hall like ye. 
My Name, it is Ouitliam. 

Lor. From whence Cornell thou ? 

Guil. From a Village a great huge way off. 

Lor. And what's thy bufinefs here, hah? 

Guii. Truly, Sir, not to tell a Lye ; 
1 come to get a Service here at Court. 

Lor. A Service at Court I ha, ha, that's a pleafant Hu- 
mour i'faitfa. Why Fellow, what canft thou do.' 

Guil. Do Sir ! 1 can do any thing. 

Lor. Why what canA thou do ? canft thou drefs well ? 
— Seta Peruke to advantage, tie a Crevai, 
And Cuffs? put on a Belt with dexterity, hah? 
Thefe be the Parts that mufl recommend you. 

Guil. I know not what you mean, but I am fure I 
can do them all. 

Lor. Thou art confident il feems, and I can tell you. 
Sirrah, that's a great ftep lo Preferment ; 
But well, go on then, canft ride the great Horie? 

Guil. The bjggeft in all our Town 
I have rid a thoufand times. 

Lor. That's well ; canft fence ? 

Guil. Fence Sir, what's that? 

Lor. A Term we ufe for the Art and Skill of handling 
a Weapon. 

Guil. 1 can ihrefh, Sir. 

Lor. What's that, Man ? 

Guil. Why, Sir, it is— it is— threfiiing. 

Lor. An Arlift I vow ; canft play on any Mufick ? 

Guil. Oh moft logically, Sir, I have a Bagpipe that 
every Breath fets the whole Village a dancing. 

Lor. Better ftiU ; and thou canft dance HI warrant ? 

Guil. Dance, he, he, he, 1 vow you've light on my 
Mailer- piece, yTegs. 

Lor. And 111 try thee r Boy, go fetch [To the Page. 
fome of the Mufick hither which 1 keep in pay. [Ex. Boy. 

But hark you. Friend, tho I love Dancing very well, 

and that may recommend thee in a great degree j yet 'tis 
wholly necelTaiT that you (hould be valiant too : We 
Great ones ought to be ferv'd by Men of Valour, for we 
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are very liable to be affronted by many hereto our Faces, 
which we would gladly ha\'e beaten behind our Backs. 
—But Pox on't. thou hart not the Huff and Grimace of 
a Man of Prowefs. 

Guil. As for fighting, tho I do not care for it, yet I 
can do'i if any body angers me, or fo. 

Lar. But I muft have you learn to do't when any body 
angers me too. 

GhH. Sir, they told me 1 Ihould have no need on't 
here ; but I (hall leam. 

Lor. Why you Fool, that's not a thing to be leam'd, 

That's a brave Inclination bom with Man, 

A brave undaunted fomething, a thing that, 
That comes from, from, I know not what. 
For I was bom without iL 

Enter Page and Muftck, 
Oh are you come ? let's fee, Sirrah, your Activity, 
For 1 mud tell you that's another (lep to Preferment. 



Bone Mine, good Garb, a Peruke, Conduft and Secrecy 
in Love-Affairs, and half a dozen more good Qualities, 
thou wert fit for fomething ; but I will try thcfc Boy, let 
him have belter Clothes ; as for his Documents, I'll give 
hira thofe my felf. 

Guil, Hah, I don't like that word, it founds terribly. 

[A/uie. Er. Page and GuiL 

Ler. This Fellow may be of ufe to me; twing doubt- 
lefs very honed, becaufe he is fo very fimple : For to fay 
(nitb, we Men of Parts are fomctimes over-wife, wit- 
nefs my lad night's retreat from but a fuppofed Danger, 



-.. .- ._ - Well, m I-,- .- 

I/abella, and know her final Refolution ; if Clarima will 
be kind, fo ; if not, there be thofe that will. 

And tho 1 cannot any Conqued boail 

For all the Time and Money I have loft, 
At lead of I/aid 111 be reveng-d. 
And have the flattering Baggage foundly fwing'd ; 
And rather than fhe ihall efcapc my Anger, 
My felf ftiall be the Hero that diall bang her. [Exit. 

ACT 
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Enter Ifmena. and Ifabella. 



\ Adam, turn your back to that fide, 

For there Antonio is hid ; he mud not fee 
your Face : now raifc your Voice, that he may hear 
what 'tis you fay. 

I/m. I'll warrant you, IJabella : 
Was ever wretched Woman's Fate like mine, 
Forc'd 10 obey the rigid Laws of Parents, 
And marry with a Man I did not love ? 

Ant. Oh there's my caufe of Fear. [Ant. Peepi. 

I/m. Tho fince I've had him, thou know'fl I have en- 
deavour'd 
To make his Will my Law, 

Till by degrees and Cuftom, which makes things natural, 
I found this Heart, which ne'er had been engag'd 
To any other, grow more foft to him ; 
And flill the more he lov'd, the more 1 was oblig'd. 
And made returns ftill kinder ; till I became 
Not only to allow, but to repay his Tendemefs. 

I/ab. She counterfeits rarely. \AJide, 

Madam, indeed I have obferv'd this truth. 

ijm. See who 'tis knocks. \pne knocks. 

Ant. What wiU this come to ? \Afide. 

I/ab. Madam, 'tis ^/itcrto. 

Enter Alberto. Bows. 

I/m. My Lord, you've often told me that you lov'd me, 
Which I with Womens ufual Pride beliv'd ; 
And now, encourag'd by my hopeful Promifes, 
You look for fome Returns : Sir, is it fo? 

Alb. What means Ihe ? 
Pray Heaven I anfwer right. \Afide. 

Madam, if I have err'd in that belief, 

To know 1 do To, is fuflicient punifhmenL 

Lovers, Madam, tho they have no returns. 

Like finking Men, (lill catch at all they meet with ; 

-VOL IV. And 
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And whiin they live, tho in Che midft of Storms, 
Becaufe ihey wifli, they alfo hope for Calms. 

IJm. And did you, Sir, conllder who I was ? 

Alb, Yes, Madam, Wife unto my Friend Antonio, 
The only Mar that has an Intereft here ; 
But, Madam, that muft ftill fubmii to Love. 

I/m. Canfl thou at once be true to him and me 1 

Aii. Madam, i know not that ; 
But fmce I mull lofe one. 
My Friendfhip I can better lay aUde. 

//m. Haft thou forgot how dear thou art to him ? 

A/d. No, I do believe I am, andthat his Life 
Were but a worthlcfs iritle, if I needed it 
Yet, Madam, you are dearer to him ftill 
Thati his Alberto ; and 'tis fo with me : 

Him I efteem, but you I do adore ; 

And he whofe Soul's infenfible of Love, 
Can never grateful lo his Friendthip prove. 

I/m. By your example. Sir, 111 ftill retain 
My Love for him ; and what I had for you. 
Which was but Friendftiip, VW abandon too. 

Ant. Happy Antonio. [AJide. 

I/m. Pray what have you Antonio cannot own? 
Has he not equal Beauty, if not exceeding thine ? 
Has he not equal Vigour, Wit, and Valour? 
And all that even raifes Men to Gods, 
Wert not for poor Mortality ? 

Vain Man, couidft thou believe 

That 1 would quit my Duty to this Husband, 
And facrifice his Right to thee f 

Couidft thou believe me yefterday ? 

When from thy Importunity and Impudence, 

To fend thee from me, 

1 promifed thee to love thee. 

Nay rather, treacherous Man, 

Couldii thou believe 1 did hate thee then. 
Who bafely would betray thy Friend and me ? 

Alb. Sure this is cajneft. V-A/itU. 

Ant. Oh biave C/arina .' [A/ide. 
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I/m. Speak, Traitor, to my Fame and Honour : 
Was there no Woman, but Anloni/fs Wife, 
With whom thou couldft commit fo foul a Crime? 
And none but he to bring to publick Shame ? 
A Man who trufted thee, and lov'd ihee too ? 
— Speak— and if yet thou haft a fenfe of Virtue, 
Call to the Saints for pardon, or thou d/ft. 

[She dra-ws a Poniard, and runs at hint ; 
he ftcps back to avoid it. 
AIR. Hold C/orwa /— I am amazU 
I/m. But Hay. 
Thou fa/ft my Beauty forr'd thee to this Wickednefs, 
And that's the caufe you haveabus'd Antonio. 
— Nor is it all the Power I have with him, 
Can make him rredit what I tell him of thee ; 
And (hould I live, 1 ftiU mull be purfu'd by thee, 
And unbellev'd by him : 
^Alberto, thou Ihalt ne'er be guihy more, 
Whilft this— and (his may meet 

[Offering to wound her /elf , isffa/d by 
Alb. and Ifab. they/et Ifm. in a 
Chair ; AJb. kneels weeping. 

Aid. Hold, my divine Clarina. 

Ant. Shall 1 difcover my felf, or fteal away? \A/ide. 
And all alham'd of Life after this Action, 
Go where the Sun or Day may never find me? 

Oh t what Virtue I've abus'd 

Curfe on my little Faith; 

And all the Curfes Madnefs can invent. 

Light on my groiindlefs Jealoufy. \Ex. Antonio. 

Alb. Clarina, why fo cruel to my Heart? 
Tis true, I love you, but with as chafte an Ardour, 
As Souls departing pay the Deities, 
When with incefTant Sighs they hafte away, 
And leave Humanity behind. Oh ! fo did I 
Abandon ail the leffer Joys of Life, 
For that of being permitted but t'adore ye, 
Alas, if 'twere difpleallng to you. 
Why did your fell encourage it ? 
1 might have languiOi'd, as I did before, 

And 
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And hid thofe Crimes which make you hate mc now. 



-Oh I a 



iloft! 



', Ihou'fl undone n 



I fwear b 



IHerifuinRagt. 
II that's good, 



—Hear me Ungrate ; 

I'll wafh a.way my Mifchief wim my Biooa. 
I/ab. Aitlonio hears you not. Sir, for he's departed. 
Ifm. Is Antonio gone ? 

{She looks pertly up, who before lay half d 
[oVs this, h^ the but feiEm'd? 



Alb. How's this, h^ the but feign'd? 

//m. No, it was but feign'd ; I hope this proof 
Of what I have promis'd you, does not difpleaf& 

Alb^ Am I thus fortunate, thus ftraogely happy? 

I/m. Time will confirm it to you — go, do not 
Now thai^k me for't, but feek Antonio out ; 
Perhaps he may have too great a Senfe of the 
Mifchiefs his Jealoufies had like lo have caus'd : 
But conjure him to take no notice of what's paH to me ; 
This eafy flight of mine fecures our Fears, 
And ferves to make Antonio confident. 
Who now will unbelive his Eyes and Ears ; 
And fince before, while I was innocent, 
He could fufpefl my Love and Duty too, 
I'll try what my dilTembling il will do, 
-Go hafte. 

Alb. Madam, I go, fuprii'd with Love and Wonder. 

\_Ex. Alb. 

IJvt. YouHl be more fuprii'd, when you know \Afidt, 
That you are cheated too as well as Antonio. [Kxetm/. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Curtius difguis'diH a black Peruke and Beard, with 
Y\e.V<i difgui/ed at/o. 

Cur. Well, what haft thou Icarn'd ? 

Piet. News enough. Sir, but none good ; 
That the Prince's Wounds are but fmall. 
So that he intends to take the Air this Evening ; 
That he follicits Laura hard j 
And, Sir, that you are proclaim'd Traitor. 

Cur. So, what fays the MelTenger you Cent to Cloris t 
Pitt. 
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PUi. Sir, he brings fad tidings back. 
Cur. What tidings f is fhe dead ? 
That would revive my Soul, 

And fortify my eafy Nature with foroe wicked Notions, 
As deep as thofe this flattering Prince made ufe of, 
■When he bctray'd my Sifter, pretty Cloru: 
—Come, fpeak it boldly, for nothing elfe 
Will make me do her Juftice. 

Pitt. No, Sir, Ihe is not dead, 
But fled, and none knows whither j 
Only GuilUam attends her. 
Cur. Worfe and worfe ; but what of Laura t 
Piet. She, Sir, is kept a Prifoner by her Father, 
And fpeaks with none but thofe that come from Fredtriek, 

Cur. Laura confin'd loo ! 'tis time to haften then. 
With my, till now, almoft difarm'd Revenge : 
^Thus 1 may pafs unknown the Streets of FUtrtnci, 
And find an opportunity to reach this Prince's Heart, 
—Oh, Vengeance ! luxurious Vengeance 1 
Thy Pleafures turn a Rival to my Love, 
And make the mif^tier Conqueflo'er my Heart. 
^-Claris, I Will revenge thy Tears and Sufferings ; 
And to fecure the Doom of him that wrong'd thee, 
I'll call on injur'd Laura loo, 

— Here take thefe Pidlures and where thou fee'ft 

[Gives hint Boxes. 
A knot of Gallants, open one or two, as if by Health, 
To gaie upon the Beauties, and then flraight clofe them — 
Bui ftay, here comes the only Man 
I could have wilh'd for ; hell proclaim my Bufmefs 
Better than a Piiflure or a Trumpet- \Thtyftandby. 

[Curlius takes back the Piiiures. 
Enter Lorenzo and Guilliam drejl in finished Clothes, but 
the fame high-cro'Wn'd Hat. 
Lor. Did, ha, ha, ha, did ha, ha ; did ever any mor- 
tal Man behold fuch a Figure as thou art now ? Well, 1 
fee 'tis a damnable thing not to be bom a Gentleman ; 
the Devil himfelf can never make thee truly iantee now. 

Come, come, come forward ; thefe Clothes become 

thee, as a Saddle does a Sow ; why com'H thou not ? 

—Why 
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^Why ha, ha, I hope thou hafl not hanTel'd thy 

new Breeches, thou look'ft fo filthily on'l. 

{He ttdvancts, locking /purly. 

Guill. No, Sir, I hope I have more manners than fo ; 
but if 1 ihould, 'tis not my fault \ lorthenecefraTy Houfes 
are hard to be mei withal here at Court. 

/jw. Very well, Sirrah ; you begin already to be witty 
with the Court : but I can tell you, it has as many ne- 

cefTary Places in't, as any Court in Chrillendom 

But what a Hat thou hall ? 

Cuill. Why Sir, tho 1 fay'l, this is accounted of in 
our Villi^ ; hut 1 had another but now, which I bkwoflf 
in a high Wind ; and I never mill it, till 1 had an occa- 
fion to pluck it off to a young Squire, they call a Lacquey ; 
and Fegs 1 had none at all : and becaufe I would not lofe 
my Leg for want of a Hat, I feich'd this ; and I can tell 
you. Sir, it has a falhionable Brim. 

Lor. A Fool's head of your o«-n, has it not ? 

The Boys will hoot at us as we pafs hah. 

Who be thcfe, who be Ihefe 

\Gocs towards Cur. and Piet. 

Cur. Here — this Jo Don Alomfo this to the Eitgli^ 

Count; and this you may (hew to the young Gcrmiut 

Prince and this 1 will referve for higher Prices. 

[Givei Piet. PiUures. 

Piet, Will you (hew none to the Courtiers, Sir ? 

Cur, Away you Fool, I deal in no fuch Tralh. 

Z/ir. How Sir, how was that P pray what, came we to 
gain your dif-favour? 

Cur. I cry you mercy. Sir, pray who arc you ? 

Lor. A Courtier, Sir, I can aCTure you, and one of 
the beft Rank too ; I have the Prince's ear, Sir. 
—What have you there, hah ?— Piftures ? let me fee — 
What, are they to be bought ? 

Cur. Sir, they are Copies of moft fair Originals, not 
lo be bought but hired. 

Lor. Say you fo, Friend? the Price, the Price. 

Cur. Five thoufand Crowns a Month, Sir. 

Lor. The Price is fomewhat faucy. 



7"^e Amorous Prince. 311 

Cur. Sir, Ihcy be curious Pieces, were never blown 
upon, have never been in Courts, nor hardly Cities. 

Lor. Upon my word that's confiderable; Friend, pray 
where do you live? 

Cur. In the /"laiatf, near the Palace. 

Lor. Well, put up your Ware, Ihew not a face of 
them till I return \ for I will bring you the beft Chapman 
in all Florence, except the Duke himfelf. 

Cur- You muft be fpeedy then, for to morrow I (hall 
be going towards Rome. 

Lor. A fubile Rafcal this : thou ihink'ft, 1 warrant, 

to make a better Market amongil the Cardinals. But 

take my word, ne'er a Cardinal of them all comes near 
this Man, I mean, to bring you in Matters of Beauty — 
fo, this will infallibly make my Peace again : {A/liie. 

look ye Friend Be ready, for 'tis the Prince, the 

noble generous Frederick, that 1 defign your Merchant. 
[Goes gut. 

Cur. Your Servant, Sir,— that is Guilliam j 
1 cannot be miftaken in him, go call him back. 

\Y\&.xa fetches him back, •mho puts on a/urly Fate, 
Friend what art thou ? 

Guil. What am I ? why what am I ? doR thou not fee 
what I am ? a Courtier, Friend. 

Cur. But what's thy Name? 

Guil. My Name, I have not yet confidered, 

Citr What was thy Name ? 

Guil. What was my Name? 

Cur. Yes, Friend, thou hadA one. 

Guil. Yes, Friend, thou hadll one. 

Cur. Dog, do'ft eccho me ? do'll thou repeal? 
1 fay again, what is thy Name ? [Shakes him. 

Guil. Oh horrible !— -why, Sir, it was GuUUam when 
I was a filly Swain. 

Cur. Guilliant — the fame ; didll thou not know a Maid 
wfaofe name was Ctoris t 

Guil. Yes, there was fuch a Maid, but now (he's none. 

Cur. Was fuch a Maid, but now (he's none ! 
The Slave upbraids my Griefs. [Afide. 

Guil. Yes, Sir, fo I faid. 



(be Face 
{Ajidt. 
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Cur. So you faid I 

GuH. Why, yes Sit, what do you repeat ? 

Citr. What mean you, Sirvali ? have you a r 
have your Throat cut ? tell me where (he is. 

Guil. I dare as well be hanged. 
Now muft I devife a lye, or never look Cioris ii 

Cur. Here's Gold for thee ; I will be feeret ti 

Guil. Oh, Sir, the poor Maid you fpeak of is dead. 

Cur. Dead ! where d/d Hic ? and how ? 

Guil. Nowam I put lo my wits ; this 'tis to begin in 
Sin, as our Curate laid : I muil go on ; \Afi4e, 

Why Sir, (he came into the Wood— and hard by a 

River-fide — flie figh'd, and Ihe w^l full fore ; and cry^d 
two or three times out upon Cwrft«f,— and — then^ — 

\Hffwls. 

Cur. Poor Cioris, thy Fate was too fevere. 

Guil. And then as 1 was faying. Sir, (he leapt into the 
River, and fwam up the Stream, [Cur. weeps. 

Piel. And why up the Stream, Friend ? 

Guil. Becaufe (he was a Woman — and that's all. 

[Ex. CuU. 

Cur. Farewel, and thank thee. 
— Poor Clons dead, and bani(h'd too from Laura I 
Was ever wretched Lover's Fate like mine ! 
— And he who injures me, has power to do fo i 
— But why, where lies this Power about this Man ? 
Is it his Charms of Beauty, or of Wit? 
Or that great Name he has acquir'd in War ? 
Is it the Majelly, that holy fomething, 
Thai guards the Perfon of his Demi-god ? 
This awes not me, there muft be fomething more. 
For ever, when 1 call upon my Wrongs, 
Something within me pleads fo kindly for me, 
As would perfuade me that he could not err. 

Ah, what is this ? where lies this Power divine. 

That can fo eafiiy make a Slave of mine? \Exeunt. 
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SCENE in. 

Enter Frederick, and QXanifinth dre//d. 
Fred. 'Tis much methinks, a Boy of io dej«led, hum- 
ble Birth, {hould have fo much of Senfe and Soul about 

Clo. 1 know not that ; but if 1 have a thought 
Above that humble Birth or Education, 
II was infpir'd by Love. 

Fred. Still you raife my Wonder greater ; 
Thou a Lover ? 

Clo. Yes, my Lord, tho I am young, 
I've felt ihe power of Beauty j 
And Ihould you look upon the Object, Sir, 
Your Wonders foon will ccafe ; 
Each Look does even animate Infenfibles, 
And llrikes a. reverend Awe upon the Soul ; 
Nothing is found fo lovely. 

Fred. Thou fpeak'ft prettily, I think Love 
Indeed has infpir'd thee. 

Clo, Thefe were the Flatteties, Sir, flie us'd to me ; 
Of her it was I leam'd to fpeak, and figh, 
And look, as oft you fay, I do on you. 

Fred. Why then, it feems (he made returns ? 

Clo. Ah ? Sir, 'twas I that lirft was bleft, 
I firil the happy Object was belov'd ; 

For, 'twas a Perfon, Sir, fo much above me, 

It had been Sin to've rais'd my Eyes to her ; 
Or by a glance, or figh, betray my Pain. 
But Oh ] when with a thoufand fofc Exprcltlons, 
She did encourage me to fpeak of Love ! 

My God ! how foon extravagant I grew, 

And told fo foft the llory of my PaJTion, 

That Ihe grew weary of the repeated Tale, 

And punifli'd my prefumption with a l\range neglefl. 

[Weeps. 
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Ob. Alas, Sir. I was guilty of no Crime, 
But that of having lold her how I lov'd her ; 
For all I had 1 facrific'd loher ; 

Poor wonhlefs Treafures to any but a Lover j 

And fuch you know accept the meanefl things, 

Which Love and tnie Devotion do prefenL 

When fhe was prefent, 1 found a ihoufand ways 

To let her know how much I was her Slave ; 

And abfent, dill invented new ones. 

And quite neglefled all my little BuHnefs ; 

Counting the tedious Moments of the Day 

By Sighs and Tears ; thought it an Age to night, 

Whofe Darknefs might fecure our happy meeting : 

But we (hall meet no more on thefc kind Terms. \Sighi. 

Fnd. Come, do not weep, fweet Youth, thou art too 
young, 
To have thy blooming Cheeks hlafted with forrow ; 
Thou wilt out-grow this childifh Inclination, 
And (halt fee Beauties here, whofe every glance 
Kindle new Fires, and quite expel the old. 

Cto, Oh never, Sir. 

Fred. When 1 was firft in love, I thought fo too, 
But now with equal ardour 
I doat upon each new and beauteous Objefl. 

Clo. And quite foig;el the old ? 

Fred. Not fo ; but when I fee them o'er again, 
1 find I love them as I did before. 

Clo. Oh God forbid, I (hould be fo inconflant ! 
No, Sir, tho (he be falfe, Ihe has my Heart, 
And I can die, but not redeem the Viflim. 

Frtd. Away you little Fool, you make me fad 
By this refolve ; but I'll inftrurf you better. 

Clo. 1 would not make you fad for all the World, 
Sir, I will fing, or dance, do any thing 
That may divert you. 

Fred. I thank thee Philibert, and will accept 
Thy Bounty ; perhaps it may allay thy Griefs awhile toa 

Clo. I'll call the Mufick, Sir. \Ske goa out. 

Fred. This Boy has (Irange agreements in him. 
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E»fer Cloris with Mujlck. 
She bids tksBi play, and dance i a fig. 
This was wondrous kind, my pretty Philibert. 
Enttr Page. 
Page. Lorenzo, my Lord, begs admittance. 
Fred. He may come in. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Well, Lorenao, what's the News with thee ? 

How goes the price of Beauty, hah? 

Lor. My Lord, that queflion is a propos to what I have 
to fay ; this Paper will anfwer your Queflion, Sir — 

[GlWj him a Papa-, he reads. 
— Hah, I vow to gad a lovely Youth; \hot.gaset on Phil. 
But what makes he here with Frederick f 
This Stripling may chance to mar my market of Women 

Tls a fine Lad, how plump and white he is ; [A6de. 

Would 1 could meet hiin fomewhere i'th' dark, I'd have a 
fling at him, and try whether I were right Florentine. 

Fred. Well, Sir, where be thefe Beauties f 

Lor. Ill condufl you to them. 

Fred. What's the Fellow that brings them ? 

Lor. A Grecian, 1 think, or fomething. 

Fred. Beauties from Greece, Man ! 

Lor. Why, let them be from the Devil, fo they be 

new and fine, what need we care? But you mull go 

to nighL 

Fred. I am not in a very good condition to make Vi- 
fits of that kind. 

Lor. However fee them, and if you like them, you 
may oblige the Fellow to a longer (lay, for I know they 
are handfome. 

Fred. That's the only thing thou art judge of; 

Well, go you and prepare them ; 

And Philtberl, thou fhalt along with me ; 
III have thy Judgment too. 

Clo. Good Heaven, how falfe he is ! [A/ide. 

Lor. What time will your Highnefs come? 

Fred. Two Hours hence. [Ex. Fred. 

Lor. So then I (hall have time to have a bout with this 
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jilting Hutwife I/ai^lla, for my Fingers ilch \o [AJiiU. 
be at her, [Ex. Lorenzo, i 

Clo. Not know me yel ? cannot this Face infonn him i 
My Sighs, nor Eyes, my Accent, nor my Tale ? 
Had he once thought of me, he mull have found nte out. 

Yes, yes, 'tis certain I am miferable j 

He's going now to fee fome frelher Beauties, 
And I, he fays, mud be a witnefs of it ; 
This gives me Wounds, painful as thofe of Love : 
Some Women now would find a thoufand Plots 
From fo much Grief as I have, but I'm dull ; 
Yet 111 to Laura, and advife with her. 
Where 1 will tell her fuch a heavy Tale, 
As fliall oblige her to 3 kind concern : 

. This may do ; I'll tell her of this Thought, 

This is the tirft of Art I ever thought on ; 

And if this prove a fruitlefs Remedy, 

The next, I need not fludy, how to die. [Exetittt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enltr Lorenio, mttls Guilliam, who pafft* by kirn, and 
lakes no notice of htm. 

Lor. How now. Manners a few ? 

GkH. I cry you heartily, Sir, 1 did not fee you. 

Lor. WeU, Sirrah, the News. 

Giiil. Sir, the Gentlewoman whom you fent me to 
lays that fhe'll meet you here. 

Lar. That's well, thou mayil come to be a States-man 
in time, thou art afdlow of fo quick difpalch : But hark 
ye. Sirrah, there are a few LeITons I murt learn you, con- 
cerning Offices of this nature ; but another time for that ; 

but [Whi/pers. 

EnUr Kabella ahi/ ValcL 

I/ab. Here he is ; and prithee, when thou feefl him in 
my Chamber, go and tell my Lord, under pretence of the 
care you have of the Honour of his Houfe. 

Vm. 1 warrant you, let me alone for a Tale, and a Lye 
at the end on't ; which Ihall not over-much incenfe him, 
nor yet make him neglc^ coming. Ex. Val. 
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Lor. Oh 



re you there, Miftrefs P what ha.ve you n 
laft Nigt ■ " 
gage ? confefs. 



'Jight's Roguery ? Are not you a Bag- 



Ifab. You have a mind to lofe your opportunity again, 
as you did lafl Night, have ye not f Pray Cod your own 
Shadow fcare you not, as it did then j and you will pof- 
fibly believe no body meant you harm then, nor now. 

Lor. Art thou in eameft? 

I fab. Are you in earncil? 

Lor. Yes that I am, and that Clarina fhall find, if I 

Ifab. Come, leave your frippery Jefts, and come in. 

Lor. Guilliam, be fure you attend me here, and who- 
ever you Tee, fay nothing ; the bell on't is, thou art not 
much known. [Ifab. and Lor. go in. 

Guil. Well, I fee there is nothing but foutering in this 
Town ; wou'd our Lucia were here loo for me, for all 
the Maids I meet with are fo giglifh and fcornful, that a 
Man, as I am, gets nothing but flouts and tiings from 
them. Oh, for the little kind Lafs that lives under the 
Hill, of whom the Song was made; which becaufc I have 
nothing elfe to do, I will fmg over now ; hum, hum, 

The Song for GuilUant. 

IN a Collage by Ike Mountain 
Lives a very pretty Maid, 
Who layjleepittg by a Fountain, 
Uniiemeath a Myrtle /kade ; 
Her Petticoat of wantoH Sarcenet, 
The amorous ivind about did move. 
And guite unveiCd the Throne of Love, 
And quite unveiPd the Throne of Love. 

'Tis fomethii^ cold, 111 go take a Nipperldn of Wine. 

\Goes out. 
Enter Ifab. and Lot. above, as frighted into the Balcony. 
Lor. This was fome trick of thine, [ will be hang'd 
elfe. 
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I/ab. Oh, I'll be fwom you wrong me ; 
Alas, I'm undone by'L [Ant. at the Door inacks. 

Ant. Open the Door, thou naughty Woman. 
Lor. Oh oh, what fhaU I do ? what Ihail I do 1 
Ant. Open the Door, I fay. 
Ijtr. Oh 'tis a damnable leap out at this Balcony. 
I/ai. And yet you are a dead Man, if you Tee him. 
Aitl. Impudence, will you open the Door i 
Ifab. I wi!!, Sir, immediately. 

Lor. Devife fome way to let me down, or I will 
ihrow thee out ; no Ladder of Ropes, no Device ? 

If a Man would not forfwear Whoring for the future 

that is in my condition, I am no true Gentleman. 
Ant. Open, or 1 will break the Door. 
Ifab. Hold the Door, and fwear lullily that you are 
my Husband, and I will in the mean time provide for 
your fafety, tho I can think of none but the Sheets from 
the Bed. \He holds the Do*r. 

Lor. Any thing to fave my Life ; 

Sir, you may believe me upon my Honour, 

I am lawful Husband to l/abella, 

And have no defigns upon your Houfe or Honour. 

[Ifab. this while fnjlens the Sheets, which art 
to be fuppo^d from the Bed to the Balcony. 
Ant. Thou art fome Villain. 

Lor. No, Sir, I am an honed Man, and married law- 
fully. 

Ant. Who art thou? 
Lor. Hall [hou done "i 
Ifab. Yes, but you mufl venture hard. 
Ifab. 'Tis LarcMEO, Sir. 

Lor. A Pox on her, now I am alham'd to all eternity. 
I/ab. Sir, let me b^ youl take his Word and Oath to 
night, and to morrow I will fatisfy you. 

[Lor. ^eti dattm by /lie Sheets. 
Ant. Look you make this good, or you fhall both 
dearly pay for't. 

Lcr. 1 am alive, yes, yes, aU's whole and found, 

which is a mercy, I can tell you ; this is whoring now : 

may I (urn Francifcan, if I could not find in my heart to 

do 
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gladly be there before the Prince : for fince I have mifl 

nere, I fhall be amorous enough, and then I'll provide 

for Frederick ; 

For 'tis but jull, altho he be my Mailer, 

That I in thefe Ragoufts (hould be his Tafter. {ExemtU 

SCENE V. 

Enter Ifmena iiiilh a Veil. 

Ifm. Alberto is not come yet, fure he loves me ; 
But 'tis not Tears, and Knees, that can confirm me ; 
No, 1 mull be convinc'd by better Argument. 

Deceit, if ever thou a Guide wert made 

To amorous Hearts, alliift a Love-Gck Maid. 
Enter Alberto. 

Alb. Your pleafure, Madam ? 

Oh that the would be brief. 

And fend me quickly from her, 

For her Eyes will overthrow my purpofe. \Afide. 

Ifm. Alberto, do you bve me ? 

Alb. No. 

Ifm. No ! have you deceiv'd me then ? 

Alb. Neither, Clarina ; when I told you fo, 
By Heaven 'tis perfefl Truth. 

Ifm. And what have I done fincc (hould merit your 
Difefleem ? 

Alb. Nothing but what has rais'd it. 

Jfm. To raife your Eftccm, then it feems, is lo leffen 
your Love ; or, as mod Gallants are, you're but picas 'd 
with what you have not ; and love a Mirtrefs with great 
PafTion, till you find your felf belov'd again, and then 
you hate het. 

Alb, You wrong my Soul extremely, 
'TIS not of that ungrateful nature ; 
To love me is to me a greater Charm 
Than that of Wit or Beauty. 

Ifm. I'm glad on't, Sir ; then I have pleafant News 

for you, I know a Lady, and a Virgin too, that loves 

Q 4 y«" 
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you with fuch Paflion, as has oblig'd me to become her 
Advocate. 

Alb, I am very much oblig'd to her, 
If there be any fuch. 

Ifm, Upon my Life there is ; I am in eameft. 
The Lady is my Sifter too. 

Alb, How, Clarinay this from you ? 

Ifm, Nay, I have promised her, that you (hould love 
Since both her Birth and Beauty merits you* (her too, 

Alb, Away, falfe Woman : I love your Sifter I 
No, I will hate you both. 

Ifm, Why fo Angry ? 
Alas, it is againft my Will I do it. 

Alb, Did you betray my Faith, when 'twas fo eafy 
To give a credit to yoiir tale of Love ? 
Oh Woman, faithlefs Woman ! 

Ifm, Alberto y with a world of ftiame I own 
That I then lov^d you, and muft do fo ftill : 
But fmce that Love muft be accounted criminal. 
And that a world of danger does attend it ; 
I am refolv'd, tho I can never quit it, 
To change it into kind Efteem for you ; 
And would ally you. Sir, as near to me, 
As our unkind Stars will permit me. 

Alb, I thank you. Madam : Oh what a ftiame it is, 
To be out-done in Virtue, as in Love I 

Ifm, Another favour I muft beg of vou, 
Tliat you will tell Antonio what is pan. 

Alb, How mean you, Madam ? 

Ifm, Why, that I love you. Sir, 
And how I have deceived him into confidence. 

Alb, This is ftrange ; you cannot mean it fure. 

Ifm, When I intend to be extremely good, 
I would not have a fecret Sin within, 
Tho old, and yet repented too : no Sir, 
Confeftlon always goes with Penitence. 

Alb, Do you repent you that you lov'd me then ? 

Ifm, Not fo ; but that I did abufe Antonio, 

Alb, And can you think that this will cure his Jealoufy ? 

Ifm. 
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IJm. Doubllefs il wiU, when he knows how needlefs 'tis ; 
For when they're mofl fecure, they're moft bctraj-'d t 
Belldes, I did but a^ the part he made ; 
And Ills he forces, Cure he'll nol upbraid. 
Go feek out AnloKio. 

Alb. You have o'ercome me, Madam, every way, 
And this your laft Command I can obey ; 
Your fifter too 111 fee, and will efteem, 
But you've my Heart, which ! can ne'er redeem. 

\ExeuHt feverally. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

EHter Laura, and Cloris tike a Boy, as bejort 



'. And, Madam, 'twas upon a Holiday, 
It chanc'd Prince Frederick came into our Village, 
On fomc reports were made him of tny Bcautj-, 
Ariended only by the noble Curtius : 
They found me in the Church at my Devotion, 
Whom Frederick foon diftinguiflied from the reft ; 
He kneel'd down by me, and inAcad of Prayer, 
He fell to praife — but 'twas my Beauty only ; 

That I could tell you, of my ftrange furpri le ! 

My Zeal was all difordered, and my Eyes 
Fed on the falfe, not real Sacrifice. 

1 wanted Art my Sentiments to hide. 

Which from my Eyes and Blulhes foon he fpy'd. 

Lau. And did you know him then P 

Cle. Not till he left me : 

But, to be Ihort, Madam, we parted there ; 

But e'er he went he whifper'd in my ear. 
And figh'd, Ah Cloris! e'er you do depart, 
Tell me, where 'tis you will difpofe your Heart? 

Pray give me leave to vifit il again, 

Your Eyes that gave can only eafe my Pain. 

" Vol. IV, O 5 
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I, only blufhing, gave him my confent ; 

He paid his Thanks in Sighs, a.nd from mc went. 

Thai nighl, alas, 1 took but little reft ; . 

The new and Orange Diforder in my Breaft t. 

Can, Madam, only by your fetf be gueft. j 

Lau. ni not deny that I'm a Lover too. 
And caji imagine what was felt by you. 

Clo. No fooner did the welcome Day appear. 
But Lucia brought me word the Prince was there ; 
His \-ery Name diforder'd me much more. 
Than did his Sight or Touch the day before ; 
So foon my rifing Love grew up to power, 
So foon he did become my Conqueror. 

How pale and trembljng, when he did appear, 

I grew, he too had marks of Love and Fear. 

But I'll omit the many vifits paid, 

Th' unvalued Prefents, and the Oaths he made. 
My kind Difputes on all his Letters writ. 
How all my Doubts were anfwer'd by his Wit ; 
How oft he vow'd to marry me, whilft I 
Durft not believe the plefmg Perjury : 

And only lell you, that one night he came, 

Led by defigns of an impatient Flame ; 

When all the Houfe was filenlly afleep, 

Except my felf, who Love's fad Watch did keep ; 

Arm'd with his Ponyard, and his Breaft all bare, 

His Face all pale with reftJefs Love and Fear ; 

So many wild and framick things he faid, 

And fo much Grief and PaiTion loo betra/d. 

So often vow'd he'd finiih there his Life, 

If I refus'd him to become his Wife ; 

That 1 half-dying, faid It Ihoutd be fo ; 

Which tho I fear'd, Oh how I wilh'd it too ! 

Both proftrale on the Ground i'th' face of Heaven, 

His Vows to me, and mine to him were given : 

And then, oh then, what did I not refign ! 

With the afTurance thai the Prince was mine. [ IVetps. 

Lau. Poor Claris, how 1 pity thee ! 
Since Fate has treated me with equal rigor ; 
—CMrtiui\% banifti'd, Frtderick 11)11 purtues me. 

And 
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And by a cruel Father I'm confin'd. 

And cannot go to ferve my fell or thee. \Pne knocks. 

Lor. viithout.'\ Sifter Laura, Sifter. 

Lay. It is my Brother, would he would be kind, 
And fet us free ; he (hall not fee thee. 
And ni perfuade him. 

\As /he puis Cloris into her Cloftl, enter 
Lorenzo with a Letter. 

Lor. Hah, locking her Clofet ! now, were I a right 
Italian, Ihould I grow jealous, and enrag'd at I know 
not what ; hah Sifter ! what are you doing here? Open 
your Cabinet, and let me fee"!. 

Lau. Sir, 'tis in diforder, and not worth your feeing 

Lor. 'Tis fo, I care not for that, I'll fee't. 

Lau. Pray do not. Brother, 

Lar. Your denial makes me the 

Lau. 'Tis but my faying, he c 
and he dares not take it ill. 
-Here, Sir. 

Lor. And here's for you too : a 
and therefore I would 
Poft-houfe, \S\ 



ore inquifitive. 

le from the Prince, 

yAf,d,. 

\Gives him the Key, 
; a Letter from Curlius, 
>pen it : I took it up at the 
^ hereads.attd/eemsfileajfd. 
Now if this Ihould prove fome furly Gallant of hers, 
and give me a !la/h o'er the Face for peeping, 1 were but 
rightly ferVd ; and why the Devil Ihould I expert my 
Sider Ihould have more Virtue than my felf? She's the 
fame flefh and blood : or why, becaufe (he's the weaker 
Veffel, ftiouid all the unreafonable burden of the Honour 
of our Houfe, as the^ call it, be laid on her Shoulders, 
whilft we may commit a thoufand ViUanies ? but 'tis fo— 
Here, open the Door ; 
I'll put her before mc however. 

\Ske opens the Door, and brings out Cloris. 

Lau. Sir, 'tis Philibert fi-om the Prince. 

Lor. Why how now, Youngfter, I fee you intend to 

thrive by your many Trades; fo foon, fo foon, i'faith? 

but, Sirrah, this is my Siller, and your Prince's Miftrefs ; 

take notice of that. 

Cle. I know not what vou mean. 

Lor. 
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Lor, Sir, you cannot deceive me fo ; 
And you were right fervid, you would be made fit for 
nothing but the great TurJIfs Seraglio. 
Clo, You miflake my bufmefs, Sir. 
Lor. Your Blufhes give you the lye, Sirrah ; but for 
the Prince's fake, and another reafon I have, I will par- 
don you for once. 
Lau, He has not done a fault, and needs it not. 
Lor, Was he not alone with thee ? 
And is not that enough ? Well, I fee I am no Italian 
in Punctilio's of honourable Revenge. There is but 
one experiment left to prove my felf fo ; and if that fail, 
111 e'en renounce my Coimtry. — Boy, harkye, — there is 
a certain kindnefs you may do me, and get your pardon 
for being found here. 

Clo, You (hall conmiand me any thing. 
Lor. Prithee how long hafl thou been fet up for thy 
felf, hah? 
Clo, As how. Sir ? 
Lor, Poh, thou underfland'fl me. 
Clo, Indeed I do not, Sir ; what is't you mean ? 
Lor, A fmooth-fac'd Boy, and ask fuch a Queftion.? 
Fy, fy, this Ignorance was ill counterfeited 
To me that underfland the World. 
Clo, Explain your felf. Sir. 

Lor, Lookye, ten or twenty Pifloles will do vou no hurt, 
will it ? 

Clo, Not any. Sir. 

Lor, Why fo, 'tis well any thing will make thee ap- 
prehend. 

Clo, I (hall be glad to ferve you. Sir, without that fee. 

Lor, That's kindly faid 

I fee a Man mu(l not be too eafy of belief : had I been 
fo, this Boy would have been at, what d'ye mean Sir ? 
And Lord I underftand you not Well, Philiberty here's 
earned to bind the Bargain ; I am now in hade ; when 
I fee thee next, 111 tell thee more. [Lorenzo whi/pers 

to Laura* 
Clo, This 'tis to be a Favourite now ; 
I warrant you I mud do him fome good office to the 
Which I'U be fure to do. (Prince, 

Lor, 
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Ler. Nay it mutl be done, for (he has us'd me bafely ; 
Oh 'lis a Baggie. 

Lau. Lei me alone to revenge you on Ifabella, 
Get me but from this Impritonment 

Lor. I will : whilll I hold the old Man in a difpute, 
Do you two get away ; but be Aire thou pa/fl her home. 

Lau. I warrant you, Sir, this was happy ; 
Now (hall I fee Curtius. 

Lor. Pkiiibert, I advlfe you to have a care of wench- 
ing : 'twill rpoil a good Face, and mar your better market 
of the two, \Ex. Lor. 

Lau. Come let us hafte, and by the way, I'll tell thee 
of a means that may make us all happy. \Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

hnUr Alberto melancholy. 

Alb. Anlottio faid he would be here, 

I'm impatient till he come 

Enter Aniorio. 

A«l. Alberto, I have fuch a Projeil for thee .' 

Alb. Hah [Gat^t. 

Ant. What ails thee, art thou well ? 

Alb. No. 

Ant. Where art thou Tick ? 

Alb. At Heart, Antonio, poifon'd by thy Jealoufy ; 

Oh thou haft ruin'd me, undone my Quiet, 

And from a Man of reafonable Virtue, 
Hafl brought me to a wild diftra^cd Lover. 

Ant. Explain your felf. 

Alb. Thou'll taught me, Friend, to love Clarina ; 
Not, as I promis'd thee, to feign, but fo, 
That I, unlefs I do poffefs that Objed, 
1 think mull die ; at bell be miferable. 

Ant. How, Sir, have I done this.' 

Alb. Yes, Antonio, thou haft done this. 

Ant, My dear Alberto, faid you that you lov'd her ? 

Alb. Yes, Antonio, againtl my will I do ; 
As much againft my will, as when I told her fo ; 
Urg'd by thy needlefs Stratagem. 
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Ant. Name it no more, it was an idle Fault, 
Which I do fo repent me. 
That if you find 1 Ihould relapfe again, 
KiO nje, and let me perilTi with my Weaknefs ; 
And were that true you tell me of your PafGon, 
Sure I Ihould wifli to die, to make you happy. 

Alb. That's kindly faid, and I fubmit to you. 
And am content to be out-done in Amity, 

Ant. Ves, I'll rcfign my Claims, and leave the World; 
Alberto, 'tis unkind to think 1 would be happy 
By ways muft ruin you : 
But fure you tell me this, but only to afRiift me. 

Alb. Tis truth, Antonio, I do love Clarina ; 
And, what is yet far worfe for thy repofe, 
Believe my felf fo blefs'd to be belov'd. 

Ant. How, to be belov'd by her ! 
Oh dire efledls of Jealoufy 1 

Alb. All that you faw to day was only feign'd, 
To let you fee, that even your Eyes and Ears 
Might be impos'd upon. 

Ant. Can it be poffible \ 

Alb. And now (he thinks fhe is enough reveng'ti ; 
And lets you know, iit her feign'd Scorn to me, 
That all your Sleights and Cunnings are but vain : 
She has deceived them all, and by that Art, 
Gives you a Confidence, and me a Heart. 

Ant. I mull confefs, it is but jufl in her 
To punilh thus the Errors of my Fear j 
1 do forgive her, from my Soul I do. 
But, Sir, what fatisfaflion's this to you ? 

Alb. Clarina happy, I'll from Court retire, 
And by that Abfenee quench my Hopelefs Fire ; 
War 1 will make my Miilrefs, who may be. 
Perhaps, more kind than <he has been to me; 
Where tho I cannot conquer, 'twill allow 
That I may die ; that's more than this will do. 

Ant. —Why did you. Sir, betray my Weaknefs to her ? 
Tho 'twas but what I did deferve from you. 

Alb. By all that's good, (he knew the Plot before. 
From f/abella, who it feems o'erheard us, 

When 
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When you once prefs'd nie to't : 

And had we wanted Virtue, thoud'ft been lo(L 

Ant. I own the Crime ; 
And firft 1 beg thy Pardon, 
And after that will get it from Clarina ; 
Which done. 111 wait upon thee to the Camp, 
And fuffer one year's Penance forthia Sin, 
Unlefs I could divert this Refolution, 
By a Propofal Clarina bid mc make you. 

Alb. What was it. Sir ? 

Ant. I have a Siller, Friend, a handfome Virgin, 
Rich, witty, and I think (he's virtuous too ; 
Retum'd laii Week from St. Ttrtfid% Monaftery. 

Alb. Sure any thing that is to thee all/d, 
Mufl find a more than bare Refpeft from me ; 
But certain 'tis I ne'er (hall love again, 
And have refolv'd never to marry any. 
Where Interefl, and not Love, muft join our hands. 

Ant. You cannot tell what Power there lies in Beauty ; 
Come you fliall fee her, and if after that. 
You find you cannot love her. 
We'll both to Candia, where we both will prove 
Rivals in Honour, as we're now in Love. 

But I'ad forgot to tell thee what I came for ; 

I muft this Evening beg your Company, 

Nay. and perhaps your Sword : come along with mc. 

And by the way I'll tel! you the Adventure. \Exiunt. 

SCENE HI. The Lodgings of CxxxXXMS. 

Enter Curtius and Pietro, di/guiid as bifore. 

Cur. I wonder we hear no news yet of the Prince, 
I hope he'll come ; Pietro, be the Bravoes ready, 
And the Curteians ? 

Pitt. My Lord, they'll be here immediately, all well 
drefs'd too. 

Cur. They be thofe Bravoes that belong to me ? 

Piet. Yes, Sir, the fame ; 
But Antonio\& their Patron. 
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Cur. They be (lout and fccret ; 'tis well, 
Is the Mufick and all things ready ? 
For m not be feen till my Part is to be play'd. 
What Arms have they ? 

Put. Piftols, Sir, would you have other ? 

Cur. No, I have not yet confider'd how to kill him. 
Nor fcarce refolv'd to do fo any way. 
What makes this ilrange Irrefolution in me ? 

Sure 'tis the force of facred Amity, 

Which but too ftridlly was obferv'd by me. 

My Prince, and Friend, my Wife, and Sifter too ; 

Shall not thofe laft, the powerful firft out-do ? 

My Honour, and my Love, are there ingag'd, 

And here, by ties of Duty, Pm oblig'd : 

I fatisfy but thefe, if he muft bleed ; 

But ruin the whole Dukedom in the Deed, 

The hopeful Heir of all their noble Spoils, 

And Joy and Recomj>ence of all their Toils. 

- — ^Why fo was CloriSy Laura too, to me, 

Which both were ravifh'd from me, Prince, by thee. 

\Knocks within. 

Piet. Sir, they be the Bravoes and Curtezans. 

[Pietro goes out. 

Cur. Tis well, I need not talk with them, 
They underftand their work. 

Piet. They do, my Lord, and ftiall be ready at your 
They are all Neapolitans^ you know. Sir. (ftainp ; 

Cur. Are they the better for that ? 

Piet. Much, Sir, a Venetian will turn to your Enemy, 
If he will give him but a Soufe more than you have done ; 
And your Milanefe are fit for nothing but to 
Rob the Poft or Carrier ; a Genoefe too 
Will fooner kill by Ufury than Sword or Piftol ; 
A Roman fit for nothing but a Spy. 

Cur. Well, Sir, you are pleafant with my Country- 
men. 

Piet. rU be fo with my own too. Sir ; and tell you, 
That the Malte/e, who pretend to fb much Honour 
And Gravity, are fit only to rob their Neighbours 
With pretence of Piety. 

And 
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And the Sicilians fo taken up with Plots, 

How to kill their Vice- Roy, that it keeps them 

From being Rogues to a lefs degree. 

Bnt I have done, Sir, and beg your pardon. 

Cur, Didft leave the Letter, I commanded thee, 
For Laura f 
PieL I did, my Lord, 

Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor, Well, here's the Prince jufl coming. 
Cur, Pray, Sir, condudl him in, 
Tm ready for him. \Ex, Cur. and Piet. 

Enter the Prince^ conduced by two Women in Mafque- 
rade^ with Lights ^ he endeavouring to take off their 
Majks, [Ex, two Women. 

He walks about while this Song is tinging. 

What is the recbmpence of IVar, 

But f oft and wanton Peace t 
What the befl Balfam to our ScarSy 

But that which V^nyxs gave to Mars, 
When he was circled in a kind Embrace t 

Behold a Prince f who never yet 

Was vanqui^d in the Field ; 
Awhile his Glories mufl forget ^ 

And lay his Laurels at the feet 
Offomefair Female Power, to whom h^ll yield, 

Fred, What's this the Preparation ? 

Lor, Yes, fo it (hould feem ? but had you met with 
fo many defeats as I have done to night, you would wil- 
lingly excufe this Ceremony. 

Mufickfor the Dance, 

Enter Antonio with Ifmena, Alberto with Clarina, 
Laura and Cloris with two Men more, and all dref^d 
in Mafguercule, with Visards ; they dance. The 
Prince Jits down : the Dance being done, they retire to 
one fide ; andPiXbtrto comes andprefents him Clarina, 

and 
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and bows atid retires ; who puts off her Majk^ and puts 
it on againy and retires, 

Fred. She's wondrous fair ; 
Sure in his whole Cabal he cannot fhow a fairer — 

Zu>r. She refembles Clarina ; I wifh your Highnefs 
would fee further, and then perhaps this would fall to 
my lot, for I love her for likenefs fake. 

[Antonio prefents Ifmena, and retires as the other, 

Fred, This I confefs out-does the other ; an Innocency 
dwells upon her Face, that's (Irangely taking, is it not, 
Lorenzo f 

Lor, To fay truth, (he is very fine indeed. 

{They prefent Laura. 

Fred, Hah ! I am amaz'd ; fee Lorenzo ^ 
Doll thou not know that Face ? 

Lor, O* my Confcience and Soul, 'tis my own Sifter 
Laura ; why how now Miftrefs, do things go thus with you 
i'faith ? [Shejhakes her Hand^ as not underjtanding him. 

Ant, Sir, (he underdands you not. 

Lor, Is it not Laura then ? 

Ant, No, Sir, it is a Stranger. 

Fred, Let her be what (he will. Til have her. 

\YxtA.feems to talky when/he anjwers in Grimaces, 

Lor. There have been Examples m the World of the 
good Offices done by a Brother to a Sifter ; but they are 
very rare here, and therefore will furely be the more 
acceptable. 
Well, Sir, have you fix'd, that I may chufe ? 

Fred, I have, and had he thoufands more, \Lox,goes 
I would refufe Uiem all for this fair Creature. to Clar. 

Enter Pietro. 

Piet, Sir, all things are ready as you defire, 
But my Mafter muft firft fpeak with you alone. 

Fred, About the Price I'll warrant you ; 
Let him come in : \All go out but Fred, to him Cur. 

—Are you the Mafter of the Ceremony ? 

Cur, I am. 

Fred, 
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Frtd. Be fpeedy then, and by my Impaiiency to be 
with that agreeable Stranger, guefs at my Approbation of 
the Ladies, and which 1 chufe. 

Cur. Your mighty Heat, Sir, will be foon alla>''d. 

Frtd. ShaUit? 

Cur. Yes, Sir, it thall, for you muft die. 

Fred. Sure thou art mad to 
be-ft, 
Whilft I have this about me. 

Cur. That, Sir, you draw in ^ 



: fo, whoe'er Ihou 

\pra^.. 

■s a Fijlol. 



; ftand off— 
[Offers 
Frtd. What new conceited Preparation's this ? 
Cur. When you know this Face, It will inform you. 

\PulU offhhjatfe Btard. 
Fred. Curtitit.' I am betray'd, oh Villain ! 

[Offer, tojight. 

Cur, Ho, within there 

\Me calls, and all the masked AT en come out, 
and offer their Piffols at Frederick. 
Freil. Hold, I am the Prince oi Florence. 
Cur. Thefe, Sir, are Rogues, and have no fenfc of 
But Mifchief in their Souls ; (ought. 

Gold is their Prince and God, go, be gone 

[They •withdrato. 

See, Sir, I can command them. 

Fred. Curtius, why doll thou deal thus treacheroufly 
Did I not offer Ihec to fight thee fairly? (with me? 

Cur. Tis like the Injuries, Sir, that you have done rae ; 
Pardon me if my Griefs make me too rude. 
And in coarfe terms lay all your Sins before you. 

Firll, Sir, you have debauch'd my lovely Sifter, 

The only one I had ; 

The Hope and Care of all our noble Family : 
Thou Prince didft ravifti all her Virtue from her, 
And left her nothing but a defperate fenfe of Shame, 
Which only ferv'd to do her felf that Juftice, 
Which I had executed, had (he not prevented me. 
Fred. In this, upon my Soul, you do nie wrong. 
Cur. Next, (Oh how unlike a brave and generous 
Man:] 

Without 
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Without a Caufe, you call me from your Bofom ; 

Withdrew the Honour of your promised Friendfhip, 

And made me partner in my Sifter's Fate ; 

Only with this difference, that (he 

You left to adl a Murder on her felf ; 

And mine you would have been fo kind toVe done 

With your own hand, but my refpe<5l prevented it. 

Next, Sir, you ravifh'd Laura from me. 

And under a pretence of facred Friendftiip, 
You proved your felf the worft of Enemies ; 
And that's a Crime you dare not fay was Ignorance, 
As you perhaps will plead your Sin to Claris was. 

Fred. Claris, why what haft thou to do with Claris t 

Cur, She was my Sifter, Frederick, 

Fred, Thy Sifter ! 

Cur, Yes, think of it well, 
A Lady of as pure and noble Blood, 
As that of the great Duke thy Father, 
Till you, bad Man, infedled it. 
— Say, fhould I murder you for this bafe Adlion, 
Would you not call it a true Sacrifice ? 
And would not Heaven and Earth formve it too ? 

Fred, No, had I known that flie had been thy Sifter, 
I had receiv'd her as a Gift from Heaven ; 
And fo I would do ftill. 

Cur, She muft be fent indeed from Heaven, 
If you receive her now. 

Fred, Is Claris dead ? Oh how I was to blame ! 

\Weeps. 
— Here thou mayft finifti now the Life thou threaten'ft. 

Cur, Now, Sir, you know my Juftice and my Power ; 
Yet fince my Prince can ftied a Tear for Claris, 
I can forgive him ; — here, Sir, — fend me to Claris, 

[Kneels, and affers the Sword. 
That Mercy poflibly will redeem the reft 
Of all the Wrongs you've done me ; 
And you ftiall find nothing but Sorrow here. 
And a poor broken Heart that did adore you. 

Fred, Rife Curtius, and divide my Dukedom with me ; 
Do any thing that may preferve thy Life, 

And 
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And gain my Pardon ; alas thy Honour's Tafe, 
Since yet none knows that Claris was my Sifter, 
Or if they do, I muft proclaim this tnith i 
She dy'd thy Prince's Wife. 

Cur. Thefe Tidings would be welcome to my Siller, 
And I the fitting'ft Man to bear the News. 

[OJiri tojtab kim/elf; ishtldbyYKdenck, Laura. 
and Cloris, tvko come in ■aiilk Ifabeila, drc/^d 
like Phiiibert, and tht reft. 

Lau. Stay Ctiriius, and take me with thee in the way. 

Cur. Laura, my deareft Laura! bow came you hi- 
ther? 

Lait. Commanded by your Letter ; have you forgot It ? 

Fred. Curlius, look here. Is not this Claris' Face ? 

Cur. The fame ; Oh my fweet Sifter, is It thee f 

[Curtlus goes lo embrace her, Jhe goes back, 

Fred. Do not be fhy, my Soul, It is thy Brother. 

Cur. Yes, a Brother who defpls'd his Life, 
When he believ'd yours loft or fham'd : 
But now the Prince will take a care of It. 

Clo, May I believe my Soul fo truly blefi'd? 

Fred. Yes, Cloris, and thus low I beg thy pardon 

{Kneels. 
For al! the Fears that 1 have made thee fufTer, 

Enter all ike rejl, firft Antonio and Alberto, -without 
their Visards. 

Clo. Rife, Sir, it is my Duty and my Glor>\ 

Alb. Sir, we have Pardons too to beg of you. 

Fred. Antonio and Alberto, what turn'd Bravoes ? 

Cur. I am amaz'd. 

Ant. You'll ceafe your Wonder, Sir, when you fhaU 

— Thofc Bravoes which formerly belong'd to you. 

And now malntain'd by me ; which Pietro hir'd 

For this night's fervicc ; and from ihem we learnt 

What was to be done, (tho not on whom) 

But that we guefs'd, and thought it but our duty 

To put this Cheat on Curtius ; 

Which had we feen, had been refolv'd lo kill you. 

Had been by us prevented : 

The 
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The Ladies too would needs be Curcezani 
To ferve your Highnefs. 

Fred. I'm much obliged to them, as you. 
— Claris, a while I'll leave thee with thy Brother, 
Till I have reconcil'd thee to my Father: 
To marry me, is what he long has wilh'd for, 
And will, I know, receive this News with Joy. 

[Exit 

Lor. Here's fine doings ; what am I like to come to 
if he 
Turn honell now? This is the worll piece of Incon- 

He ever was guilty of; to change ones Humour, or fo, 

Sometimes, is nothing : but to change Nature, 

To turn good on a fudden, and never give a Man 

Civil warning, is a Defeat not be endued ; 

I'll fee the end on't tho. [Goes out. 

Alb. Here Anlonio — imagine how I love thee. 
Who make thee fuch a Prefent. 

[Gii'ei Aim Ciaiina, wAo is drt/fd jujt as Ifmena 
•was, and Ifmena in a Mafguing Habit. 

Ant. Claritta, can you pardon my Offence, 
And blefs me with that Love, 
You have but juftly taken from me ? 

Clar. You wrong me, Sir, 1 ne'er withdrew ray Heart, 
Thou you, but too unkindly, did your Confidence. 

Ant. Do not upbraid me ; that I was fo to blame. 
Is (hame enough : pray pardon, and forget it. 

Clar. 1 do. 

Ant. Alber/o,to ihew my Gratitude in what I TOAy, 
I beg you would receive ///mna from me. 

Alb. Who's this ? 

Ant. Ifmetin, whom I promis'd thee. 

Alb. It is Clarina ; do you mock my Pain ? 

[Shows Ifmena. 

Ant. By Heaven not I ; this is Clariiia, Sir. 

Alb. That thy Wife Clarina.' 
A Beauty which till now I never faw. {but now. 

Ant. Sure thou art mad, didfl thou not give her me 
And haft not entertain'd her alt this night? 

Ali. 
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Alb. Her Habit and her Vizard did deceive me ; 
I took her for this lady, Oh blefs'd Miftake ! 

Ifm. I fee you're in the dark, but 11! unfold the Riddle, 

Sir, in the Paffage from the Monaflery, 

Attended only by my Confeflbr, 

A Gentleman, a Paltenger, in the fame Boat, 

Addrefs'd himfelf to me ; 

And made a many little Courtfhips lo me : 

1 being veil'd, he knew not who receiv'd them. 

Nor what Confufion they begot in me. 

At the firll fight, I grew to great efleem of him. 

But when 1 heard him fpeak 

I'm not afharo'd to fay he was my Conqueror. 

Alb. Oh, Madam, was it you ? 
Who by your Converfation in that Voyage, 
Gave me Difquiets, 
Which nothing but your Eyes could reconcile again ? 

I/m. 'Twas I whom you deceiv'd with fome fuch 
Language. 
— After my coming home I grew more melancholy, 
And by my filence did increafe my Pain ; 
And foon Clarina found I was a Lover, 
Which I confefs'd at lad, and nam'd the Objefl. 
She loid me of your Friendlliip with Antonio, 
And gave me hopes that 1 agam Ihould fee you : 

But //abella over-heard the Plot, 

Which, Sir, Antonio did contrive with you, 
To make a feigned Coiirtfhip to Clarina, 
And told us aU the (lory. 

Alb. Oh how I'm ravifh'd with my Happinefs 1 

I/m. Clarina, Sir, at firft was much inrag'd, 
And vow'd (he would revenge her on Antonio ; 
llut I befought her to be pleas'd again. 
And faid 1 would contrive a Counter-Plot, 
Should fatisly her Honour and Revei^c. 
Thus, Sir, i got a Garment like to hers ; 
And to be courted, tho but in jell, by you, 
I run all hazards of my Brother's Anger, 
And your opinion of my Lightnefs too. 

Chr. 
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Clor, 'Twas a Temptation, Sir, I would not venture 
Left from the reafons of a juft Revenge, (on. 

And fo much Beauty as Alberto own'd, 
My Virtue fhould not well fecure your Intereft. 

Ant, But why, Ifmenay was that killing Plot, 
When I was hid behind the Arras? for now I confefs alL 

Ifm, To make Alberto confident of my Love, 
And try his Friendfhip to the utmoft point. 

Alberto too I found had fome refervcs, 

Which I believ'd his Amity to you. 

Alb, Yes, Madam, whilft I took you for his Wife, 
I thought it crime enough but to adore you ; 
But now I may with honour own my Paflion : 
I will, I/menay confidently afTure you, 
That I will die, imlefs you pity me. 

I/m. She that durft tell you, Sir, how much (he lov'd, 
When you believed it was a Sin to do fo. 
Will now make good that Promife with Antonid% leave. 

Ant, With perfe^ Joy, Ifmenay I refign thee. 

[Ant. gives him Ifm. 

Alb, By double Ties you now unite our S«ult ; 
Tho I can hardly credit what I fee, 
The Happinefs fo newly is arrived. \To Ant. 

Enter Prince, Lorenzo, and Guilliam, who comes up 

/craping to Cloris. 

Fred, My Father is the kindeft Man on Earth, 
And Cloris (hall be welcome to his Bofom ; 
Wholl make him happy in my Reformation. 
— Here Curtius, take Laura, who, I find, 
Had rather be my Sifter than my Miftrefs : 
The Duke commands it fo. 

Cur, Till you have pardoned me my late Offences, 
I muft deny myfelf fo great a Happinefs. [Cur. kneels 

Fred, Rife, you have it. 

Enter Salvator. 

Sal, Is here not a Renegado belongs to me? 

Lau, No, Sir, my Faith's entire. 
And Curtius has the keeping of it 

Sal. Who made him Mafter of it, hau ? 

Lau, Heaven, my Inclinations, and the Prince. 

Sal. 
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Snt. Three powerful Oppofers ; 
Take her, fince it muft be fo, 
And mayfl thou be happy with her. 

Fred. Alberto, would this Court afforded 
A Lady worthy thee. 

Alb. Sir, I'm already fped, I humbly thank you. 

Lor. Sped, quoth ye ? Heaven defend 
Me from fuch Fortune. 

Fred. Lorenzo, I had forgot thee ; thou (halt e'en 

Lor. You may command me any thing but marrying, 
/fall. What think you then of a fmooih-fae'd Boy.' 
Lor. A Pox on him, fure he will not tell now, will 



Lor. Phil. Phil, hold, do not mil 
Of a Man that has acquir'd Fameai 
I protea 1 did but jeO. 

I/ab. But, Sir, I'm in earned with you, 

Fred. This is not Philibert. 

l/ab. No, Sir, but l/abetla that was Philibert. 

[Pointing la Ooris. 

Clo. Yes, Sir, I was the happy Boy to be belov'd. 
When Claris was forgotten, 

Fred. Oh how you raife my Love and Shame ! 
But why did Ifabella change her Habit ? 

Clo. Only to take my place, left you would mifs me. 
Who being with Laura, at the Lodgings of Clarina, 
And comparing the Words of her Letter 
With what the Bravoes had confefs'd to Antonio, 
We found the Plot which was laid for you. 
And join'd all to prevent it, 

Fred. 'Twas fure the work of Heaven. 

Ifab. And now, Sir, I come to claim a Husband here. 

Fred. Name him, and take him. 

t/ab. Lorenxo, Sir. 

Lor. Of all Cheats, commend me to a Waiting-Gen- 
I her Husband ? (tlewoman ; 

AHt. I am a Witnefe to that Truth. 
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Fred, Tis plain againfl you ; come, you mufl be 
honefL 

Lor, Will you compel me to't againfl my will ? 
Oh Tyranny, confider, I am a Man of Quality and For- 
tune. 

I/ab, As for my Qualities, you know I have fufficient. 
And Fortune, thanks to your Bounty, confiderable too. 

Fred, No matter, he has enough for both. 

Lor, Nay, Sir, an you be againfl me, 
Tis time to reform in my own defence ; 
But 'tis a thing I never confider'd, or thought on. 

Fred, Marry firfl, and confider afterwaids. 

Ij)r, That's the ufual way I confefs ; 
Come, Ifabellay fmce the Prince conunands it, 
I do not love thee, but yet I'll not forfwear it ; 
Since a greater Miracle than that is wrought, 
And that's my marrying thee ; 
Well, 'tis well thou art none of the mofl beautiful, 
I fhould fwear the Prince had fome defigns on thee elfe, 

Clo, Yes, Guilliam, fince thou hafl been fo faithful, 
I dare afTure thee Lucia fhall be thine. [Afide to Guil. 

Gull. bows. 

Fred, Come, my fair Cloris, invefl thy felf 
In all the Glories which I lately promis'd : 

And Ladies, youll attend her to the Court, 

And fhare the Welcomes which the Duke provides her ; 

Where all the Sallies of my flattering Youth 

Shall be no more remember'd, but as pafL 

Since 'tis a Race that mufl by Man be run, 

I'm happy in my Youth it was begun ; 

It ferves my future Manhood to improve. 

Which fhall be facrific'd to War and Love. 
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Spoken by Cloris. 

LAdieSf the Prince was kind at lajl^ 
But all the Danger is not pajl ; 
/ cannot happy be till you approve 
My hajly condefcetifion to his Love, 
*Twas want of Arty not Virtue , was my Crime ; 
And thafsj I voWy the Author's Fault, not mine. 
She might have made the Women pitilefs. 
But that had harder been to me than this : 
She might have made our Lovers conjlant too, 
A Work which Heaven it felf can fcarcely do ; 
Butjimple Nature never taught the way 
To hide thofe Pajfiofis which Jhe mujl obey. 
E'en humble Cottages and Cells, 
Where Innocence and Virtue dwells, 
Than Courts no morefecure can be 
From Love atid dangerous Flattery, 
Love in rural Triumph reigns, 
As much a God among fl the Swains, 
As if the Sacrifices paid 
Were wounded Hearts by Monarchs made : 
And this might well excufe th* Offence, 
If it be/o to love a Prince, 
JSut, Ladies, 'tis your Hands alone. 
And not his Power, can raife me to a Throne ; 
Without that Aid I cannot reign. 
But will return back to my Flocks again. 
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GuiL How^ go from Court! nay, say not 20, 
Hear me but /peak before you go : 
Whoy zay the LaeUes fkould refufe ye. 

The Bleads Pmfure will belter ufeye 

So long as ye are kind and young, 
I know they II clap ye right or wrong. 
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Younger Brother; 

OR, 

The Amorous Jilt. 



PROLOGUE, 

By an unknown Hand. 
Spoke by Mr. Powell. 

\S Rivals of each other jealous prove^ 
And both Jlrive which Jhall gain the Ladys Love^ 
So we for your Affections daily vie: 
Not an Intriguer in the Gallery 
(Whofqueezes Adr«^/^Phillis masl^dy that flood 
Ogling for Hale^ in Velvet Scarf and Hood) 
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Can with more Paffion his dear Nymph purfue^ 

Than we to make Diverfionfit for you. 

Grant we may pieafey and w^ve our outmoft Aim^ 

^Tis to your Favour only we lay claim. 

In what can we oblige f Cou'd weprefent you 

With Mijlre/s youngy andfafe^ it woud content you ; 

Then Husbands y weary* d out with Spoufe alone y 

And hen-pecX^d Keepers that drudge on with one, 

I fancy hither wou^d in Crouds re/brty 

As thick as Men for Offices to Court : 

Whddfiay behind f the Beau above Threefcore, 

Woiid hobble on, and gape for one bit more ; 

Men of all StationSyfrom the Nobles y down 

To grave Sir Roger in his Cap and Gowny 

lVou*d hither come. But wefome time mufl take, 

fPer we a Proje6l offuch moment make ; 

Since thafs laid by y for your Diver/Ion then. 

We do invite the Brothers of the Pen ; 

The Courtiery Lawyer y Soldiery Player too. 

Wit n^er had more Encouragement than now \ 

ThofreCy or Aliens to our Stage, we take '««, 

Not kick 'em outy but native Subjects make 'em. 

The Ladies too are always welcome herey 

Let 'em in Writing or in Box appear. 

To that fair Sex we are obliged to day. 

Oh / then be kind to a poor Orphan-Play y 

Whofe Parent while fhe lii/d obliged you all ; 

You prais'd her livingy and you mourned her Fall, 

Who coi^dy like her, ourfofter Paffions move. 

The Life of Humour y and the Soul of Love f 

Wifs eldejl Sifter ; thro-out every Lincy 

You might perceive fome female Graces fhine. 

For poor Aiirea,'s Infant we implorey 

Let it then livcy thofhe is now no more. 



Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 



Prince Frederick, 
Sir Rowland Marteen, 
George Marteen, 
Mr. Welbom, 
Sir Merlin Marteen, 
Sir Morgan Blunder, 
Mr, Twang, 
Britton, 

Conilable and Watch. 



Mr, Verbruggen. 
Mr, Johnfon. 
Mr, Powel. 
Mr, Horden. 
Mr, Pinkethman. 
Mr, Bullock. 
Mr, Smeaton. 
Mr, Kent. 



WOMEN. 



Mirtilla, 
Olivia, 
Terefia, 
Lady Blunder, 
Mrs, Manage, 
Lady YouthJy, 



Mrs, Knight. 
Mrs, Verbruggen. 
Mrs. Temple. 
Mrs, PoweL 
Mrs. Willis. 
Mrs. Hams. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Chamber. 

Enter George Marteen, in a rich Riding Habit, with his 

Valet Britton. 

t7/^. "IT 7 Ere you with Mrs. Manage, Britton f 

V V Britt, Yes, Sir ; and me cries as much for 
her wanting room for you in her Houfe, as fhe would have 
done fome forty Years ago for a Difappointment of her 
Lover. But fhe afTures me, the Lodging fhe has taken 
for you, is the beft in all Lincolns-Inn- Fields, 

Geo, And did you charge her to fend Miriillds Page 
to me? 

Britt, I did, Sir ; and hell be with you inflantly. 

Geo, 'Tis well ^Then fhall I hear fome News of 

my Mirtilla, [Afide, 

Britton, hade thee, and get my Equipage in order; a 
handfome Coach, rich Liveries, and more Footmen : for 

'tis Appearance only paifes in the World ^And d'ye 

hear, take care none know me by any other Name than 
that of Lejere, 

Britt, I fhaU, Sir. [Exit. 

Geo, I came not from Paris into England, as my old 
Father thinks, to reform into a dull wretched Life in Wales. 
No, ril rather truft my kind Mifb-efs Fortune, that has 
ilill kept me like her Darling, than purchafe a younger 
Brother's narrow Stipend, at the expence of my Pleafure 
and Happinefs. 

Enter Olivia in a Pag^s Habit. She runs and em- 
braces George. 

Oliv, My ever charming Brother ! 

Geo. My befl, my dear Olivia / 

Oliv. 
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OUv. The fame lovely Man aill ! Thy GaUanlry and 
Beauty's all thy own ; Parii could add do Graces to thy 
Air ; nor yet pervert it into Afletlation. 

Geo. Spare me, and tell me how Mirtilla fares. 

Oliv. 1 think, Brother, I writ you word to Paris, o( 
a Marriage concluded betwixt me and Weliom. 

Geo. That Letter I receiv'd : but from the dear Mir- 
lilla, not one foft word ; not one tender Line has blefl 
my Eyes, has eas'd my panting Heart this tedious three 
Months fpacc ; and thou with whom 1 left the weighty 
Charge of her dear Heart, to watch her lovely Eyes, to 
give mc notice when my Rivals prefs'd, and when fhe 
waver'd in her Faith to me, even thou wert filent to me, 
cruel Sifter. 

Oliv. Thou wilt be like a Lover prefently, and tire 
the Hearer with a Book of Words, of heavy Sighs, dying 
Languilhments, and all that huddle of Nonfenfe; and not 
tell me how you like my Marriage. 

Geo. Weliorn's my Friend, and worthy of thy Heart. 

Oiip. I never faw him yet ; and to be fold unfeen, 
and unfigh'd for, in the Flower of my Youth and Beauty, 
gives me a (Irange averfion to the Match. 

Geo. Oh I you'll like him when you fee him^But my 
Miriii/a. 

Oliv. Like him no, no, I never (hall what, 

come a Stranger to my Husband's Bed ? 'Tis Proditution 
in the leudeft manner, without the Satisfedion; the Plea- 
fure of Variety, and the Bait of Profit, may make a lame 
excufe for Whores, who change their Cullies, and quit 
their naufcous Fools No, no, my Brother, when Pa- 
rents grow arbitrary, 'tis time we look into our Rights 
and Privileges ; therefore, my dear George, if e'er thou 
hope for Happinefs in Love, affiA my Difobedience. 

Geo. In any worthy Choice be fure of me i but canft 
thou wilh Happinefs in Love, and not inform me fome- 
thing of Mirtula f 

Oliv. ni tell you better News our hopeful elder 

Brother, Sir Aferiin, is like to be difmherited ; for he is. 
Heaven be thanked 
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Geo. Manyd to fome Town-Jilt, the common fate of 
Coxcombs. 

Oliv, Not fo, my dear George^ but fets up for a cele- 
brated Rake-hell, as well as Gamefter ; he cou'd not have 
found out a more dextrous way to have made thee Heir to 
four Thoufand Pounds a Year. 

Geo, What's that without Mirtilla f 

Oliv, Prithee no more of her Love fpoils a fine 

Gentleman : Gaming, Whoring and Fighting, may qua- 
lify a Man for Converfation ; but Love perverts all one's 
Thoughts, and makes us fit Company for none but one's 
felf ; for even a Miflrefs can fcarce difpenfe with aiighing^, 
whining Lover's Company long, tho all he (ays flatters 
her Pride. 

Geo, Why doll thou trifle with me, when thou knowefl 
the Violence of my Love ? 

Oliv, I wifh I could any way divert your Thoughts 
from her, I would not have your Joy depend on fuch a 

tickIc* C~*T*6d.tiirfr 

Geo, Mirtilla falfe ! What, my Mirtilla falfe ! 

Oliv, Even your Mirtilla*s falfe, and mairied to 
another. 

Geo, Married ! Mirtilla married ! Tis impoflible. 

Oliv, Nay married to that bawUng, drinking Fool, 
Sir Morgan Blunder, 

Geo, Married, and married to Sir Morgan Blunder/ a 
Sot, an ill-bred fenfelefs Fool ; almofi too great a Fool 
to make a Country Juftice ? 

Oliv, No doubt, (he had her Aims in't, he's a very 
convenient Husband, Til afTure you, and that fuits her 
Temper : he has Eflate and Folly enough, and fhe has 
Youth, and Wantonnefs enough to match 'em. 

Geo, Her Choice gives me fome Comfort, and foxne 
Hopes ; for Til purfue her, but for Revenge, not 
Love. 

Oliv, Forget her rather, for (he's not worth Revenge, 
and that way 'twill be none ; proflitute in Soul as Body, 
(he doats even on me in Breeches. 

Geo. On thee, her Page ? doat on thee, a Youth ! fhe 
knew thee not as Woman. 

Oliv. 
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Oliv, No, that Secret I have kept to do you Service. — 
At firfl fhe faid (he lov'd me for your fake, becaufe you 
recommended me ; and when I fung, or plaid upon my 
Flute, wou'd kifs my Cheek, and figh, and often (when 
alone) wou*d fend for me, and fmile, and talk, and fet 
my Hair in Curls, to make me faucy and familiar with 
her. One Day fhe faid, Endimion^ thy Name-fake was 
thus carefs'd by Cynthia : A Goddefs did not fcom the 
humble Swain, whom by her Love Ihe equaled to her 
Deity. She found that I had Senfe to underitand her, and 
paid her Advances back with equal Ardour. 

Geo, Oh, Curfe ! where learnt fhe all this Wickednefs ? 

[A/ide. 

Oliv, But (he being obliged to go for Flanders, to fee 
her Sifter take the holy Habit, I feign'd a Sicknefs to be 
left behind, hoping that Abfence might abate her Flame ; 
yet ftie retum'd more amorous, and fearing the Thefts of 
Love might wound her Honour, fhe thought a Husband 
would fecure that Shame ; and luckily my Aunt arriv'd 
from Wales, and brought Sir Morgan with her, who 
lodging where we did, at Mrs. Manages, my Aunt (that 
doats on Quality in either Sex) made up this hafty Match, 
unknown to me, tho for my fake. 

Geo, What will not faithlefs Woman do, when fhe is 
raging } 

Oliv, And now having fo well prepared the way, fhe 
grows impatient for an Opportimity ; and thou artarriv'd, 
moft happily to fuccour me. 

Geo, No, for fome days keep this habit on, it may be 
ufeful to us ; but I muft fee this faithlefs perjured Woman,* 
which I muft contrive with Mrs. Manage, 

Oliv, Yet pray refolve to fee my Father firft ; for 
now's the critical time to make thy Fortime : he came to 
Town laft night, and lodges here at Mrs. Manages, with 
my Aunt Blunder, 

Geo, What, in the Houfe with thee, and not know 
thee? 

Oliv, No more than a Prieft does CompafTion ; he 
thinks me at Hackney, making Wax Babies, where he 
intends to vifit me within thefe three days. But I for- 
got 
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got to tell you, our Brother, Sir Merlin, lodges in this 
Houfe with you ; and fhou^d he know you 

Geo, Tis impofllble IVe not feen him, or my 

Father, thefe five Years. Abfence, my Growth, and this 
unexpedled Equipage, will not be penetrated by his Ca- 
pacity. 

Oliv, True, he'll never look for his Brother Gear^e^ 

in the Gallantry and Perfon of Monfieur Lejere My 

good Father expedls you home, like the prodigal Son, 
all torn and tatter'd, and as penitent too. 

Geo, To plod on here, in a laborious Cheating, all my 
Youth and Vigour, in hopes of drunken Pleafures when 
I'm old ; or elfe go with him into Wales, and there lead a 
thoughtlefs Life, hunt, and drink, and make love to 
none but Chamber-maids. No, my Oliviay 111 ufe the 
fprightly Runnings of my Life, and not hope diilant Plea- 
fures from its Dregs. 

Oliv. For that, ufe your Difcretion ; now equip your 
felf to your prefent Bufinefs ; the more funply you are 
clad and look, the better. TU home and expetl you. 

Geo, Do fo, my good Sifter ; a little formal Hypocrify 
may do, 'twill relifh after Liberty ; for a Pleafure is ne- 
ver fo well tafted, as when it's feafon'd with fome Op- 
pofition. 

Enter Britton. 

Britt, Sir, I've News to tell you, will furprize you ; 
Prince Frederick is arriv'd. 

Geo, Is't poflible } I left him going for Flanders, 

Britt, Pafting by our Door, and feeing your Livery, 
he enquir'd for you ; and finding you here, alighted jiil 
now. But fee, Sir, he's here. 

Enter Prince Frederick ; they tneet and embrace, 

Geo, My Life's Prcferver, welcome to my Arms, as 
Health to fick Men. 

Fred, And thou to mine, as the kind Miftrefs to the 
longing Lover ; my Soul's Delight, and Darling of the 
Fair. 

Geo, Ah Prince ! you touch my bleeding Woimd. 

Fred, 
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Fred. Ha Lejen .' leave to unhappy Lovers, thofe 
Sighs, thofe folded Arms, and down-cali Eyes. 

Geo. Then they ate fit for me : my Miflrcfs, Sir, that 
Treafure of my Life, for whom you've heard me figh, is 
perjur'd, falfc, and married to another. Yet what is 
worfe, 1 find my Prince, my Friend, here in my native 
Countr)', and am not able to pay him what his Greatnefs 

Fred. You pain me when you compliment my Friend- 
(hip. [Embracing. 

Geo. Perhaps you will not think me worth this Ho- 
nour, when you (hall hear my Stor^-. 

Prince. Thou canft fay nothing I can value Icfs. 

Geo. Perhaps too my way of Living has deceiv'd you, 
being (lill receiv'd by Princes, as Companions in all thdr 
Riots, Loves, and Divertifements ; where ev'n you did 
rae the Honour to efteem, and call me Friend. 

Prince. Whate'er ihou art, I'm fure thy Mind's iUuf- 

Geo. My Family, 1 mud confcfs, is honourable; but, 
Sir, my Father was the younger Houfe, of which my un- 
happy felf was deftin'd to be laft : I'm a Cadet, that 
Out-caft of my Family, and bom to that curie of our 
old EngUJh CudoD). Whereas in other Countries, youn- 
ger Brothers are train'd up to the Exercife of Arms, where 
Honour and Renown attend the Brave ; we bofely bind 
our youngeft out to Slavery, to lazy Trades, idly con- 
fin'd to Shops or Merchants Books, debafing of the Spirit 
to the mean Cunning, how to cheat and chalFcr. 

Prince. A CuHom infupportable ! 

Geo. To this, to this low wretchednefs of Life, your 

Servant, Sir was deflin'd by his Parents, and am yet 

this bound indentured Slave. 

Prince, Thou had no caufe to quarrel with thy Stars, 
fince Virtue is mod valu'd when opprefl^Are all your 
Merchants Apprentices thus gay? 

Geo. Not all but. Sir, I could not bow my Mind 

to this fo necefiary Drudgery ; and yet howei'er, I af- 

fum'd my native Tempwr, when out o'th' Trading City j 

in it, I forc'd my Nature to a dull (lovenly Gravity, which 

well 
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well enough deceived the bufy Block-heads ; my Clothes 
and Equipage I lodg'd at this End of the Town, where I 
dill pafs'd for fomething better than I was, whene'er I 
pleased to change the Trader for the Gentleman. 

Prince. And liv'd thus undifcover'd 

Geo, With Eafe, ftill lov'd and courted by the Great, 
ever pla/d high with thofe durfl venture mofl ; and durft 
make Love where'er my Fancy lik'd : but fometimes 
running out my Mailer's Caih, (which was fupply'd ftill 
by my Father) they fent me, to reform my expenitve 
Life, a Fadlor, into France — (Ull I effay'd to be a plod- 
ding Thriver, but found my Parts not form'd for dirty 
Bufinefs. 

Prince, There's not a Thought, an A6lion of thy Soul, 
that does not tend to fomething far more glorious. 

Geo, If yet you think me worthy of your Favour, com- 
mand that Life you have fo oft preferv'd. 

Prince, No more ; Thou haft increas'd my Value 

for thee. — Oh ! take my Heart, and fee how't has been 

us'd by a fair Charmer, fince I faw thee laft That 

fullen day we parted, you for England, you may remem- 
ber I dengn'd for Flanders, 

Geo, I do with Melancholy, Sir, remember it 

Prince. Arriv'd at Ghent, I went to fee an En^li/k 
Nun initiated, where I beheld the pretty Innocent, de- 
livered up a Vidlim to foolifh Chaftity ; but among the 
Relations, then attending the Sacrifice, was a fair Sifter 
of the young Votrefs, but fo furpafling all I'ad feen be- 
fore, that I negle^ng the dull holy Bufmefs, paid my 
Devotion to that kneeling Saint. 

Geo, That was the neareft way to Heaven, my Lord. 

Prince, Her Face, that had a thoufand Charms of 
Youth, was heighten'd with an Air of Lsmguifiiment ; a 
lovely Sorrow dwelt upon her Eyes, that taught my 
new-bom-Paflion Awe and Reverence. 

Geo, This Defcription of her fires me. [AJlde. 

Prince, Her dimpl'd Mouth, her Neck, her Hand, her 
Hair, a Majefty and Grace in every Motion, compleated 
my Undoing ; I rav'd, I burnt, I languilh'd with Defire, 
the holy Place cou'd fcarce contain my Madnefs : with 

Pain, 



or J the Amorous Jilt. 351 

Pain, with Torture, I reftrain'd my Pafllon when (he 
retir'd, led fadly from the Altar. I, mixing with the 
Croud, enquired her Name and Country ; her Servant 
told me, that (he was of Quality, and liv'd in Englandy 
nay, in this very Town : this gave me Anguilh not to 
be conceived, till I refolv'd to follow her, which is the 
caufe you find me here fo foon. Thy Aid, thy Aid, Lejerty 
or I am lofL 

Geo, I wifh to live no longer than to ferve your High- 
nefs : if (he be, Sir, a Maid of Quality, I (hall foon find 
her out, and then youll eafily conquer. YouVe all the 
Youth, and Beauty, that can charm ; and what gains 
mod upon a Woman's Heart, you've a powerful Title, 
Sir, a fort of Philter, that ne'er fails to win. But you've 
not told me yet the Lady's Name. 

Prince, I had forgot that ; ^'Tis in thefe Tablets : 

\Gives him the Tablets, 
I'm now in hafte, going to receive fome Bills : I lodge 
at Welbom^s, who came over with me, being fent for to 
bemanyd. 

Geo, I know the Houfe, 'tis in Southampton-Square : 

I'll wait upon your Highnefs {Exit Prince. 

Let me fee Daughter to a deceas'd Lord ; a Maid, 

and no Dowry, but Beauty ; living in Lincoln^ s-Inn-Fields. 

[opening the Tablets, reads, 
— Ha ! — her Name Mirtilla I MirtiTla / [Pau/es. 

Prince, thou had paid thy felf for all the Favours done me. 

Mirtilla / [Pau/es. 

Why yes, Mirtilla / He takes but what (he has given 

away already. 

Oh ! damn her, (he has broke her Faith, her Vows, and 

is no longer mine ^And thou'rt my Friend. 

[Pau/es again, 
Mirtillc^s but my Midrefs, and has taken all the Repofe 

of my poor Life away Yes, let him take her, 111 re- 

fign her to him ; and therefore (hut my Eyes againd her 
Charms : fix her Incondancy about my Heart, and fcom 
whatever (he can give me. [Exit, 
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SCENE II. A Chamber. 

Enter Sir Morgan Blunder in a Night-Gown and Cap ; 
to him Manage with a Caudle, 

Man, Your Lady Mother has fent you a Caudle, Sir. 

Sir Mor, Good Mrs. Manage y remember my kind Love 
to my Lady Mother, and tell her, I thank her for her 
Poflet, but never eat in a Morning after hard drinking 
over night. 

Man^ Ah, Sir, but now you're marr/d to a fine Lady, 
you ought to make much of your felf. 

Sir Mor, Good Madam, as little of your Matrimony as 
of your Caudle ; my Stomach is plaguy fqueamifh, and a 
hair of the old Dog's worth both of 'em. Oh ! fick ! 
fick ! 

Enter Sir yierlin, Jineing a Song in praife of a Rak^- 

helfs Life, 

A SONG. 
The Town-Rake ; written by Mr. Motteux, 

I. 

WHat Life can compare with the jolly Town-Rak^s^ 
When in Youth his full Swing of all Plea/ure 
he takes ? 
At Noon, he gets up, for a Whet, and to dine, 
And wings the dull Hours with Mirth, Mufick and Wine ; 
Then jogs to the Play-houfe, and chats with the Masks, 
And thence to the Rofe, where he takes his three Flasks. 
There, great as a Caefar, he revels, when drunk, 
Andfcours all he meets, as he reels to his Punk ; 
Then finds the dear Girl in his Arms when he wakes. 
What Life can compare with the Jolly Town-Rak^s f 

IL 

He, like the Great Turk, has his Favorite She ; 
But the Town^s his Seraglio, andflill he lives free, 

Some^ 
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Sometimes Jb^s a Lady j but as he mufi range, 
Black-Betty, or Oyfter-DoU./^fTw/of n Change. 
As he varus his Sports, his whole U/e is a Feajl ; 
He thinks him that's /o&ere/l the moji likt a Beaft. 
At Hou/es of Plea/ure breaks Windows and Doors ; 
Kicks Butius and Cullies, then lies with their Whores. 
Rare work /or the Surgeon, and Midwife he makes. 
What Life can compare with the Jolly Town-Rakis f 



Thus in Co vent- Garden At makes his Campaign, 
And HO Coffee-hou/e haunts, but te fettle his Brain. 
He laughs at dry Morals, luid never dues think, 
Unlefs^tis to get the defl Wenches and Drink. 
He dwells in a Tavern, and lies e-s/ry ■where. 
And improving his hours, lives an Age in a Year: 
For as Lift is uncertain, he loves to make hafle ; 
A ttd thus he lives longejl, becaufe he lives f aft : 
Then it Leap in the dark to the Devil he takes. 
What Death can compare with the Jolty Town-Rake s f 

Sir Afer. Why, how now, Sir Morgan, I fee youH 
make a Husband of the right Town-Mode : What, mar- 
ried but four Days, and at your feparate Apartment 
already ? 

Jiir Morg. A Plague of your what d'ye call ums. 

Sir Mer. Rakehells you would fay, Coufm, an honotir- 
abie Appellation for Men of Bravery. 

Sir Motg. Ay, ay, your Rakehells 1 was never fo 

muddled with Treafon, Tierce Claret, Oalhs and Dice, all 
the Days of my Life— Was I in cafe to do Family duty? 
S'life you drank down all my Love, all my Prudence too ; 
Gad forcive me for it. 

Sir Mer. Why, how the Devil cam'fl thou to bear thy 
Liquor fo ill ? Ods my Life, you drunk like a French-man 
new come to the Univerfity. 

Sir Mor. Pox, I can bear their drinking as well as any 
Man ; but your Lottdon way of Boufing and Politics does 
not agree with my Confljtuiion. Look ye, CouHn, fit 

•a Vou IV. quietly 
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quietly to't.andl'llftand my ground; but to have fcream- 
ing Whores, noify Bullies, rattling Dice, fwearing and 
curiing Gamellers, Couz. turns the Head of a Country' 
Drinker, more than the Wine. 
Sir Merl. Oh ! Ufc, Coufin, will make an able Man. 
Sir Mor, Ufe, Coufm I Ufe me no Ufes ; for if ever 
you catch me at your damn'd Cluba again, ill give you 
my Mother for a Maid : Why you talk downright 
Treafon. 

Sir Merl. Treafon, ay 

Sir More. Ah Coufin, why we talk'd enough to 

han^ us all 

Sir Merl. My honeft Countiy-Cou7. when wilt thou 
underfland the Gueiphs, and the Gibelins j and learn to 
talk Treafon o' this fide the Law? bilk a Whore without 
rcmorfe ; break Windows, and nol pay for 'cm ; cIKnk 
your Bottle without asking Quellions ; kill your Man 
without letting him draw ; play away your Money with- 
out fear of your Spoufe, and (lop her Mouth by under- 
mining her Nofef 

Sir Morg, Come, come, look you Coufm, one word 
of Advice now I'm fober ; what the Devil Ihould provoke 
thee and me to put ourfelves on our twelve Godfathers 
for a Frolick ? We who have Eftales. 1 (hou'd be loth 
to leave the World with a fcurvy Song, compofed by the 
Poet Stemhold. 

Enler at tht Dotrr Sir Rowland, kearkning. 
Or why, d'ye fee, (hou'd I expofe my Noddle to the 
Billmen in Flannel, and lie in the Roundhonff, when I 
may go to bed in a whole skin with my Lady Wife 1 

Sir Mer. Gad, Sir Morgan, thou haft fometimes pretty 
fman fatirical Touches with thee ; ufe but Wiir% CofFee- 
houTe a little, and with thy Eftate, and that Talent, thou 
majfl fet up for a Wit. 

Sir Mer. Mercy upon me. Sir Merlin, thou art (lark 
mad : What, I a Wit ! I had rather be one of your Rake- 
hells ; for, look ye, a Man may fwear and flare, or fo ; 
break Windows, and Drawers Heads, or fo ; unrig a 
iieedy Whore, and yet keep one's Edatc : but Ihou'd I 
turn 
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turn Wit, 'twere impoflible ; for a Wit with i 
is like a Prifoner among the Cannibals. 

Sir Mtrl. How fo, good Sir Morgan T 

Sir Morg. Why, the needy Rogues only feed him with 
Praife, to fatten him for their Palates, and then devour 
him. 

S'li Merl. I applaud your choice, Coufm; for what 
Man of Bravery wou'd not prefers Rake to aWil? The 
one enjoys the Pleafures, the other can only rail at ; and 
that not out of Confcience, but Impotence : for alas 1 a 
Wit has no quarrel to Vice in Perfeftion, but what the 
Fox had to the Grapes ; he can't play away his hundred 
Pound at fight ; his Third Day won't afford it ; and 
therefore he rails at Gameflers ; Whores Ihun him, as 
much as Noblemen, and for the fame caufe. Money ; 
thofe care not to fell their Carcafes for a Sonnet, nor 
thefe to fcatter their Guineas, to be told an old Tale of 2 
Tub, they were fo well acquainted with before. 

Sir Mor. What" s that, Sir Merlin T 

Sir Mtrl. Why, iheir Praife ; for the Poet's Flat- 
tery feldom reaches the Patron's Vanity ; and what's too 
flrong feafon'd for the rest of the World, is too weak for 
their Palates. 

Sir Morg. Why, look ye, Coufin, you're a (hreud 
Fellow: Whence leam'd you this Satire? for I'mfure 
'tis none of thy own ; for I ftiou'd as foon fufpetl thee 
guilty of good Nature, as Wit. 

Sir Mirl. 1 fcom it i and therefore I confefs I ilole the 
Obfervaiion from a Poet ; but the Devil pick his Bones 
for diverting me from the noble Theme of Rakehells. 

S'yj Morg. Noble Theme, Sir Merlin ! look ye, d'ye 
fee ; Don't miftake me, I think 'tis a very fcurvy one ; 
and I wou'd not have your Father know that you fel up 
for fuch a Reprobate ; for Sir Rowland would certainly 
difinherit thee. 

Sir Merl. O keep your mufty Morals to your felf, good 
Country Couj; they'll do you fervice to your Welch 
Crinninals, for ftealing an Hen, or breaking up a Wenches 
Inclofure, or fo. Sir Morgan ; but for me, 1 defpife 'em : 
I have not been admitted into the Family of the Rdke* 
hethrums 
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hellorums for this. Sir ; Let my Father drink old Adam, 

■ - - - \,Thc Country JuJlkeiCaJiing. 

faflure of Malt and 



read the PUgrinis Progre/s, The Country 
or for a Regale, drink the dull Manufa^ 
Water ; I defy him ; he can't cut off the Entail of what 
is fettled on me : and for the reft, I'l truft Dame For- 
tune ; and pray to the Three Fatal Sillers lo cut his rot- 
ten Thrcd m two, before he thinks of any fnch Wick- 

Euler Sir Rowland in a great Rage. 

Sir Rowl. Will you fo, Sir ? Why how now. Sirrah ! 

get you out of my Houfe, Rogue ; get out of my Doors, 

RafcaL \Beals Aim. 

Enter Lady Blunder. 

L. Blund. Upon my Honour now, Brother, what's 
the matter? Whence this ungenerous Diilurbance? 

Sir R<rail. What's ihe matter ! the difturbance ! Why, 

Sifter, this Rogue here this unintelligible gracelefs 

Rafcal here, will needs fet up for a RakeheU, when there's 
fcarce fuch a thing in the Nation, above an Ale-draper's 
Son ; and chufcs lo be aukardly out of fafliion, merely 
for the fake of Tricking and Poverty i and keeps com- 
pany with the fcnfelefs, profane, laiy, idle, noify, grove- 
ling Rafcals, purely for the fake of fpending his Eflate 
like a notorious Blockhead: But 111 take care he (hall not 
have what 1 can difpofe of— Youll be a Rakc-hell, will 

\^ Bluiid. How Coulln I Sure youll not be fuch a 
filthy beaflly thing, will you ? 

Sir Merl, Lord, Aunt, I only go to the Club fame- 
times, to improve my felf in the Art of Living, and the 
Accomplilhmcnts of a fine Gentleman. 

Sir Kowl. A line Gentleman, Sot, a fine Coxcomb ! 

[Seati him. 

Sir Morg. Hold, hold, good Uncle ; my Coufm has 
been only drawn in, a little or fo, d'ye fee, being Heir 
to a good EUate ; and that's what his Club wants, to pay 
off old Tavern Scores, and buy Utenfils for Whores in 
Falhion. 

Sir Row. My Ellate fold to pay Tavern-Scores, and keep 
nafty Whores ! 

L. Blun. 
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L, Blun. Whores ! ay filthy Creatures ; do they deal 
in Whores ? Pray CouTin what's a Rake-hell ? 

Sir Ro'iol. A Rake-hell is a Man that defies Law and 
good Manners, nay, and good Senfe too ; hates both 
Morality and Religion, and that not for any Reafon (for 
he never thinks) but merely becaufe he don't underiland 
'em : He's the Whore's Proteftion and Punilhment, the 
Baud's Tool, the Sharper's Hubble, the Vintner's Pro- 
perty, the Drawer's Terror, the Glafxer's Benefactor ; in 
Ihort, a roaring, thoughtlcTs, heedlcfs, ridiculous, univer- 
fal Coxcomb. 

Sir Merl, O Lord, Aunt, no more like him than an 
Attorney's like an honeft Man. Why a Rake-hell is— 

Sir Rifwl. What, Sirrah ! what, you Rebel f 

\Slrikei him. 

L. BtuH. Nay, good Brother, permit my Nephew to 
tell us his Notion. 

Sir Afrrl. Why, Aunt, I fay a Rake-hell is your only 
Man of Bravery ; he flights all the Force of Fortune, and 

(licks at no Hazard -plays away his hundred Pounds at 

fight, pays a Lady's Bill at fight, drinks his Bottle with- 
out equivocation, and fights his Man without any Provo- 

Sir Row. Nay then, Mr. Rogue, I'll be fworn thou art 
none; Come, Sir, will you fight. Sir? will you fight, 
Sir? Hal {Draws kit Sword. 

Sir Mer. Fight, Sir ! fight, Sir I 

Sir Rotvl. Yes, fight, Sir ; Come, fpare your Prayers 

to the three Fatal Sifters, and cut my Thred thy felf, thou 

gracclefs reprobate Rafcal— Come, come on, you Man 

of Bravery. {Runs at Sir Merlin, ww retins before 

him : Sir Morgan holds Sir Rowland. 

Sir Aferl. Oh, good Sir, hold ; I recant, Sir, 1 recant. 

Sir Ro7t/I. [PHtting up.] Weil, Pm fatisfy'd thou'lt 
make no good Rake-hell in this Point, whatever you will 
in [he others. And fince Nature has made ihee a Coward, 
Incbnation a Coxcomb, I'll take care to make thee a 
Beggar ; and fo thou (halt be a Rake-hell but in Will 
Pll difinherit thee, I will. Villain. 

L. Blurt. What, difinherit youreldcfl Son, Brother? 
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Sir Merl, Ay, Aunt, his very Heir apparent ? Aunt, 
to (how you how the old Gentleman has mifreprefented 
us, give me leave to prefent you a Dance I provided to 
entertain your Son with, in which is reprefented all the 
Beauties of our Lives. 

L. Blun, Oh ! by all means, Coufin, by all means. 

Sir MerL What hoa ? Roger^ bring in the Dancers. 

Here the Dance, reprefenting Rake^kellSy ConftabUj 

Watch, b*c. 

Enter Philip. 
Phil, Sir, who do's your Worfliip think is arriv'd? 
Sir Row, My Son ueorge, I hope, come in the Nick. 

Phil, Even lo, Sir, from Paris [Exit, 

Sir Rowl. The Prodigal returned ! then kill the fatted 
Calf. 

Enter George dre^ like a Prentice, 
— My own dear Boy, thou art welcome to my Arms, 
as e'er thy Mother was ; for whofe dear fake I pardon 
all thy Follies. [Kneels, 

Sir Merl, Ay, Sir, I had a Mother too, or rm be- 

l/d [Weeping, 

Pox take him that he fhould come juft in the nick, as the 
old Fellow fays [A/iele. 

Sir Row, Yes, you had a Mother, whom in my Youth 
I was comperd to marry ; and Gad, I think, I got thee 
with as ill a Will ; but George and my Olivia in heat of 
Love, when my defire was new. But harkye Boy Gears^e^ 
you have cod me a damn'd deal of Money, Sirrah ; but 
you (hall marry, and redeem all, George, 

Geo. What you pleafe, Sir ; to (ludy Virtue, Duty and 
Allegiance, (hall be my future Bufmefs. 

Sir Rowl, Well faid, George, here's a Boy now. 

Sir Merl, Virtue and Allegiance ! Lord, Lord, how 
came fo fneaking a fellow to vgtnd five thoufand Pounds 
of his Mafter's Ca(h ? 

Sir Rowl, She's rich, George, but fomething homely. 

Gee, She'll not be proud then, Sir. 

Sir 



or, ike Amorous yUt. 



359 
\. good 



Sir Row. Nol much of her Beauty — 
ftaid Age too, about fame fourfcore 

Geo. Belter ftill, Sir, I ihall not fear Cuckoldom. 

Sir Row. For that I cajinot anfwcr ; but (he has two 
thoufand a year. I mean to fettle my Family, and then — 
marry my felf, George. 

L. Blun. What to this old Lady's Grand -daughter? 
Methinks (he's more fit for your Son, Sir Rowland, and 
the old Lady for you. 

Sir Rovi. No, no, the young Rogues can help them- 
felves with Miftrefles ; but 'tis weU if an old Man can 

keep his Wife to hlmfclf I've invited 'em to Dinner 

to aay, and fee, they are come. 

Enter Lady Youthly, led by ker Chaplain, and lean- 
tug on a Staff, and Terelia. 

L. Youth. Where's Sii Rowland Marteen f Oh, your 
Servant, Sir, I am come. [Huns againft George. 

Chap. Your Ladyfhip is miflaken, this is nol Sir Row- 
land, but a handfome proper young Man. 

L. Youth. A young Man! I eryyourmercyheartily 

Young Man, 1 alighted in the Sun, and am almoft blind. 

Geo. With wondrous old Age. \Afide. 

L. Youth. Good lack. Sir Rowland, that I Ihoud mif- 
take a young Man fo ! 

Sir Sow. Ay, Madam, and fuch a young Man loo. 

L. Youth. Ay, ay, I fee him now. 

{Puts on her Spedacles. 

Geo. S'death, what a Sepukher is here, to bury a Huf- 
band in ? How came (he to efcape the Flood P for fure 
(he was not bom fince. \Afide. 

Sir Row. This is the lully Lad, my Son George, I told 
your Ladyihip of. 

L. Youth. Co fo, cot fo, is it fo. Sir? I ask your 
Pardon, Sir. Mr. Twang, take a furvey of him, and 
give me your Opinion of bis Perfon and his Parts. 

Twang. Truly, Madam, the young Man is of a comely 
Perfon^e and Lineaments. 

L. Youth. Of what, Sir?— Lord 1 have fuch a Cold. 
[Cought. 

Geo. 
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Ceo. Which (he got when the Pidi went naked. 

L. Blun. Madam, you have a Power over Sir Rowland ; 
pray intreat him to take his Son, Sir Merlin, into Grace 
again. [To Terefia. 

Terr. That, Sir, you mufl grant me ; pray let me know 
the Quarrel. {Sir Rowland >-(wj to tell. 

Geo, By Heaven ihe's fair, as the firft ruddy Streaks of 
opening L)ay. [Looking oh Terefia. 

Young as the budding Rofe, foft as a Cupiti. but never 
fell his Dart, (he is fo full of Life and Gaiety. Pray, 
Madam, who is that Lady ? [To Lady Blun. 

L, Blun. The Grandchild of your Miflrefs, and yotir 
Mother that mull be. 

Geo. Then I (hall cuckold my Father, that's certain. 

Sir Row. For your fake. Madam, once agam I re-e£la- 
blifh him in my Family ; but the lirft Fault caihiers him-— 

Come let's in Here, my Lady Youtkly, take George 

by the hand ; but have a care of the young Rogue, if 
he comes once to touch fo brisk a Widow, he fcts her 
Heart on fire. 

Geo. Which will bum Uke a fnuff of a Candle ; no 
body will be able to endure it. [AlieU. 

So Fortune, I fee, provides forme : 

On this hand Wealth, on that young Fleafures lie ; 
He ne'er wants thefe, who has that kind Supply. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Sir Rowland, Terefia, anii Lady Youthly, S*^. 

L. J'oa/A. IX rELL, Sir Rowland, if I Ihould be in- 
VV clin'd to call away my felf on your 
Son George, wliat wou'd you fettle ? 

Sir RoTti. Settle ! not a Soufe, Madam ; he carries the 
beft younger Brother's Fortune in Chrijtendom about 
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L. Youth. Why, the young Man's deferving, I conreff. 
But he's your Son, Sir Rowland, and Ibmething ought to 
be fettled upon the Heirs of our Bodies, lavf fully begotten. 

S\x Row. All Hercules hXs LalKnirs were a Jig to his 
that rtiall beget 'em. [A/ide. 

If you like him upon thefe lenns, to make him Mafler 
of your Fortune 

L. Youlh. For that, let him tnifl to me, and his own 
defervings. 

Sir Raw. No trufling in thefe fickle Times, Madam — 
Why, ni let the young (lurdy Rogue out to hire ; hell 



L. Youlh. Ay, thefe Husbands that know their own 
Strength, as they fay, fct fo high a value 00 their conjugal 
Virtues. And if he be didoya!, again o't'other fide he 
gives a Wife fo ill an Example — for we are all liable to 
Temptations, 

^\r Row. Well faid; if thou beefl fo, it mull be the 
old Tempter himfelC {Afidt, 

Look ye, Madam, I'll propofe a fair Swap ; if you'll con- 
fent that I fhall marry Tere/ia, I'll confent that y«u fhall 
marry George. 

L. Youih. How, my Grand-daughter? Why, I de- 
fign'd her for your eldell Son, Sir Merlin ; and /he has 
a good Fortune of five hundred a year that 1 cannot 
hinder her of ; and is too young for you. 

Sir Row. So is George for your Lad>'fhip ; and as for 
his Fortune, 'tis more than likely 1 Ihall make him my 
eldefl Son. 

L. Youth. Say you fo. Sir? well. Ill confider, and 
take Advice of ray Friends. 

Sir Ro-w. Confider ! alas. Madam, my Houfe will be 
befiegcd by all the Widows in Town ; I (hall gel more 
by Ihewing him, than the Rhinoceros. Gad, I'll fell the 
young Rogue by Inch of Candle, before he's debauch'd 
and ^oil'd in this leudTown. 

L. Votith. Well, fuppofe 

Sir Row. Nothing under Ttrefia — Gad, I think fome 

old Dog-Star reigns to Day, that fo many old Hearts are 

Q burning 
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burning in iheir Sockets I'm in love with this young 

Tittymoufe here, inoft damnably — Well, what fay you, 
Widow? Speak now. or you know the Proverb. 

L. Youth. Well, Sir Rowland, you are too hard for 
me. \Ex. all but Terefia. 

Enter Olivia, runs to ker and embraces her. 

Tere. 'Tis as you faid, Olivia, I am dellin'd to your 
Father. 

Oliv. What, the Sentence is paft then ? 

Tere. Ay, but the Devil is in us, if weAay till Execu- 
tion Day ; Why this is worfe than being mew'd up at 

Hackney-School my Fortune's my own, without my 

Grandmother, and with that Stock 111 fel up for my 
felf, and fee what Traffick this wide Wotid affords a 
young beginner. 

Oliv. Thaf 5 well refolVd ; I am of the fame mind. 

rather then many Mr. Wellborn, whom I never faw, 

But prithee let's fee what we have in Slock, beiides ready 
Money What Toys and Knick-nacks to invite. 

Tere. Faith my Inventory is but Imall Let me fee 

Firft, one pretty well made Machine, call'd a Body, 

of a very good Motion, fit for feveral ufes one pretty 

conceited Head-Piece, that will fit any body's Coxcomb, 

when 'tis grave and dull, 'twill fit an Alderman ; when 

politick and bufy, a Statcfman ; turn it to Intrigue, 'tvrill 
tit a City Wife ; and to Invention, it will fet up an £vi- 

Qliv. Very well ! 

Tere. Item, One Tongue, that will prattle Lovc^ if 

you put the Heart in time (for they are Commodities I 
rcfolve Ihall go together) I have Youth enough to pleafe 
a Lover, and Wit enough to pleafe my felf. 

Oliv. Moll excellent Trifles all ! As for my out-fide, I 
leave to the Difcreiion of the ChafTerer ; but I have a 
rare Device, call'd an Invention, that can do many Feati j 
a Courage that wou'd Hock a Coward ; and a pretty Im- 
plement, call'd a Heart, that will (Irike (ire with any 
convenient force: I have eight thoufand Pounds to let 
out on any able Security, but not a Groat, unlefs I like 
the Man. 

Tert. 
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Tert, Thus fiimith'd, we ftvall ruin all the Jevis, and 

undo [he India Houfes But where Ihall we Ihow ? 

where meet with the Love- Merc hauls ? 

Oliv, What think you of the Gallery at the Play in 
Masks? 

Tcre. Shu, a State-Trick, firil taken up by Women of 
Quality, and now run into Ridicule, by all the little com- 
mon Devils of the Town ; and is only a Trap for a Ter- 
mer, 3 fmall new rais'd Officer, ot a City Cully, where 
they haul out their eighteen Pence in Baudy, and filthy 
Nonfenfe, to the difturbance of the whole Houfe, and 
the King's Peace t the Men of Quality have forfaken 

OKv. What think you of the Mall ? 
Tire, As too publick to end an Intrigue; our Affairs 
require a Conqucll as fudden as that of C(^ar,who came, 

Oliv. 'Tis true, befides there's fo many Cruifers, we 
(hall never board a Priie. What think jou of the 
Church? 

Ten. An hypocritical Shift ; of all Masks I hale that 
of Religion ; and it fhou'd be the lall place I'd wjlh to 
meet a Lover in, unlefs to marry him. 

Oliv, And Faith that's the laft thing a Lover Ihou'd 
do, but we are compeli'd to hafle, 'tis our lall Refuge: 
if we cou'd but fee and like our Men, the bufinefa 

were foon difpatcht Let me fee — Faith e'en put on 

Breeches too, and thus difguis'd feek our Fortune 1 

am within thefe three days to be fetch'd from Hackney 
School, where my Father believes me ftill to be, and 
thou in that time to be marvy'd to the old Gentleman j 
Faith refolve— and let's in and drefs thee — away, here's 
my Lady ( They run out. 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Mirtilla and Mrs, Manage. 
Mirt, Ahy let me have that Song again. 

A Song by Mr. Gildon, 

I. 

NOy Delia, no : What Man can range 
Fromfuch Seraphic Pleafure f 
*Tis want of Charms that make us change^ 

To grafp the Fury, Trea/ure, 
What Man of Senfe wou^d quit a certain Blifs^ 
For Hopes and empty Pojfibilities f 

II. 

Vain Fools J that fure Pojfejfions fpend. 

In hopes of Chyniic TreafurCy 
But for thetr fancy d Riches find 

Both want of Gold and Pleafure, 
Rich in my Delia, / can wifh no more \ 
The Wandrer, like the Chymifl, mufl be poor, 

Man, Not fee him, Madam 1 proteft he's hand- 

fomer, and handfomer, Paris has given him fuch an 

Air : Lord, he's aU over Monfieur — Not fee him 

Madam ^Why? I hope you do not, like the foolifli 

fort of Wives, defign a (Indl Obedience to your Hus- 
band. 

Mir, Away, a Husband ! when Abfence, that fure 

Remedy of Love, had heal'd the bleeding Wound Lejere 
had made, by Heaven I thought I ne'er (hou'd love again 
— but fince Endymion has infpir'd my Soul, and for that 
Youth I bum, I pine, I languilh. 

Enter 
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Enter George richly drell,Jiands at a dijtatue gaiing 
en MiitillH. 

Man. See, Madam, there's an Objefl may put out 
that Flame, and may revive the old one. 

Mir. Shame and Confufion. -Lejert. 

{Turns and walks away. 

Gte. Yonder flie is, that Mien and Shape I know, 
tho the falfe Face be tum'd with thame away. 

\?)ffers to advance, and flaps. 

'Sdeath, 1 tremble ! yet came well fortifyd 

with Pride and Anger. I fee thou'fl in thy Eyes a little 
Modefty. \Gots to her nearer. 

That wou'd conceal the TreaTons of thy Heart. 

Mir. Perhaps it is their Scorn that you miilake. 

Geo. It may be fo ; flie that fets up for Jilting, fliou'd 
go on ; 'Twere mean to find remorfe, fo young, and 
loon : Oh, this gay Tovm has glorioufly improv'd you 
amongft the reft ; that taught you Perjury. 

Mir. Alas ! when was it fwom.'' 

Geo. In the bled Age of Love, 
When every Power looWd down, and heard thy Vows. 

Mir. I was a Lover then ; Ihou'd Heaven concern it 
fclfwith Lovers Perjuries, 'iwould find no ielfurc to pre- 
ferve the Univerfc. 

Geo. And was the Woman fo ftrong in thce, thou 
couldft not wait a little ? Were you fo raving mad for 
Fool and Hufband, you mull take up with the next ready 
Coxcomb. Death, and the Devil, a dull clumfcy Boor \ 

What was it charm'd you f The beaflly quantity of 

Man about him ? 

Mir. Faith a much better thing, five thoufand Pounds 
a Year, his Coach and Six, it (hews well in the Park. 

Ceo. Did I want Coach, or Equipage, and Shew? 

Mir. But ftill there wanted Fool, and Fortune to'i ; He 
does not play at the Groom- Porter's for it ; nor do the 
Drudgery of fome worn-out Lady. 

Geo. If I did this, thou hadil the fpoils of all my Na- 
tion's Conquefts, while all the whole World was wonder- 
ing whence it came ; for Heav'n had left thee nothing 
Q 3 hut 
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but thy Beauty, that dear Reward of my induilrious 
Lover 

Mir, I do confefs 

Geo, Till time had made me certain of a Fortune, which 

now was hailing on. 

And is that flore of Love and wondrous Joys I had been 
hoarding up fo many tender Hours, all lavilh'd on a 
Brute, who never lufled 'bove my Lady's Woman ? for 
Love he underilands no more than Senfe. 

Mir, Prithee reproach me on \SiEhs, 

Geo, 'Sdeath, I cou'd rave ! Is this foft tender Bolom 
to be preft by fuch a Load of Fool ? Damnation on thee 
— ^Where got'ft thou this coarfe Appetite ? Take back the 
Powers, thofe Charms (he's fwom adom'd me, fmce a 
dull, fat-fac'd, noify, taudry Blockhead, can ferve her turn 
as well. {Offers to go, 

Mir, You (hall not go away with that Opinion of 
me. 

Geo, Oh, that falfe Tongue can now no more de- 
ceive Art thou not manyd ? Tell me that, falfe 

Charmer. 

Mir, Yes. {Holding hinu 

Geo, Curfe on that word: wou'd thou hadft never 
learnt it — it gave thy Heart, and my Repofe away. 

Mir, Doft think I marr/d with that dull defign ? Canll 
thou believe I gave my Heart away, becaufe I gave my 

Hand ? Fond Ceremony that A nece(rary trick, 

devis'd by wary Age, to tra(!ick 'twixt a Portion and a 
Jointure ; him whom I lov'd, is marr/d to my Soul. 

Geo, Art thou then mine ? And wilt thou make Atone- 
ment, by fuch a charming way? — Come to my clafping 
Arms. 

Enter Lady Blunder at the Door, Sees *em, and 

offers to go out again, 

L. Blun, Oh, Heavens ! How rude am I ? Cry 

Mercy, Madam, I proted I thought you'd been alone. 

6^^^. 'Sdeath! my Aunt i?///«^^.^ \Afid€. 

Mir, Only this Gentleman, Madam 

L. Blun, Sir, I beg your Pardon and am really 

forry ■ 

Geo, 
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Gto. That you find me with your Daughter, Ma- 
dam, 

L. Blnn. I hope you lake me lo be better bred, Sir : 
Nor had I interrupted you, but for an Accident that has 
happen'd to Sir Morgan, coming out of the City in a 
bealliy Hackney- Coach, he was tum'd over in Cheap-Jide, 
and (Iriking the fillhy Coach-man, the nally Mob came 
out, and had ahnoft kill'd him, but for a young Gentle- 
man, a Stranger, that came to his Refcue, and whom 
he has brought to kifs your Ladyfliip's Hands — But 111 
inftruifl him in his Duty, he (hall wait till your Ladylhip 

is more at Icifure alas ! he's already on the Stairs. 

[Exit. 

Mir. Let him wait there Ltjtie, 'tis neceflary you 

depart, fure of my Heart, you cannol fear the reft; the 
Night is hailing on ; Irufl me but fome few Hours, and 
then, Lejtre, I'll pay you back with Intcrell. 

Geo. All BlefTrngs light on thee. 
But will your Lady Mother make no Difcovery of my be- 
ing here i 

Mir. She'd fooner pimp for me, and believe it a part 

of good Breeding : away, I hear 'em coming. 

\Ske puts kim out at a back-Door. 
Enter Lady BlwnAer peeping. 

L. Blun. He's gone Sir Morgan, you may ap- 
proach. 

Enter Sir Moigan, pulling in the Prince, Sir Merlin, 
and a Page to the Prince. 

Sir Mor. Nay, as Gat (hall fave me. Sir, you (hall fee 
my Lady, or fo, d'ye fee, and receive the Thanks of the 
Houfe. 

Prince. As Gat (hall fave me, Sir, 1 am forry for it — 
another time, Sir ; 1 have earneft bufinefs. Now, 1 am 
fure nothing worth feeing can belong to this litter of 

L. BluH. My Daughter is a Perfon of Quality, I alTure 
you. Sir, 

Prince. I doubt it not Madam if ihe be of the 

fame Piece^ — Send me a fair Dehverance. 

Q4 Sir 
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\Sir Morgan leads him to Mirtilla, keflartt. 

Ha ! What brighl Vifion's that f 

Mir. Heav'n ! Tis the lovely Prince I faw in Flsndere, 

\Afide. 

Sir Merl. Look how he (tares — why, what the Devil 

Sir Morg. To her, Sir, or fo d'ye fee, what a Pox are 
you afraid of her? 

L. Btun. He's in Admiration of her Beauty, Child. 

Prince. By Heav'n the very Woman 1 adore ! 

\A/,dt. 

Sir hforg. How d'ye, fee Sir, how do ye, ha, ha, ha ? 

Prince. I cannot be millaken ; for Heav'n made no- 
thing but young Angels like her ! 

Sir Morg. Look ye Page, is your Mailer in his right 
Wits? 

Sir Merl. Sure he's in love, and Love's a devililh 

Sir Morg. Sa, ho, ho, ho, where are you Sir, where 

Prince. In Heav'n ! [Puti him a-way. 

Oh ! do not rou« me from this chamiing Slumber, left 
I fliou'd wake, and find it but a Dream. 

Sir Merl. A plaguy dull Fellow this, thai can fleep in 
fo good Company as wc are. 

Sir Morg. Dream A Fiddle-Hick ; to her, Man, to 

her, and kifs her foundly, or fo, d'ye fee. 

Sir Merl. Ay, ay ; kifs her, Sir, kifs her — ha, ha, ha, 
he's very fimple. 

Prince. Kifs her, there's univerTal Ruin in her 

Lips. 

Mir. 1 never knew 'em guilty of fuch Mifchiefs. 

Sit Morg. No. I'll be (worn, I have kift 'em twenty 
times, and they never did me harm. 

Prince. Thou kifs thofe Lips? impolfible, and falfe ; 
they ne'er were preft but by foft Southern. Winds. 

Sir Morg. Southern Winds— ha, ha, lookye d'ye fee 
Boy, thy Matter's mad, or fo, d'ye fee why, what 

Pox, d'ye think I never kifs my Wife, or fo d'ye 
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Pnnce. Thy Wife 1 

Mir, He will betray his Pailion to thefe Fools : Alas, 
he's mad- and will undo my Hopes. \Afidt. 

Prince. Thou mayft as well claim Kindred to the 
Gods ; flic's mine, a Kingdom Ihall not buy her from 

Sir Morg. Hay day, my Wife yours ! look ye, as d'ye 
fee, what is it Mtdfummer-moon with you. Sir, or fo, 
d'ye fee? 

Mir. In pity give him way, he's madder than 3 

FriHee. Thou know'ft thou art, and thy dear Eyes 

confefs il a numerous Train attended our Nuptials, 

witnefs the Priefl, witnefs the facred Altar where we 
kneel'd when the bleft fdent Ceremony was per- 

Mir. Alas ! he's mad, pall all recovery mad. 

Sir Mirt. Mad, fay, poor Sou! — Friend, how long has 
your Mailer been thus intoxicated ? 

Page. He's mad indeed to make this Difcovery. 

\AfiiU. 
Alas, Sir, he's thus as often as he fees a beautiful Lady, 
fince he loft a Miftrefs, who d/d in Flanders to whom 
he was contrafted. 

Sir Merl. Good lack ay, ay, he's diftrafted, it 

Page. See how he kneels to her ! (land ofT, and do but 
mind him. 

Mir. Rife, Sir, youl ruin me diffemble if you 

love — or you can ne'er be happy, 

\ln a iow Voice, and raifing Aim. 

Prince. My Tranfpon is too high for a Difguife 

give me fome hope, promife me foroe Relief, or at your 
Feet III pierce a wounded Heart. 

Mir. Rife, and hope for all you wifli : Alas, he 

faints [SAe takes him up, he 

falls upon her Bo/om. 

Page. Hold him faft. Madam, between your Arms, 
and he'll recover prefently. Stand all away. 
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Prince. Oh ! tell me, wilt thou blefs my Youth and 
Love ? Oh ! fwear, left thou (houldft break — ^for Wo- 
men wou'd be Gods, but for Inconftancy. 

Page. See^ he begins to come to himfelf again 

keep off 

Mir. You have a thoufand Charms that may fecuie 
you — The Ceremony of my Nuptials is every Evening 
celebrated, the noife of which draws all the Town toge> 
ther ; be here in Mafquerade, and 111 contrive it fo^ that 
you fhall fpeak with me this Night alone. 

Prince. So, now let my Soul take Air 

L. Blun. What pity 'tis fo fine a Gentleman fhoa'd be 
thus. 

Mir. You muft be bringing home your Fops to me, 
and fee what comes of it {Asjkepaffes out. 

Sir Mor. Fops ! I thought him no more a Fop, than I 
do my own natural Coufm here. \Ex. Mir. in Scorn, 

Prince. Where am I ? [ The Page has whifpef^d hint. 

Sir Merl. Why, here, Sir, here, at Sir Morgan Blun- 
der^s Lodging in Lincolns-Inn-Fields. 

Prince. That's well, he has told me — Where have I 
been this long half hour, and more ? 

Sir McrL Nay, the Lord knows. 

Prince. I fanc/d I faw a lovely Woman. 

Sir Merl. Fanc/d— why fo you did Man, my Lady 
Mirtilla Blunder. 

Prince. Methought, I flept upon her fnowy Bofom, 
and dreamt I was in Heaven, where I claimed her. 

Sir Merl, Good lack aday — why, fo you did. Sir, ha, 
ha, ha. 

Prince, And rav'd on Love ; and talk'd abundance of 
Nonfenfe. 

Sir Morg. Ha, ha, ha, by my Troth, and fo you did, 
Sir. 

Prince, I ask your Pardon, Sir, 'tis an infirmity I 
have that ever takes me at the approach of a fine Wo- 
man, which made me fo unwilling to fee your Lady. 

Sir Morg. Lookye, I ask your Pardon heartily, or fo, 
d'ye fee — and am forry you are not in a Condition to 
vifit her often. 

Prince, 
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Prince, I (hall be better when 1 am us'd to her ; 'tis 
the firil time only affefts me. 

Sir Morg. Pray, Sir, be pleas'd to ufe your felf to her, 

or fo, d'ye lee (he's a civil Perfon, and a Peribn of 

Quality before I marry'd her, d'ye fee. 

L, BluH. My Son tells you Truth, Sir. 

Prince. Madam, I doubt it not, pray beg her Pardon, 

and do you give me yours. [Bo'ws and kiffes her 

Hand, and goes out. 

L. Blun. A mod aceomplifli'd Perfon {Exeunt, 

SCENE HI. 

Enter Olivia rtwrfTerefia, in Mens Clothes. 

Oliv. Well, the Ball does not begin thefe three Hours, 
and we'll divert our fclves at my Aunt's BalTet-Table, 
which you fee is preparing ; her natural Propenfity to 
oblige both Sexes makes her keep a Bank on purpofe to 
bring 'em together. There we IhaJl fee the old and the 
young, the ugly and the handfome, Fools that have 
Money, and Wits that have none; and if the Table 
affords us nothing to pleafe the Appetite, we'U abroad 
for Forage. 

Enter Sir Merlin pulling in GeotgE,/e/lo'w'd 6y 
Sir Morgan, Page and Footmen to George. 

Sir Aferl. Nay, Sir, I am rcfolv'd you Ihall honour my 
Aunt's BalTet-Table 

Geo. My Aunt's BafTel-Tablc I There may be Money 
(lirring among thefe Fools, and Fortune may befriend 
me. [AJide. 

Sir Meri. Sir Morgan, pray know this worthy Gentle- 
man, I have [he honour to lodge in the Houfe with him. 
Vrhty/aiute one another. 
Sir, this is Sir Morgan Blunder, a Perfon of Quality 
in Wales, I affure you. 

Geo. I qucAion it not. Sir, and am proud of the Ho- 
nour of kimng your Hands. 

Teres. Yonder's a handfom Gentleman. 

Oliv. My Brother George, as I live, 'ti» as I cou'd 

wifh. [A/ide. 

Enter 
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Enter Welbom. 

Welb. Ltjere! 

Geo. Welbom ! Welcome from Paris, I heard of your 
arrival from Prince Frederick. 

IVelb. Yes, I am come to my Dcflruaion, Friend. 

Ceo. Ay, thou'rt 10 be mairy'd, 1 hear, 10 a We/ck 
Fortune. 

Welb. Tho Matrimony be a fulificient Curie, yet ihaf s 
not the woril — I am fall'n mod damnably in love, fince 
I arriv'd, with a young Creature I faw in the Mall t'other 
Night ; of Quality Ihe was, 1 dare fwear, by all that was 
about her ; but fuch a Shape t a Face ! a Wit ! a Mind, as 
in a moment quite fubdu d my Heart : fhe had another 
Lady with her, whom (dogging her Coach) I found to be 
a Neighbour of mine, and Grand- Daughter to the Lady 
Yeulhly ; but who my Conqueror was I never fincc could 

Oliv. 'Slife, Terefia, yonder's the handfom Fellow that 
entertain'd us with fo much Wit, on Tkur/day lall in 
the Mall. 

Tere. What, when you changed your Breeches for Pet- 
ticoats at my Lodgings. 

Oliv. That Night, and ever fince, I have felt a fort of 
Tendre for him. 

Tere. As 1 do for his Friend Pray Heav'n he be 

not marry'd ! I fear he has laid an Imbargo on my Heart, 
before it puts out of the Port, 

Geo. Are you not for the DafTet ? 

Welb. No, I've bufmefs at the Ball to night ; befides. 
my Lady Blunder has a Quarrel to me for laft Night's 
Debauch ; ni wait on you in the Morning. 

[Exil Welbom. 

Geo. Well, you to your Bufinefs, and 1 to mine, 

{Speait as the rejt go out. 

\jr:\ the dull trading Fool by Bufmefs live, 
Statefmen by Plots ; the Courtier cringe to thrive ; 
The Fop of Noife and Wealth be cuUied on. 
And purchafc no one Joy by being undone. 
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Whilfl I by nobler carelefs ways advance, 
Since Love and Fortune are acquir'd by Chance. 

\ExeunL 

A Song, fung by Sir Rowland in the fecond A€l. 

To TERESIA. 

THO the Youne^ prize Cw^idi s Fire f 
' Tis more valued by the Old \ 
The SufCs Warmth we now admire^ 
More than when the Sea/of^s cold. 



Dialogues in the Ma/que, at the beginning 

of the third Ail. 

//>.nnime and Place you fee confpire, 

A With tender Wifhes, fierce Defire ; 
See the willing Vidlim (lands 
To be offer'd by your Hands : 
Ah ! Let me on Love's Altars lying, 
Clafp my Goddefs whilfl Fm dying. 

She, Oh Lord ! what hard words, and flrange things 
d'ye fay ; 
Your Eyes too leem clofing, and jufl dying away : 
Ah ! pray what d'ye want ? Explain but your mind, 
Which did I but Imow, perhaps I'd be kind. 

He, My pretty foft Maid, full of innocent Charms, 
I languifh to figh out my Soul in thy Arms ; 
Oh I then, if I'm lov'd, deny not the Blifs, 
But tell me I'm happy, with a ravifhing Kifs. 
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She, Oh ! Fy, Sir, I vow I cannot endure you ; 
Be civil, or elfb 111 cry out I affure you ; 
I will not be kifs'd fo, nor tumbled, not I, 
111 tell all your tricks, that I will, if I die. 

He, Nay, never diffemble, nor fmother that Fire ; 
Your Bluriies, and Eyes betray your Defire. 
The Pracflis'd, not Innocent, dsdly with Blifs, 
Then prithee be kind, and tafle what it is. 

She, Let me die now, you're grown a ftrange fort of \ 
Man, 
To force a young Maid, let her do what fhe can ; 
I fear now I blum to think what we're doing, 
And is this the end of all you Men's wooing ? 

He, At this Pleafure all aim, both Godly and Sinners, 
And none of 'em blufh for't but poor young Beginners. 
In Pleafure both Sexes, all Ages agree. 
And thofe that take moil, mofl happy will be. 

Chorus, In Pleafure both Sexes, ^c. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Olivia as a Man, Terefia in MafqueratU ; the 
Scent opens, and di/cavers Lady Youthly, Lady Blun- 
der, Mirtilja, Manage, Prince Frederick in a rick 
Habit, Welbom i'« one like his, with a Clokt over 
him, /lands afide, and/cveral others of both Sexes, 

Oiiv./~\H, my dear Terefia, I'm loft in Love ! I've 

\J Teen a Man, or rather 'tis an Ange! ! fo 

gay, To foft, to charming, and fo witty ; fo drefs'd ! fo 
Ihap'd ! and danc'd with fuch an Air \ 

Ttre, Hey day ! Prithee where's this Wonder to be 

Oliv. Why doft thou ask ? Haft thou not feen a Man 
of Drefs, and Movement of uncommon Fafhion ? 

Tere. A great many, very odd, and fantaftick, I'm 
fure my dear Man is none of 'em. \Sighs. 

Oliv. Thy Heart when tir'd bums eafily, and fofl^ but 
I am all impatient. Darts, and Flames, ajl the effeifls of 
Love are panting in my Heart, yet never faw his Face : 
but fee, he comes, and I muft find a way to let him 
know the mifchiefs he has done. 

Mir. Endimion, where's Sir Morgan f 

Oliv. At his ufuai Dlverfion, Madam, drinking. 

Mir. Do you wall near me to Night, I may perhaps 
have kinder Bufinefs for you e'er the Morning. 

Oliv. You heap too many Bleffings on me, Madam. 

Prince. Oh, turn thy lovely Eyes upon thy Slave, that 
waits and watches for a tender Look. 

Mir. Oh, Sir, why do you prefs a yielding Heart too 
much, undone bv what you've faid already ? 

Oliv. Tbofe foft Addrefles muft be ihofc of Love. 

{Aadt 

Mir. My Honour was in danger when I promis'd 

atid yet I blufti to tell you I was pleas'd, and blcft the 
dear necefruy that forc'd me. 

Oliv. 
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OUv. Ha! 'lis Ihe Man I love and courts ^fr- 

tilla, and (he receives him with inviting Looks. 'Sdealh, 
(he's a common Lover ! already I'm arriv"*! to Jea- 

Enltr George in Ma/qutrade, ivilk a Paper oh hit 
Back anii Breajt, goes to Mlrtilla, fus one court- 
ing her. 

Geo. What gilded ihing is that? 1 mufl difturb 



Tis I, Mirtilla, languiftiing for the appointed Kappi- 
nefs, while you, perhaps, are taken up with different 

Thoughts 

Mir. Lejere ! How very feeble do old Lovers charm ! 
Only the new and gay have piow'r to warm — How ftiaU 
I put him off? For now my ambitious Love deriares for 
Frederick ; 'tis great to enllave a Prince. \Afide. 

Lejere wait till I gi^'c the word — perhaps il may 

be laie— go mix your felf i'th' Crowd, you may be elle 

fufpefled^ \Gi)es front kim, 

Tere. I have a Fhreud guefs that this fhou'd be my Man 

by his Shape, and Mein, [Looking round about George. 

Lei me fee What's this written on his Back ? 

To be lelt ready furnifli'd [Heading if. 

A very good hearing ; So ho, ho, ho, who's within 
here? [Claps him on the Back. 

Geo. Who's there? {Exit 0)bni. 

Tere. Love and Fortune. 

Geo. Two very good Friends of mine, prithee who 
art thou that bring'fi 'em ? 

Tere. A wandring Nymph, that has had a fwingii^ 

Charafler of your Perfon and Parts if thou be'A the 

Man, prithee dear Stranger, let me fee thy Face ; and if 
I'm not miftaken, 'tis ten to one, but wc may go near 
to ftrike up fome odd Bargain or olher. 

Geo. And I am as likely a Fellow for fome odd Bar- 
gain or other, as ever you met with — Look ye, am I the 

Tere. Let me fee — a very handfome Face, inclining to 
round ; fine wanton Eyes, with a. plaguy roguilh Lear ; 
plump, round, red Lips ; not tall, nor u>w, and extreme- 
ly 
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ly well faftiion'd. \Reads all this in her Tablets. 
— Ay, ay, you arc the Man 

Geo. I am glad on't, and prithee dear Creature, let me 
fee if thou art not the Woman — 

Tere. HeaVn I what Woman, Sir? 

Gee. Why, any Woman that's pretty, witty, young, 
and good'natur'd. 

Ten. I had rather fhew any thing almotl than my 
Face. 

Gio. Failh, and that's kind ; but every thing in its due 
time : I love lo arrive at Happinefs by degrees, there's as 
much Pleafure in the Journey of Love, as in the Arrival 
to't, and the firrt Stage is a handfom Face. 

Tere. Where you bait a while, take a (hort Survey, and 

Ceo. To Wil, and good Humour ; where a Man finds 
Ple.ifure enough toengage him a long while. 

Tere. Then to all the fmaU Villages, call'd little Free- 
doms, kifling, playingj fooling, fighing, dying^and fo 
on to the lad Slage, where Whip and Spur laid by, all 
tir'd and dull, you lazily lie down and Heep. 

Geo. No, I'm a more vigorous Lover : And fince in 
the Countrj' of true Love, there remains a Terra Incog- 
nita, I Ihall always be making new Difcoveries. 

Tere. True Love ! is there fuch a thing in the whole 
Map of Nature,* 

Geo. Yes, I once difcovet'd it in my Voyage roimd 
the World, 

Tere. Sure 'tis fome enchanted Place, and vanifhes as 
foon as 'tis approach'd. 

Enter Sir Rowland. 

Geo. Faith, let's fet out for it, and try ; if we lofe our 

Labour, we (hall, like Searchers for the Philofophcrs 

Stone, find fomething that will recompenfe our pains, — 

[Lady Youthly/«j her, and /ends her 

Woman to take her from him. 

Ha, gone^I muft not part fo with you — I'll have you 

in my Eye. [The Spanifh Dance.- Whilji they 

dance, the Prince talks to Mirtilla. 

Mir. 
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Mir. This Night gives you an AITigaation 1 treii>- 

ble at the thought Ah, why will you purfue me thus 

to Ruin? Whywith refiftlcfs Channs invade my Heart, 

that cannot (land their Force alone without my 

Woman ? the Enterpriie with you would be loo dan- 
gerous. 

Prince. Dangerous to be ador'd I and at your Feet be- 
hold your Slave making eternal Vows ? 

Mtr, If I were fure that you would pafs no further — 

Prince. Let the fond God of Love be my Security 

will you not trufl a Deity ? 

Mir. Whom Ihould flie truft, that dares not truft her 
felf? 

Gfo. That is fome Lover, ^lom I mult obferve. 

[AfuU. 

Mir. Alas, the Foe s within that will betray mc, Ambi- 
tion, and our Sell's Vanity Sir, you muil prevail 

Prince. And in return, for ever t^e my SouL 

Mir. Anon 1 11 feign an lUnefs, and retire to my Apart- 
ment, whither this faithful Friend (hall bring you. Sir. 

S Pointing to Man^e. 
onie Love Bargain, 
and Manage cali'd to Witnefs. By Heav'n, gay Sir, IH 
watch you. 

Tfrr. But hark ye, my Fellow- Ad venturer, are you not 
marryd? 

Gee. Manyd- — that's a Bug-word prithee if thon 

haft any fuch Defign, keep on thy Mask, leU I be tempted 
to Wickednefs. 

Tfre. Nay, truth is, 'tis a thoufand pities to fpoil a 
handfom man, lo make a dull Husband of ; I have 
known an old batter'd Bully of Seventy, unmarry'd, 
more agreeable for a Gallant, than any fcurvy, out-of- 
humoui^d Husband at Eight and Twenty. 

Ceo. Gad, a thoufand times. 

Ttrf. Know, I have Five Hundred Pounds a Year. 

Geo. Good. 

Tere And the Devil and all of Expe^tion from an old 
Woman. 



Geo. Very good. 



Ttn. 
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Ttre. And this Youth, and little Beauty lo lay out in 

love. \Pulh of her Mait. 

Cto. Terejiaf the lovely MaiddeCgn'd for myMothcr! 

now, what a Dog am I ? that gives me the greater Guft 

lo her, and wou'd fain cuckold my Father. 

[Talks io her a/ide. 
\mn\\ia. /eemi io faint. 

Man, My Lady faints help, help. 

Mir. Only the Heat oppreffes me but let it not 

didurb the Company, I'll take the Air a liitlc, and return, 

\Coes out <with Manage. 

Geo. Is this defign'd or real ? — perhaps the is retir'd 

for me Mrs. Manage. 

[Manage re-enlers, he pulls her by Ike Sleeve. 

Man. Ha I Monlieur Lejere! what (hall I feign to put 

him off withal. [Ajide, 

Ceo. Why doft thou ftart ? How does my dear Mir- 

lilla f 

Man. Repoling, Sir, a while, but anon 111 wait on her 
for your admittance. 
{PHace Frederick puts on Welbom'j Cloke, goes out, 
ii«rfWelbom etiters into the Company drejid like 
the Prince. 
Geo. Ha, ftie fpoke in pafling by that gay thing^ — — 
What means it, but I'll trace the Myftery. 

Sir Ro-m. The young People are lazy, and here's no- 
thing but gaping and peeping in one another's Vizards ; 
come, Madajn, let you and I ftiame 'era into Aiflion. 
\Sir Rowland and Lady Youthly dance. After the 
Dance, 0\W\3. enters with a Letter, and gives it lo 
Welboro. 
Wei. Ha ! what's this. Sir, a Challenge? 
Oliv. A fofl one. Sir. 

Wei. A Billet whoever the Lady be, {Reads.) 

She merits fomething for but beUeving 1 am worth her 
Mirth. 

Oliv. I know not, Sir, how great a Jell you may 
make of it ; but I afTure you the Lady is in earnefl, and 
if you be at leifure to hear Reafon from her 

Wei. 
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Wil. Fair and foflly, my dear Love-Mefleneer, I a 



>t but I Ihou'd be e 



—But I have been fo 




for no hafty Bargains 
Reafon from ; 



OUii. Ves. 

Wei. Then 111 not hear any thing from her : they are 
Iroublefome, and infolcnt ; and if Ihe have a Husband, to 
hide her Intrigues Ihe has recourfe to all the httle Arts and 
Cunnings of her Sex; and fhe that jilts her Husband, 
will her Lover. 

Oliv. She is not troubled with a Husband, Sir. 

Wd. What, (he's parted from the Fool ! then (he's e«- 
pcnfive, and for want of Alimony, jilts all the believing 
Block-heads that Ihe meets with. 

Oliv. But this is a Maid, Sir. 

Wei. Worfe ftiU ! At every turn (he's raving on her 
Honour ; then if fhc have a Kinfman, or a Brother, I 
muH be challeng'd. 

Oliv. Sir, you mil\ake, my Lady is for Matrimony. 

Wei. How I 

Oliv. You have not forfwom it, 1 hope. 

WeL Not fo but 

Oliv. If a Lady, young and handfom, and Ten Thou- 
fand Pounds 

W«l. Najr, I am not pofitive 

Enter Sir Morgan, and Sir Merlin, drunk, fingiHg. 
Wife Coxcombs be dainn'd, ker/s a Health to thai Man, 
TkatJiKee Life is but fhorl, lives as long as he can. 

Sir Morg. Where is my Lady Mirtilla, Rogues f 

Sir Merl. And my Miftrcfs, Rafcals f For wi; are re- 
folv'd to Ihew our felves in Triumph to our Wives and 
Miftrenes. 

L. Youth. Your Midrcfs, Sir Merlin ? miftake not your 
Mark. 

S\r Aferl. Hal Art thou there, old Cathedral ? Why 
thou look'fl as ma^iticcntly as old Queen Befs in (tie 
Weflminfier-Ctif'boasA. 

Sir Morg. Lookye as d'j'e fee, when Adam wore a. 
Beard, (he was in her Prime, or fo, d'ye fee, [Sings. 

L. VoHtM. 
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1_ Youth. Sir, you are a faucy Jach, and your Father 
(hall correfl you. 

Sir Mert. My Father ! my Father's an old Toaft, d'ye 
fee ; and I hope to fee him hang'd. 

Sir Row, Here's a Heathen-Chriftian ! fee his Father 
hang'd ! 

Sir Mtrl. Ay hang'd, and all the old Fathers in Chrijf- 
endem. Why, what a Pox (hou'd Fathers trouble the 
World for ? when I come to reign in Parliament, I will 
enart it Felony, for any Father to have fo little Grace 
to live, that has a Son al Years of Difcretion. 

^\x Rirw. A damd'd Rogue, 111 dirmherit him inune- 
dialely. 

L. BluH^ Is it fo great a Crime, Brother, for a Gentle- 
man to be drunk ? 

Sir Merl. You lye like a Son of a Whore 1 have 

been drinking Confufion to all the Fathers and Husbands 
in England, 

&\t Aforg. How, Sir, Confufion to Husbands! Look 
ye d'ye fee. Sir, fwallow me that Word, or 111 make you 
depofil ail the conjugal Wine you have drunk. 

Sir Merl. I depofit all your Wine ! Sirrah, you're a 
Blunderbufs. 

Sir Morg. Sirrah, you are a diminutive Bully. 

Sir Merl. Sirrah, you're the Whore of Babylon, and ! 
dely you. 

Sir Morg. Lookye d'ye fee, I fcom to draw upon a 
drunken Man, or fo, 1 being fober ; but I boldly chal- 
lenge you into the Cellar, where thou fhalt drink till thou 
renounce thy Charafler, or talk Trcafon enough to hang 
thee, and that's fair and civil. 

Sir Mer/. Agreed; and when I'm drunk enough to 
ravifh. III cuckold my old Dad, and fight him for his 
Miarefs. 

Sir RoTv. I have no Patience ; I'll kill the Dog, becaufe 

I'll have the Law on my fide^ -Come on. Sir. 

[Dtav's, the Ladies run out. 
{Sir Merlin draws. George runs in and parts 'em. 

Ceo. Villain ! Rafcal ! What, draw upon thy Father ! 
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Sir Row, Pray, Sir, who are you ? that I may thank 
you for my Life. 

Geo, One, Sir, whofe Duty 'twas. 

{Pulls off his Vizard, 

Sir Row, What, my dear George ! 111 go and cut 

off the Intail of my Eftate prefently, and thou (halt have 
it all, Boy, thou (halt \Exeunt all but George. 

Geo, Fortune is dill my Friend : Had but Mirtilla b^n 
fo ! I wonder that (he fends not to me : my Love's im- 
patient, and I cannot wait — while the dull Sot is boozing 
with his Brother- Fools in the Cellar, Til foftly to the 

Chamber of my Love Perhaps (he waits me there — 

\Exit. 

SCENE II. A Chamber, and Alcove^ 
difcovers Mirtilla and Prince Frederick. 

Prince, Oh ! I am ravi(h'd with excefs of Joy. 

Mir, Enough, my charming Prince ! Oh, you have 
faid enough. 

Prince, Never, my Mirtilla! 
The Sun that views the World, nor the bright Moon, 
that favours Lovers Stealths, (hall ever fee Uiat Hour. 
Vaft, as thy Beauties, are my young Defires ; and every 
new Poffeflion kindles new Flames, foft as thy Eyes, fon 
as thy tender Touches ; and e'er the Pantings of my Heart 
are laid, new Tranfports, from new Wi(hes, dance about 
it, and (lill remain in Love's harmonious Order. 

[Kiffes and embraces her. 
Enter Gtor^Cy /o/tly, 

Geo, This Houfe I know, and this should be her Bed- 
chamber, becaufe the bed ; and yet methought I heard 
another Voice but I may be miftaken. 

Prince, I faint with Pleafure of each tender Clafp ; I 
(Igh, and langui(h, gazing on thy Eyes ! and die upon 
thy Lips, with every Kifs. 

Geo, Surely I know that Voice ! Torments, and Hell ! 
but 'tis impo(nble. [Afide, 

Prince, 
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Prince. Oh ! fatisfy my Doubt, my trembling Doubt ! 
Am I belov'd ? Have I about me ought engaging to thee, 
Charmer of my Soul ? 

Geo, It is the Prince. \Afide, 

Mir, Ah, Prince ! Can you fuch needlefs Queftions 
ask, after the Sacrifice which I have made ? 

Geo, Hell take thee for that Falfhood. {Draws, 

Mir, Think not the mighty Prefent of your Jewels, 
enough to purchafe Provinces, has bought one fmgle 
Sigh, or Wifh : No, my dear Prince, you owe 'em all 
to Love, and your own Charms. 

Geo. Oh damn'd, diffembling Jilt ! \AfieU. 

Prince. No more, no more, my Soul's oppreu with 
Joy : let me unload it in thy tender Arms, and figh it out 
mto thy raviftiing Bofom. 

Geo. Death, and Damnation ! 

I (hall forget his Quality and Virtue, forget he was my 
Friend, or fav'd this Life ; and like a River, fwell'd with 
angry Tides, overflow thofe Banks that made the Stream 
fo gay. 

Mir. Who's there? 1 heard a Voice — Manage? 

Geo. Yes. \Softly. 

Prince. Approach, thou Confident of all my Joys ; ap- 
proach, and be rewarded 

[Prince takes his Jewel Jrom his Hat. 

Geo. Yes, for my excellent Bauding By Heav'n I 

dare not touch his princely Perfon. 

Prince. Where art thou ? take this Jewel, and retire. 

{Gropes for his Hand, gives it him. 

Geo. E'en my Misfortunes have a fort of Luck ; but 111 
withdraw, for fear this Devil about me ihou'd raife my 
too rafh Hand againfl his Life. {Exit. 

Prince. Come, my eternal Pleafure each Moment 

of the happy Lover's Hour, is worth an Age of dull, 
and common Life. 

{Exeunt into the Alcove^ the Scene /huts. 
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SCENE III. A Garden by Night ftill. 

Eater George with his Sword in his Hand, as befort. 

Geo. Why do I vainly call for Vengeance down, and 
have it in my Hand? By Heav'n, I'll back Whi- 
ther? To kill a Woman, a young perjur'd Woman ! — 
—Oh, ye falfe Fair Ones ! fhou'd we do you Juftice, a 
univerfal Ruin wou'd enfue ; not one wou'd live to (lock 
the World anew. Who is't among ye All, ye Fair De- 
ceivers, ye charming MIfchiefs to the noble Race, can 
fwear (he s Innocent, without Damnation ? No, no, go 
on— be falfe— be fickle ftill : You afl but Nature— But 
my faithless Friend— where I repofe the fecrets of my 
Soul — except this one— Alas) he knew not this:— Why 
do I blame him thenf 

Enter Olivia, drej^d as be/ore. 

Oliv. Fire ! Fire ! Fire ! 

Geo. Olividi Voice! Ha! what art thou? Thy 

Voice Ihou'd be Olivi^%, hut thy Shape — and yet a Wo- 
man is all o'er Difguife. 

Enter Lady Blunder in her Nighl-Gwm. 

L. SluH. Fire ! Fire ! Fire ! My Son, my dear Sir 
Afargan. 

Enter Sir Rowland, and Servants. 

Sir Row. A Pox on your Son, and mine to boot ; 
they have fet all the Sack-Butts a Flaming in the Cellar, 
thence the Mifchief began. Timothy, Roger, Jeffrey, 
my Money-Trunks, ye Rogues 1 my money-Trunla ! 

L. Blun. My Son, good Roger ! my own Sir Mo^gy ! 

Six Row. The ten thoufand Pounds, ye Rafcal, in the 
Iron Trunk, that was to be paid Mr, IVeitom for O/it'ia'% 
Portion. [Exit. 

"L. Blun. Oh my Son! -my Son 1 — run to the ParfoD, 
Sam. and let him fend the Church- Buckets, Oh, fome 
help ! fome help ! 

Enter Manage. 

Man. Oh, Heavens ! my Lady Mirtilltti Chamber's 
all on Flame. 

Entrr 
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Enter Britton. 

Geo. Ha, the Prince ! 1 had forgot his Danger. 

Man. Ah t look up, and fee how il bums. 

Ceo. Britisn, a Million for a Ladder \ 

Man. Blefling on you. Sir, if you dare venture thro 
the Houfe [ there lies one in the Fore-Garden. 

Brit. The Paffage is on fire, Sir, you cannot go. 

Geo. Revenge is vanifh'd, and Love takes its place : 
Soft Love, and mightier Friendlhip feiies all. Ill fave 
him, tho I perifh in the Attempt. 

\Ruiis out, Britton after him. 
Enter at another Door, Sir Rowland. 

L. Blun. A thoufand Pound for bim that faves Sir 
Morgan .' 

S\r Ro^l. And, do ye hear, let my Rogue lie; I'd 
rather he Ihould be burnt, than hang'd on Ty^rn 
Road, for murdering his Father. But Where's Boy 

Enter Men with Trunks. 
Rog. Safe, Sir, I hope i he was not in the Houfe. 
Sir Rowl. So, fo, away with thefc Trunks to my 
Lady Voulkiy% in SouthamplonS(\MaTe, and tell her we 
muft trouble her to night. Come, Siller, let's away. 

[Ex. Lady Blunder, and Sir Rowland. 
Prince Frederick and Mirlilla, appear at the IViitdovf, 
the Flame behind 'em. 
Prince. Help, help, and fave Mirtilla .' Ask any Price, 
my Life, my Fortune ! All ! 

Mir. Oh, HeaVns, the Flame purfues us as we fly. 
Prince. No help ! Oh Gods, I Ihall prevent the Flame, 
and periih by my Fears to fee you die ! 

Mir. Alas ! Sir, you with eafe may fave your Life I 
This Window you may leap, but 1 want Courage. 

Prince. No, my Mirtilla, if it be thy Fate, III grafp 

thee, ev'n in Flames, and die with thee. 

Mir. We die! we die ! the Flame takes hold of us. 

Enter George with a Ladder, and puts it to the 

Window. 

Prime. Ha ! fome pitying God lakes care of us. 

's Vol. IV. R Hade, 
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Halle, hafle, my Charmer ; Heav*!! has fent us Aid. 

\Futs her oh tht Ladder, Jkt di/ands 
into George'j Arms ; after her, the 
Prince. QeoT^ Puts her into Ma- 
nage'j Arms, Jke faints ; he runs 
up to receive the Prince. 

Prince. Lejere ! dear Man of Luck Some happy 

Star reign'd at thy glorious Birth j every thing is profpe- 

rows thou efpoufeft. How fares my Love, the Trca- 

fure of my Soul? 

Man. Only fainting with the Fright, but llie recovers. 

Prince. My Chair there, quickly, that waits for me.— 

Enter Chair ; he puts her. and Manage into it. 

Enter Olivia. 

Carry 'em to Mr. Weibern'i, 10 my Lodgings there, 

and then return to me ; for 1 am wondrous faint, and 

cannot walk. 

Oliv. Ha ! by my Life, my Man ! 
Prince. But if I might impofe fo much, Lejere, upon 
thy Friendlhip, I b^ thnu wouldH fee her fafeiy catiyd 
to my Lodgings at Welbom'^. 
Geo. You fhall command mc, Sir. 

[Exeunt Chair, George and Britton. 
Oliv. You fcem not well, Sir, pray repofe upon my 
Arm a while. 

Prince. I thank you, Sir, indeed I am not well. 

Oliv. Methinks I lind a Pleafurebut in touching him — 

Wou'd 1 cou'd fee his Faceby aJl this fatal Light. 

Enter Con/lable and IVaich. 

Conjl. So, To, the Fire abates, the Engines play'd 

rarely, and we have Ten Guineas here. Neighbours, to 

watch about the Houfe ; for where there's P'irc, there's 

Rogues Hum, who have we here? How now, 

Mr. Hum, what have you got under your Arm there, 

ha P Take away this Box of Jewels. 

\Sir Morgan, and Sir Merlin, cretptHg 
out of the Cellar Windoiv. 
Ha, who have we here creeping out of the Cellar-Win- 
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Sir Mtrl. Sirrah ! you're a Baud, Sirrah ! and for a 
Tefter will wink at the Vices of the Nation, Sirrah \ Call 
Men of the befl. Quality Rogues ! that have flood for 
Knights of the Shire, and made the Mobile drunk, 

Conjl. We cry you Mercy, Sir, we did not know your 

Worfliips. 

Sir Morg. Lookye d'ye fet^ here's a Crown for you ; 
carry us to the next Tavern, and well make thee, and 
all thy Mirmidons, as drunk as a Boat in a Storm. 

Oliv. Sir, I find you have Intereil with thcfe arbitrary 
Tyrants of the Parifli ; pray will you bail me, and this 
Gentleman ? 

Sir Merl. What, EiuHmioH .' my Lady MirtUld^ Page ? 
He lent me Money to Night at the Ballet- Table ; 111 be 
bound Hand and Foot for him,Mr. Conflable, and gad 
we'll all to the Tavern, and drink up the Sun, Boys. 

Oliv. Yonder Gentleman too has receiv'd fome hurt by 
the Fire, and muft go home. Sir ; but you mull reflore 
him the Box, Mr. Conflable. 

Sir Morg. Ay, ay, lookye d'ye fee, return the Gentle- 
man all ; they're Gentlemen, and our intimate Friends, 
d'ye fee. \Exeunl Prince, and Olivia. 

Enter a Servant. 

Conft. Stand ; Who goes there ? 

Sir Morg. PkiUp Lookye d'ye fee, he thall along 

with us to the Tavern. 

Serv. Sir Morgan, I came to feek you ; your Lady Mo- 
ther fent me back on purpofe; (he has fpoil'd her Beauty 
with crying for you. 

Sir Morg. And wafh'd off all her Paint ? Or fo 

d'ye fee ! Gad fa' me, PhUip, this is ill Luck. Come let 
us go drink down Sorrow. 

Serv, Being fent of fuch an Errand, as your Safety, 
Sir, I dare not llay and drink now, before I've fatisfyM 
your Mother. 

Sir Merl. Not drink ! 1 charge you in the King's 
Name, Mr. Condable, bring him along. 

\The Conflable and Watcfi feine kim. 

R 2 Sing* 
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Sings. 

Wife Coxcombs be damt^d^ htr^s a Health to the Man^ 
That fince Ufe is but Jhort, lives as long as he can. 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

The Princes Lodgings. 

Enter Page with UghtSy fets *em on the Table. [Ex. 

Enter MlrtiUa, led by Mrs. Manage. 

Mir. T T A I where am I, Manage f 

jl\ Man. HeaVn be thanked, Madam, at the 
Prince's Lodgings. 

Mir. What happy Star condudled us, and fav'd us 
from the Fury of the Flames ? 

Man. Thofe whofe Influence are always gracious to 
your Ladyfhip. 

Mir. But Where's the Prince.^ whereas my illuftrious 
Lover? 

Man. Waiting the Return of the Chair, Madam. 

Mir. But my Enditnionl — Is EndinUon fafe! 

Man. Madam, he is : I faw him in the Garden. 

Mir. Then perilh all the reft — Go fend to fearch him 

out, and let him inftantly be brought to me Ha 

Lejere. 

Enter George* 

Geo. Baud, ftand afide—and do your Office yonder — 

\Puts away Manage. 
Why are you frighted. Madam, becaufe Tm not the 
Lover you expedled ? 

Mir. What Lover ! be witnefs Heaven 

Gee 
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Gev. That thou art falfe, falfe as the infatiate Seas, 
that finiling tempt the vain Adventurer, whom flattering, 
far from any faving there, fweli their falfe Waves to a 
deftruftive Storm. 

Mir. Why all this mighty Rage ? Becaufe I dif- 

appointed you to tught ? 

Geo. No, by Heaven, I dully cou'd have waited for 
the Hour ; have hop'd, and wifh'd, and languilh'd out 

an Age. But, oh MirtiUa ! Oh thou perjur'd Fair 1 

But vanilh ail the Softnefs of ray Soul, I will be &- 



Mir. Andean you think my Flight is criminal? becaufe 
I fav'd this worthlefs Life — -for you 

Geo. What Innocence adorns her Tongue, and Eyes I 
while Hell and Furies give her Heart its motion. You 
know not where you are f 

Mir. Perhaps I do not 

Gfo. Swear, for thou'rt damn'd already, and by what 
black Degrees I will unfold : When firfl 1 faw this gay, 
this glorious Mifchief, tho nobly bom, 'twas hid in mean 
Obfcufity ; the Ihining Viper lay half dead with Poverty, 
I took it up, and laid it next my Heart, fed it, and calld 
its feded Beauties back, 

Mir. Confefs'd ; And what of this ? 

Geo. Confirm'd you mine, by all the Obligations Pro- 
fufcncfs cou'd invent, or Love infpire. 

Mir. And yet at your Return you found me marry'd 
to another, 

Geo. Death and Hell ! that was not yet the waril ; 
You tlaiier'd me with fome Pretence of Penitence ; but 
on the Night, the dear deftruflive Night, you rais'd my 

Hopes to all diftradling Love cou'd with that very 

Night Oh let me rave and die, and never think that 

Difappointment o'er ! 

Mir. What, you faw me courted at the Ball, per- 

R 3 Geo. 
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1 your Chamber too. Drcath- 
;w.afled Joys, the happjr Lover 



Geo. Perhaps I faw ii i 
lefs and panting, with — 
lay Oh MirlUla / 

Mir. Nay, if he knows it, 111 deny't no more. 

[A/uU. 

Geo. There is no Honelly in all thy Kind. 

Mir. Or if there be, thofe that deal in't are weary of 
their Trade, But where's the mighty Crime ? 

Geo. No, 1 expedl thou fliouidll out-face my Eyes, 

out-fwear my Hearing, and out-lye my Senfes The 

Prince ! the Prince ! tnou faithlefs dear deftru^ion. 

Mir. The Prince ! good Heaven! Is all this Heat for 

Geo. Thou own'ft the Conqueft then? 

Mir. With as much Vanity as thou wouldft do, if thou 
hadn won his Sword : HnA thou took care wifely to teach 
me all the Arts of Life, and doll thou now upbraid my 
Induflry ? Look round the World, and thou (halt fee, 
Ltjert, Ambition ftill fupplies the place of Love, The 
worn-out Lady, that can ferve your Inlereft, you fwcai- 
has Beauties that out-chaims Fifteen ; and for the Vanity of 
Quality, you feign and languifh, lye, proleft, and flatter — 
All Things in Nature cheat, or clfe are cheated. 

Ceo. Well faid ; take ofT thy Veil, and ihew the Jilt. 

Mir. You never knew a Woman thrive fo well by real 
Love, as by Diffimulation : This has a thou fan d Arts and 
Tricks to conquer ; appears in any Shape, in any Hu' 
mour ; can laugh or weep, be coy or play, by turns, as 
fuits the Lover befl, while funpte Love has only one 
Road of Sighs and Sofinefs ; thefe to Lejere are due : 
But all my Charms, and Arts of gay diifembling, are for 

the credulous Prince. Bathe's here ! and with 

him the dear Youth that has enllaVd me, who triumphs 

o'er the reft. [j^Jule. 

Enter Prince Frederick, O\r<n&/olloviing,/ees Mirtdla, 

and imthdraTvs. 

Oliv, Ha ! Mirtilla, and my Brother here i Oh how 
1 long to fee that Stranger's Face. [A/idt. 

Prince. Mirtilla, thou Charmer of Life's dull and 
tedious Hours, how iai» thy Heart ? Dwells any Pant- 
ing* 
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ings there, but thofe that Love, and his dear Joys 

Mir. Or if there do, you fhou'd excufe it now, 
Geo. How many Devils reign in beauteous Woman 1 
Prince, My dear Ltjtre, congratulate my Joys ; take 
all my Friendlhip thou— but thou my SouL Come, come, 
my Friend, let us retire together; I'll give mee leave to 
gaze upon my Heaven, and feed on all the Sweets that 
Friendlhip may : But all the rell of the vail Store is 

Mom. Madam, Emiimion is already here. 

{A/ide to her, 
Mir. Thou haft reviv'd me— Let him wait my Call. 

\_Exit Prince OMi/Mirtilla, George ji?M o«/, and 
peeps at the Door. Olivia comes forward 
Oliv. Spite, Spite, and dire Revenue, feize my fond 

Soul ! Oh that I were a Man, a loofe leud Man ; how 

eafily wou'd I rob him of her Heart, and leave him but 
the liiadow of Enjoyment 1 

Re-enter George, 

Geo. Now, my dear Sifter, if thou ever lov'dft me, 

revenge thy Brother on this perjur'd Woman, and fnatch 

her from this gallant Rival's Arms. She loves thee 

Diflemble thou to love again ; meet lier Advances with 
an equal Ardour, ajid when thou hafl wound her up to 
dalliance, I'll bring the Prince a witnefs of her Shame. 

Oiiv. But what if he ftiou'd kill me 

Geo. Ill take care of that. 

Oliv. Then e'er the morning dawns, you (halt behold 
it : She languilhes to fee me, and I wait on purpofe 
for her Commands. 

Geo. As i cou'd wifh : Be fure to aift the Lover well. 

[ExU. 
Oliv. As well as I can aa iL 

Enter Welborn, halated as lajl. 
That all Mankind arc damn'd, I'm pofilive ; at leaft all 

Wei. What have we here ? the Spark that rally'd me 
about a Woman at the Ball to night ? Who is it. Sir, 
you curfe fo heartily. 

R 4 Oliv. 
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Oli-v. Ha, how beautiful he i: 

dwell in that lovL-ly Face 

'Tis you 1 curie. 

Wei. Gad, I thank you for that, you were kinder to 
night, when you told me of a fine Woman that was ia 
love with me. 

Oliv. Why, what have you to do with Woman-kind ? 

WeL A pretty civil Queftion ; has the Lady that feiU 
you a mind to be inform'd i 

Oliv. Or if (he had, you're not at leifure now, yon 
are taken up. Sir, with atiother Beauty. Did not you 
fwear, never to fpeak to Woman-kind, till 1 had broui^l 
her, I told you, figh'd for you f 

Wei, Right, and I have kept my word religioufly. 

Oliv. The Devil you have, witnefs the Joy Mirtilla 
gave your Soul : Even now you were all Tranfport, all 
Extafy of Love ; by Heaven you had forgot you brought 
me in, and pad triumphant in Mirtillif% Arms, Love in 
your Heart, and Pleafure in your Eyes. 

IVel. Ay, fure he miflakes me for the amorous Prince, 
and thus, perhaps, has mi<\ook me all the Night : 1 muft 
not undeceive him. [AJidt. 

Whatc'er you faw, 1 have a Heart unwounded, a Heatt 
that never foundly loved, a little fciatch it goi the other 
day by a young Beauty in the Mall, her Name 1 know 
not, but 1 with'd to know it, and dogg'd her Coach, I 
figh'd a little after her, but fince ne'er faw the lovely 

Oliv. Sure this was I. {A/tds. 

What Livery had Ihe, Sir ? 

Wei. That I look notice of, 'twas Green and Gold — 
Since that, I trifle now and then with Love, to chafe 
away this Image, and that's all. 

Oliv. Ha, now 1 view him well, 'tis the fame hand- 
fome Fellow that entertain'd us in ihe Mall tatt Thurf- 
day. 

Wei. Come, Sir, tis late, pleafe you to lake a Bed 
with me to Night, where we'll beget a better Under- 
Handing, 

Oliv. 
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OHv. A better tlian you imagine 'Sdeath to bed 

with him, I tremble at the thought — Sir, 1 do not love 
a Bedfellow. 

Wei. Sir, I have lent my Lodgings to a Stranger of 

Quality, or 1 wou'd offer you a lingle Bed but for 

once you may difpenre with a Bedfetlaw. 

Oliv. I will not put you to that trouble. Sir. 

Wet. Do you defign to make me your Friend, and ufe 
me with Ceremony ? Who waits there ? 
Enter Footman. 

Oliv. 'Slife, what (hall I do? I cou'd even confent, 

to prevent his going to MirtiUa befides, I have no 

home to go to— — 

Wei. Come, no more Scruples — here— a Night-Gown 
and a Cap for the Cenclcman. 

Oliv. What ihall 1 do ?— I have a little urgent Bufi- 
nefs, Sir. 

Wei. If there be abfolute necefTity, 111 fee you to 
your Lodgings. 

Oliv. Oh, by no means, Sir. 'Sdeath, whither can I 
go? 

Wei. Why do you paufc? Deal freely with me, Sir, 1 
hope you do not take me for a Lover of my own Sex— 
Corne, come to bed. 

Oliv. Go you, Sir, 111 fit and read by you till Day. 

Wei. 'Sdeath, Sir, d'ye think my Bed's infetlious? 

Oliv. I Ihall betray my Sex in my denial, and that at 

laft I can but do if NecefTitj- compel me to't. \Afid£. 

Go on, Sir, you have (ham'd me. \ExeuHt. 

Enter Prince and George. 

Prince. And thus thou haft my whole Adventure out, 
fliort was the Conquell, but the Joys are lafting. 

Geo. I am glad on't. Sir. 

Prince. Why doft wear a Ooud upon thy brows, 
when Love's gay Sunflune dances in my Eyes ? If thou'rt 
her Lover too, 1 pity thee ; her folemn Vows breath'd in 
the height of Love, difarm me of thy hopes, if Friendlhip 
wou'd permit thee. 

Gee. I do not think it. Sir 

Priuee. Not think it, not think that (he has fworn ! 

R 5 Geo. 
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Geo. Yes, doubtlefs, Sir fhe's prodigal of Vows, 

and 1 dare fwcar. by all (he's fwom by, Jhell break 'cm 
all : She has lei's Faith than all the fickle Sex, uncertain 
and more wanton than the Winds, that fpare no Births 
of Nature in their wild courfe, from the tall Cedar to ' 
the Flowers beneath, but nifBe, ravllh, and ruin alL 

Prince. 1 fpeak of my Mirtilla. 

Ceo. Why fo do 1 of yours, of mine, or any 

Man's Mirtilla. 

Prince. Away, (he that with force of Love can ligh 
and weep 

Geo. This vety (he, has all the while dilTembled t 
Such Love Ihe deals to every gaudy Coxcomb, how will 
(he pra^tfe then upon a Hero ? 

Prince, l^yiay, it cannot be. 

Geo. By all your Friendlhip to me, Sir, 'tis truth. 

Prince. Racks and Tortures !— let her have made of 
me a mere Example, by whom the cozen'd World might 
have grown wife : No matter, then I had been pleas'd, 

tho cullyed Why haft thou ruined ray Repofe with 

Truths that carry more Damnation than a Lye? But 
Oh— thou art my Friend, and 1 forgive thee. 

Gee, Sir, I have done, and humbly ask your Pardon. 

{Offer, logo. 

Prince. Stay, (lay, Lejere, if (he be falfe, thou'rt 

all the World has left mc ; and 1 believe but canft 

thou prove this to me ? 

Geo. Perhaps I may before the Morning's dawn. 

Prince. Ha, prove it here— here, in this very Houfe! 

Geo. Ay, here. Sir. 

Prince, What, in my Lodgings will Ihe receive her 
Spark- by Heaven, were he the darling Son of a Mo- 
narch, an Empire's Hope, and Joy of all the Fair, he 

(hou'd not live to rifle me of Peace.- -Come, ihew 

mc this deftin'd Victim to my Rage. 

Ceo. No, my Revenge is only comical If you 

wou'd fee how Woman can difTemble, come on, and 
follow me. 

PriHce. What, ditturb her Refl ! Didft thou not fee 
her fainting with the Fatigues this Night had given her, 
and begg'd me I wou'd leave her to Repofe ? 

Geo. 
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Geo, Ves, and wonder'd at her Art ; and when you 
b^g'd to watch by her Bed-flde, with what dear Pro- 
mi^s (he put you off ; while every word fell freely from 
her Tongue, as if t had been her laft, fo very fick (he 
was — till you were gone— Hark — a Door opens— I will 
obfcure the Lights. \Puts away the Lights. 

Enter Olivia. Tkey retire a Utile. 

Oliv. Was ever Maid fo near being undone? Oh 
Heavens ! in bed with the dear Man I lave, ready to be 
betray'd by every Sigh. [Qcot^e: peeps. 

Geo. Tis Olivia. 

Enter Manage groping, 

Man. 1 left him here- — what, by dark? EndimioH, 
young, handfome Sir, where are you ? [Calls Olivia. 

Ceo. Do you hear that. Sir ? 

Man. Oh, are you here? [Eyns agaitijl Olivia. 

Oliv. 'Slife, tis Manage how Ihall I eicape ? 

[Afide. 

Man, Come, Sir, my Lady Mirfilla has difmifs'd her 
trtmblefome Lovers, for your mare agreeable Cam- 

Ceo. D'ye hear that, Sir? 
Man. Come foftly on. Sir, and follow me. 
Oliv. I'm all Obedience — 
She catmot raviih me, and that's a Comfort. 

Prince. Oh, Lejere~-\ 
be fuch a Woman ? 

Geo. Follow him. Sir, and fee — 

Prince. See what ! — be witnefs of her Infamy ? Hell .' 
Hell, and all the Fires of Lull pofTefs her ! when (he's 
fo old and leud, all Mankind fhun ber.—I'll be a Coward 
in my own dire Revenge, and ufe no manly Mercy.^ 
But ob, I faint, 1 faint with Rage and Love, which like 

two meeting Tides, fwell into Storms. Bear me a 

minute to my Couch within. 

Geo. What have I done ! now 1 repent my Ralhnefs. 
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SCENE draws off, difcovers Mirtilia at 
her ToyUt, drefsd. 

Enter Manage, hading Olivia in as Endymion, wko 
falls at Mirtilla'j Feft. whil/t Jhii tkers./tngi a Simg; 
flit lakes hint up. 

Mir. Rife,— When Lovers are alone they pardon Ce- 
remony.- 1 fent for you lo end Ihe Nighi with me ; 

fay — how (hall we employ it f 

Oliv. I'll figh, and gaie upon your lovely Face. 

Mir. Nothmg btit ugh, and gaie ; we (hall grow dull. 

Oliv. Ill tell you Tales of Love, and (ing you Songs. 

Mir. Thy Voice, 'lis true, can charm a ihoufand ways; 
but Lovers lime their Joys, thefe for the Day, thoft for 
ihe lovely Night. And when they would be (ilenily in 
love, have Muficlc of foft Sighs and gentler Wbif- 

Oliv. Oh, Love infpires all this— What (hall 1 do ? 

[Aflde. 

Mir. Nay, think not becaufe I lent for you alone, 
while Night and Silence favour Lovers Stealths, lo take 
advantage of my yielding Heart. 

Oliv. I wou'd to Heaven (he were in earned now, 
A Noife. Enter Man^e. 

Man. Oh, hide your Favourite, Madam do ywj 

hear. 

Mir. A jealous Lover only, comes in fuch a Storm — 
Dear, to my Heart, whofe Safety is my Life. Submit to 
be conceai'd — but where— Oh Heavens, he comes— 
Tis for you I fear— \They fearck for a place. 

Man. He comes 

Mir. Here, let my Train fecure you Till now I 

never found the right Ufe of long Trains and Farthii^als, 
\She kneeli, Man. pHls her Train over Ouvia. 
Enter Prince and George, at the Doer. 

Geo. 'Sdeath, you have made Ihefe Paufcs and Alanns 
to give her time to jilt you. 

Prmet. 
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Prince. Pray Heaven (he do- 
for all the Sun furveys. 
Mir. My Lord the Prince ! 



It be undeceiv'd 

3W you are kind indeed. 
[Goes and embraces him. 
— hah ! what means this Unconcern? 

Prince. 1 thought I'ad left you fick, extremely fick, 

Mir. And are you grieVd to find my HeaJth return ? 

Prince. No, wondrous glad of iL You're mighty gay, 
Miriilla, much in Glory. 

Mir. Can he, who kys his Fortune at my Feet, think 
me too glorious for his Aims and Eyes? 

Geo. Fifty to one the Gipfy jilts him yet, \Afidt. 

Prince. Pray Heaven Jhe iyes but handfomly — \Afide. 
— for mine, Miriilla ! Ha — ha — 

Mir. Am 1 not yours ? You cannot doubt my Vows. 

Geo. Shell do't, and make me love her anew for her 
rare dexterity at diflembling. 

Prince. I left you wearied, going to your Bed, but 
Rnd you at your Toylet gayly drefs'd, as if fomc Con- 
queft you defign'd e'er morning. 

Mir. Manage, Sir, from the Fire, fecur'd thefe Trifles, 
and I was trying feveral DrefTes on ; that this lligbt Beauty 
that you fay has charm'd you, might, when you faw it 
next, complete the ConquefL 

Ceo. And that thou wilt, if Flatterj' can do'L 

Prince. Now, were Ihe guilty, as I am fure flic's not, 
this Soflnefs would undo me, and appeafe me. 

Mir. You fecm as if you doubted what I fay. 

[T/iiswhiie, OMvia. gets off un/een. 
By all the Powers 

Prince. Hold, I fcom to need an Oath to fix my 
Faith ; Oh \ thou art all divine, and canil not err. 

[Embraca her. 
Curs'd be the Tongue that dares profane thy Virtue, and 
curs'd the lillning Fool that dares believe it, 

Geo. What a poor, wretched, baffled thing is Man, 
by feebler Woman aw'd and made a Coxcomb ! 

"ir, Duril any one traduce my Virtue, Sir ? and is it 

'"" that you could hear it? Then perifh all the 

' you have flatter'd. [ Tears her Head-things. 
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Prince. Come to my Arms, thou Channer of my 
Soul! and if one (park of Jcaloufy remain, one of 
thofe precious Tears fliall quench the Crime— Oh, come, 
and let me lead ihee to thy [Jed, and breathe new Vows 
into thy panting Bofom. 

[Lradt her off,Jhe looks back on George and /miles. 

Geo. Now a]] the Plagues of injur'd Lovers wreck 
thee ; 'Sdeaih, where has me hid Olivia t or how am I 
deceiv'd ?— Tis Day, and with it new Invention rife 
to damn this Woman to the fm of Shame ; break all 
the Chains that hold the princely Youth, and fink her 
with her fanc/d Power and Vanity. \ExU. 

SCENE changes to Lady Youthly'j. 

Enter Sir Rowland half dre/fd. Lady Blunder in an 
Vndrefs, Lady Youthly in her moTHltig-dre/s, TereCa 
and Mr. Twang. 

Sir Row. Morrow my Lady Youthly, and thank you 

for my Night's Lodging You arc as early up as if it 

had been your Wedding-day. 

L, Youth. Truly, Sir Ro-wland, that I intend. 

Sir Row. But Where's the Bride-groom, Madam.' 
Enter Roger. 
How now, Roger, what, no news yet of George? 

Rog. Alas ! none Sir, none, till the Rubbifh be re- 
moved. 

S^T Row. Rubbifh— What — what is George become 
the Rubbifh of the World then ? \Weifs. 

T-a/ang. Why, Man is but Dufl, as a Man may (ay. 
Sir. 

L. Blun. But are you fure. Roger, my Jewel, my Sir 
Moggy efcap'd.' 

Rog. The Watch drew him out of the Cellar-windotr, 
Madam. 

L. Youth. How, Mr. Twang, the young Gentleman 
burnt— Oh— \_FalU in a Chair. 

Tere. Alas ! my Grandmother faints with your ill News 
—Good Sir Rowland zo\fdor\. her, and dry your Eyes. 

Sir 
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Sir Row. Burnt, Madam ! No, no, only the Houfe fell 

{Feigns Chenr/ulne/s, and /peaks to Lady Youthly. 

L. Youth. How ! the Houte fell on him— Oh ! 

Sir Roiv. Ah, Madam, that's all; why, the young 
Rogue has a Back like an Elephant — 'twill bear a Caflle, 
Madam. 

L, Youth. Alas, good Man ; What a Mercy 'tis, Mr. 
Twangt to have a Back like an Elephant ! 

L, BluH. Of what wonderful life it is upon occafion— 

Sir^oif. Ay— but— but I (hall never fee him more, 
B ack nor BrealL [ Weep. 

Tiiiang. Good Sir, difcomfort not my Lady — Confider 
Man's a Flower- 
Sir Row. Ay, but George was fuch a Flower ! He 
was, Mr, Twang, he was the very Pink of Prentices. 
Ah ! what a rare rampant Lord Mayor he wou'd have 
made ? And what a fwingirg Sheriff— {Cries. 

Tere. What, cry, fo near your Wedding-day, Sir Row- 
land t 

Sir Rom. Well, if he be gone — Peace be with him : 
and 'Ifaks, Sweet-heart, we'll marry, and begel new 
Sons and Daughters — but^but 1 fhall ne'er beget another 
George. \Cries. 

Tere. This is but a Scurvy Tune for your hymenica! 
Song, Sir. 

Sir Row. Alas \ Mrs. Terejia, my Inftrument is un- 
lun'd, and good for nothing now but to be hung upon 
the Willows. 

Cry within. Murder, Murder, Murder ! 
Enter Footman. Sir Merlin wi/A his Sword drawn, and 
Sir Morgan. 

Sir Ro-w. What's here, my Rogue? 

Twang. What's the matter. Gentlemen, that ye enter 
the Houfe in this boflile manner? 

Sir Morg. What, Mr. Twang, d'ye fee ! 

Sir Mer. Ay, ay^iland by Divinity — and know, that 
we, the Pillars of the Nation, are come, d'ye fee — to 

L. RliiH. Oh, my dear Sir I^organ. [Emirocei him. 
Sir 
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L. Youth. What fay ihey, Mr. T-wang, ravifti? Ob, 
fave my Honour — lead me to my Bed -Chamber, where, 
if they dare venture to come, they come upon their 
PeriL [Twang leads lur ouL Sir Morgan goti to Tere. 

Sir (WW-. Old FeJlow, do'fl hear,' Sir Pandarui of 
Trey, deliver me my Creffida, d'ye fee, peaceably, or 1 
am refolved to bear her off Vi &' Armis. 

L. BluH. Sweet Nephew retire, we are juA upon 
maldng your Peace. 

Sir Mer. Ha^01dQueenCa'««/wr,withoutherRuffon? 

\Sir Merlin takes hold oj her le bear htroff; 

Jke cries : Sir Rowland drams upon him. 

As they are going to fight, George enters. 

Geo. Is there a Man in Nature's Race fo vile, dares 
lifi a guilty Hand againA his Father? 

Sir Mer. Father me no Fathers ; I fight for Terefia, my 
lawfully begotten Spoufe. 

Geo. That 1 once called you Brother, faves your Life ; 
therefore refi^ your Sword here at his reverend FecL 

Sir Mer. Sirrah j you lye. Sirrah 

Geo. There, drag away this Brute. 

[Di/arms him. To tht Footman. 

Sir Mer. Rogues, Dogs, bring Mrs. Tere/ia along with 

Tere. Sure this is my fine Fellow — and yet the very 
fame that's to be married to my Grandmother ; nor can 
that City Habit hide the Gentleman. 

[Geotge /fieais this while ■with his 
Father, -aiho embraces him. 

Sir More. Burnt, fay you, Mrs. Terefia, d'ye fee 

my Lady MirliHit burnt ! Nay then, 'tis time to go to 
deep, get fober, and marry agam. \Gees out. 

Sir R&ui. Enough, my Boy, enough ; thou deferv'ft my 
whole Eliate, and thou (halt have it, Boy — This day thou 
(halt marry the Widow, and 1 her Grand-child. Ill to 
my Lawyers, and fettle all upon thee inllantly. \Coesout. 

Ceo. How ! many to day — Old Gentleman, yoii mufl. 

be cozen'd ; and Faitb, that goes againft my Confciencc— 

Ha. 
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Ha, the fair, the young Terefia there When a Man's 

bent upon Wickednefs, the Devil never wants an Op- 
portunity to prefcnl him with ; tliat (he (hou'd be in my 
way now— Fail Creature, are you refolv'd to be my Mo- 
iher-in-law ? 

Tere. As lure as you to be my Grandfather, Sir 

And fee the News of your being come, has rais'd 

my Grandmother. 

Enter Letlice and Lady Youlhly. 

Gio. A Pox upon her, her GhoA had been lefs frightfiiL 

Tere. I cou'd have fpar'd her now too ; but fee [he 
advances as fwift as Time. 

Geo. And as old : What IhaU I do ? I die to fpeak 
with you 

L. Youth. Where, whcre's this young welcome Gen- 
tleman ? — Oh, are you here, Sir — 

\SheJees htm not, but runs upon kim. 
Ltttict, take Terefia, and get you to your Chamber, ihe 
has her Trinkets to get ready againft the Wedding anon, 
for we'll make but one work of both. 

Tere. Ay, 'twill fave Charges, Madam 

L. Youth. Ay, ay, get you gone, Lovers fomeiimes 
wou'd be private. 

Geo. Harkye — leave me not to her mercy ; by Love, 
if you do, I'll follow you to your Chamber. 

Tere. Leave you ! no, hang me If 1 do, till I have 
told you a piece of my mind, for I find there's no 
dallving, 

L.' ^outh. Well, Sir, I have finilh'd the great Work. 

Geo. 1 wi(h you had Terefia, once you made me 

hope you did not hate me. 

L. Youth. What fays he, Tere/ia t 

Tere. He fays he hopes you do not hate him, Madam. 

L. Youth. No, by my Troth, Sir; I feel fomething 
for you, I have not felt before. 

Geo. Not thefe threefcore Years, I dare fwear 

You have too much Wit, Terefia, to have been only 
picas'd with the embroidered Coat, and gaudy Plume, 
where ftill the Man's ihe fame. 

L. Youth. What fays he, embroider'd Coal and Plume? 

-* Vol IV. Tere. 
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Tere. He hopes your Ladyfhip likes him ne'er the 
worfe, for being without thofe Fopperies. 

L. Youth, Marry do I not, 1 love not this over-finery 
in a Husband ; thofe Fellows that drefs, think fo well 
of themfelves, they never mind their Wives. 

Geo. Are you fo dull, Terefia^ not to fee, this Habit 
was put on, only to get an opportunity to tell you my 
Pafllon. 

L. Youth, Tell me of his PafOon ! was it fo, alas, good 
young Man ^Well, well, 111 defer your Joys no lon- 
ger, this Night (hall make you happy ; Mr. Twang (hall 
join us. Sir. 

Geo, A ble(fed hearing you fee, charming Maid, 

how very (hort a fpace there is between this and the 
ha(biing Hour ; (land not on Virgin Niceties, but anfwer 
me, our time admits of no Confideration. 

fere, I have not been this Four and Twenty Hours a 
Lover, to need confidering ; as foon as you had my 
Heart, you had my Confent, and that was the fird mo- 
ment I faw you at the Ba(ret-Table. 

Geo. Ha ! at the Ba(fet-Table ? 

Tere, Yes, I was the frank Youth that lent you Money 
— but no more — your Time and Place. 

L. Youth, What are you prating to him there 1 

Tere, He doubts your Love, Madam, and Tm con- 
firming it. 

L. Youth, Alas, good Gentleman I anon Til con- 
vince him for in the Evening, Sir, the Prieft (hall 

make us one. 

Geo, Ah, Madam, I cou'd wi(h 'twere not fo long de- 
fer'd, for fure I love you like a fighing Swain ; and as a 
Proof of it, I have here prepared an Emblem of my 
Love in a Dance of Country Lovers, where Pa(rion is 
fincere. 

L. Youth, Good-lack-a-day, indeed you're fo obliging : 
But pray let us have the Dance. \Dance, 

L. Youth, Very pretty indeed. Come, good Gentle- 
man, don't droop, don't droop ; come, hold up your 
Head you may be allowed one Kifs before- 
hand. 

Geo, 
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Geo, [Kiffes Aer.] Oh, what a peflilential Blafl was 
there ! [AJide. 

L. Youth, Come, come, Terefia^ come with me. 

Geo, to Terejia, 111 fend a Chair to your Back-gate 
anon, that fhalfwait you on the Field-fide, and bring you 
whither I fhall appoint Get ready inflantly. 

Tere, And if 1 fail, may I be eternally damn'd to the 
Embraces of old Age. {Exeunt all but George. 

Geo, Mirtillay thus thy Scorn I will out-brave. 
And let my Father the kind Cheat forgive ; 

If I with dexterous charitable care 

Eafe him of Burdens he wants flrength to bear, 

[Exeunt^ 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

£'«/^r Welbom drejfmg himfelf\ to him a Footman with 

a Litter, 

Wei, T) Rithee what became of the Spark that lay with 
JL me laR Night ? 

Foot, I know not, Sir, he 'rofe before day — i— What 
Letter's this. Sir ? It lay upon your Toilet 

[Gives Welbom a Letter, 

Wei, To the dear Man whofe Name I would be glad 

to know [Reads, 

Hum 2i Woman's Hand [Opens it. 

The Lady you faw Iq/l Thurfday in the UlzXH^you had in 

Bed with you la ^ Night, Adieu. 

Oh ! dull Divinity of Love ! that by no Inllindl, no fym- 

Sathizing Pains or Pleafure, could inftrudl my Senfe, 
ow near I was to Happinefs ! 

Enter George, Jim* 

Leiere, behold me here the mod unlucky Fellow 

breathmg. Thou know'ft I told thee how I was in love 

with 
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with a young Woman in the Mall : And this very Nighl 
I had this very Woman in my Arms. 

Geo. I5 this your 111 Luck, Sir? 

Wtl. 'Sdealh, all the while I took hw for a Man : But 
finding me aflcep, Ihe foftly rore ; and, by a Light yet 
burning in my Chamber, Ihe writ this Billet, and left it 
on my Table. ^ives it George, he reads it. 

Oeo. By all that's good, Olivia .' — And were you very 
honed. Sir ? 

Wet. To my eternal Shame, as chafle as Ice. 

Geo. What will you fay now, CharUi, if I bring this 
Woman to you again ? 

Wei, Canit thou? Oh, let me kifs thy Lips away. 

Geo. For all her Frolick, CAarles, Ihe's very honell, a 
Fortune, and of Quality— and were't not for Olivia, 
thou fliouldA marry her. 

Wei, Olivia 1 ne'er faw, and now 'twill be too 
late. 

Geo. Nay then, Sir, 1 mud fight in her Defence. 

W/l. You fight in her defence ! WTiy, dofi thou love 
her f — ^By all that's good, I will rcfign her to thee. 

Geo. Vou (hall not, Sir ; and know ihe is my Siiler. 

Wei. Olivia thy Sider ! 

Geo, Ask no more Queftions, but defend your felf, if 
you refufe to marry her ; for her Honour's mine. 

Wei, Were (he an Angel, I mud love this Woman. 

Geo. Then thou ihalt have her Hade, and get a 

Licence no more irud my Friendlhip Co. 

[Exit Wclbom. 
Enter Ohvia. 

Olivia, where did you lie lad Night? Nay do not 

blulh, for you may yet be virtuous. 

Oliv. Virtuous! Not the young Rofes in the bud fe- 
cur'd, nor breaking Mom ungaz'd at by the Sun, nor 
falling Snow has more of Purity. 

Ceo. I do believe you j but your dangerous FroLcks 
will make the World talk (hamefully. 
Oliv. Let them talk on, I will not humour Fools. 

Geo. No more— here's .Manage Contrive an Affig- 

naiion with Mirtilla ; but do not hide a^'ain where none 
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may find you. This done, ITl tell you more, and make 
you happy. How now, Manage , is the Prince ftir- 
ring? 

Man, He's in his Dreffing-Room, Sir, ^This from 

my Lady, Sir. [Slides the Letter into Olivia'j 

Hand asjhe pajfes out. 

Geo, What have you there, Olivia f {Takes the Billet, 

Oliv, An Affignation from you perjur'd Miflrefi, 
Sir. 

Geo, 'Tis well you mud obey the Sunmions ; and 

vrind her up to all the height of Love ; then let her loofe 
to Shame. Til bring her Lover in the height of Dalliance, 
who, when he fees her Perfidy, will hate her. 

Oliv, And then the lovely Man Hands fair for me. 

[A/tde. 

Geo, Go write an Anfwer back and wait her hour. 

[Exeunt feverally, 

SCENE II. The Dreffing-Room. Difco- 
vers the Prince at his Toylet^ drejjfing. Mujick 
and a Song, 

Enter George, waits till the Song is ended. The Prince 
fees hinty comes to him with jfoyy and falls about his 
Neck. 

SONG, by Mr. Gildon. 
\, 

AH Charmion ! Jhroud thofe killing Eyes^ 
That dart th^ extremes of Pleafurey 
Elfe Celidon, tho favour^ d^ dies 
As well as him that you defpife, 
Tho with this different meafure : 
While lingring Pains drag on his Foley 
Dif patch ts all th^ Advantage of my State ; 
FoTy ah / you kill with Love, as well as Hate. 
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IL 

Abate thy Luxury bfCharmSy 

And only Part aif cover ; 

Your Tongue^ as well as Eyes^ has Arms 

To give a Thou/and fatal Harms 

To the poor liftening Lover : 

Thy B earns ^ tike Glorys veiPdJhoi^d be, 

And like the Front o/Heat/n, unfeen^ pafs by ; 

For to behold *emy infullforce^ we die. 

Prince, Lydia, Oh ! I feint, I die with thy Beant/s 
Luxury I by Heaven, I'm all Rapture, Love, and Joy : 

Such a dear Night, Lejere I Poets may fancy pref- 

fing Goddefles, on downy Beds of Clouds But 

oh, Lejere I Thofe Gods were never half fo bled 

as I! 

Geo, What pity 'twere to wake you from this DreantL 

Prince, It is not in the Power of Time nor Age : For 
even then Mirtilla will have Charms ! Oh, how (he 
fpeaks ! how well (hell grace a Story ! 

Geo, How gay her Wit ! how movingly (he writes ! 

Prince. I do believe (he does. \A little ferioujly, 

Geo, Would it difpleafe you, (hould you fee a Billet 
from her? 

Prince, That's as it were directed. [Grcn/ely, 

Geo, You would not credit what you faw laft Night. 

Prince, Nor wou'd have loft that Night for all the Trea- 
fure the vaft Ocean hides. 

Geo, I wou'd not have a Man, fo good and great, be 

made a Woman's Property There, Sir. 

[Gives him the Billet, 

Prince, I'll not believe it her's ; there are a thoufand 

ways to ruin Innocence ; if (he be falfe (he's damn'd. 

Confirm me, and of courfe I (hall defpife her. You cure 
me, when you (hew her worth my Scorn. 

Geo, Will you be rul'd then, and believe it Friendftiip 
in me? 

Prince, J wilL 

Geo, 
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Geo, Give her, by Abfence, but an Opportunity ; feign 
fome Excufe to leave the Town to day. 

Prince, See where (he comes 

Enter Mirtilla. 
Adom'd with all the beauteous Wonders of her Sex. 
The Gods of Love are playing in her Eyes, and give us 
Wounds from ev'ry graceful Motion. Ah, my Mirtilla f 
how fhall I fupport the Abfence of a many coming Hours, 
that languifh, being from thee but a Moment ? 

Mir. I hope, my Lord, Fate is not fo unkind, to let 
me live without you many Hours. 

Prince, Can all this be diflembl'd ? [AJide to George. 

Geo, How much more have I heard? yet all was 
falfe. 

Prince. I mud this Day this tedious live-long Day, 

be abfent from thy Sight but (hall be back iW Eve- 
ning : I'll leave Lei ere to wait on your Commands. 

Mir. Lejere (hall ever. Sir, be dear to me But TU 

retire, and figh till your Return ^that World affords 

no Pleafure where you are not. 

Prince. Do you hear that. Sir ? \Afide fo George. 

Till Night, thou dearefl Bleffing of my Life Adieu. 

[Mirtilla going out, pulls Lejere by the Sleeve. 

Mir. Thou little, mifchievous informing Thing, how 
vainly hail thou lavilh'd out Invention ! [Smiling. Exit. 

Prince. By Heaven, methinks 'twere Sin but to fufpedl 
her. 

Geo. Think fo ; 111 trouble your Repofe no more ; 
I've done my Duty, and I wou'd not fee you made a~ 

Prince. Property — Ha — A loath'd convenient Tool — 
A Woman's Implement — 'Sdeath I (he that off— Loofe 
to the nafty Love of every Fool, that will be flatter'd, 
cozen'd, jilted, cuckolded — No more — I will, unfeen, 
convey my felf into the Clofct in my Dreffing-Room ; 
'tis near her Bed and if I find her wanton 

Geo. If you find her the Youth is waiting now that 

(hall convince you. 

Prince. Where? Oh fet the happy Slave but in 

my View, and 

Geo. 
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do. No faith, Sir, be convinc'd before you Alike, 
for fear ftiejilt you ooi of Senfe and Reafon 

Prince. Come lo my Clofet, from thence we may 
obferve all that pafles in her Chamber ; from whence I'll 
break upon the pcrjur'd Fair, like Thunder from a Cloud, 
and more dcllruiflive, \Exeunt, 

SCENE difcovers Mirtilla a?«/ Manage. 

Mir. Is the Prince gone? 

Man. Ves, Madam. 

Mir. Then bring Endimion to me, 

Man, Madam, 1 wiOi you'd think no more of him ; 
for I forefee, that this Amour muft ruin you. Remember 
you left a Husband for the Prince. 

Mir. A Husband ! my Drudge, to toil for me, and 
fave me the Expervce of careful Thoughts : My Cloke, my 
Led-Horfe, for Necellity to fill my Train^no more — 
but Eftdimion waits. \Exit Manage' 

— — ^There is a native Generofity in me, that checks my 
Incotiftancy to this great Man ; yet 1 have fo much Wo- 
man in my Soul, cannot pain my felf to do him Jullice 
— A new dcfire of humouring my wi(h, fways all my 
Interefl, and controuls all my Honour. Why (hould 1 
lofe a Pleafure for a Promife ? fince Time, that gives our 
Vouth fo ftiort a Date, may well excufe our needful Per- 
jury. \Ettttr Manage, and 01ivia,yA< rums 
and etnbraees him. 

Let the young baihful Maid, unskill'd in Lov^ 

deny the prefling Swain. 

Let withered Age, who fondly dreams of Virtue, lofe the 

dear Opportunities of Life. 

The coming Hours prefcnt thcmfelves to us ; and ate too 

nice, not to be fnatch'd when offer'd. 

Oliv. So hafty ! this difarms me of Excufe, {AJide. 

Mir. Why are thy Eyes bent down ? Why doll thou 

Oliv. So hot ! 1 mull prepare to Ihew my Sex's 

Evidence, if nothing elfe will do. [C/n6iiUi>us ker Coat, 
Mir. What not a Word ! 

Advance 
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— Love in thy Eyes, and 
e all Fire, the other too 



-Advance thou bafhful Youth- 
Coward in thy Heart ! The on 

Prince and George looking out. 
Prince, Yet ftay me, my l^jere, from my hafty Ven- 

Oliv. Ah, Madam, how are you miftaken I Tis not 

Coldnefs in me but 

Mir. What, Balhfulnefs ! 
Oh, Love will lend thee Courage ; 
This Trembling is the foft Effefls of it. 
Oliv. Oh, how vilely Ihe's miftaken ! 
Mil: Come to my Bed, and prefs the Rofes down ; 
and lend more fweetnefs lo 'em than they bring. 

\She Itttdinghim to her Bed, the Prince enters, 
•with Lejere, holding his Sviord in Uand ; 
he takes hold a/ Olivia. 

Prince. Love thus I fling Ihy gaudy Fetters off, 

and am no more a Slave to faiihlefs Beauty. 

\Tke Prince holding Olivia by the Bofom of 
h*r Coat, her Breafl appears to Minilla. 

Mir. Ha! what do I fee? Two Female rifing 

Breads. By HeaVn a Woman, Oh fortunate Mil- 
chance ! 

\Thii -while George is arguing itdth tht 
Prince not to hurt Olivia. 
Prince. No, I will not hurt thee, eeafe thy trembling. 
Mir. Oh, Sir, 'twere Sin to hurt the lovely Youth. 
Prince. No, Madam, fmce 1 have taken back my 
Heart, I can prefent you with another Lover. 

{Gives Olivia to lier. 

Mir. Ha ! another Lover ! What means my 

Prince? 
Prince. Eternally to leave you to your Frailty. 
Mir. Can you fo ealily cancel all your Vows ? 
Then kill me at your Feet, I do implore iL 

\Kneels and ■Bleeps, 
Prince. Away, I do foi^ve thee, wretched Woman. 
—But yet be gone left Love and Rage i ' 



and I Ihould kill you yet with your yoimg Darling. 
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Mir, Whom mean you, Sir, this lovely Maid ? 

Oliv» Maid ! ^What means (he ? Sure (he cannot 

know me. 

. Prince. Talk on, falfe Woman ! till thou had per- 
fuaded my Eyes and Ears out of their native Faculties, I 
fcorn to credit other Evidences. 

Mir, Try 'em once more, and then repent, and die. 

\ppens Olivia'j Bofom^Jkews her Breafts, 

Prince, Ha ^by Heav*n a Woman ! 

Mir, You that wou*d finile at my fuppos*d undoing, 
prefent your felf no more before my Eyes, 
^was to perplex you that I feign'd this PaflGon. 
I faw you had your Spies to watch for Mifchief, 

\To George. 

And poifon all my Happinefs with the Prince. 

And fmce I am thought fo criminal, HI take an evcr- 
lafting leave of you. \7o the Prince, 

When I am dead, may (he you honour next repay your 

Tendemefs, as I have done But may (he never meet 

my wretched Fate. [She/natches Olivia'^ Sword out. 

Prince, Hold, thou mod valu'd Treafure of the World, 
or turn the pointed Weapon to my Heart 

Mir, No, Pm falfe, unworthy of your Love. 

Geo, Yes, by Heaven. But thou had jilted him fo 
handfomly, thou'd vanqui(h'd all my Rage. 

Mir, Yes, I am falfe ; falfe to this Gallant Man, 

[To George, 
falfe to my Husband, to my Sex's Fame ; for you more 
charming, I alas am perjur'd. 

Prince. Lejere, have I then injur'd thee ? 

Geo, This is the fatal Beauty, Sir, for whom fo often 
you have fecn me langui(h. 

Prince, Ah ! wouldd thou fee me on a Precipice, and 
not prevent my Danger ? 

Geo, To mightier Friend(hip I cou'd all furrender, and 
filently have bom her Perjuries ; but thofe to you, awa- 
kened all my Rage : but (he has out-trick'd me, and I beg 

her Pardon And to fecure her yours, have lov'd anew, 

and beg Prote<flion in your Lodgings, Sir, for a young 
Maid whom I defign to marry. 

Prince. 
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Prince, Command my Life, my Fortune, and my 
Sword, for the unwilling Injury I have done thee — And 
is this the charming perjured Fair, Mirtilla f 

Geo, It is, Sir. 

Prince, Since it is poflible that you cou*d ceafe to love 
this Gallant Man, whom I have heard with fo much 
tender Paffion tell your Loves, what facred Vows had 
pad, and what Endearments, how can I hope from 

thee a lafling Faith ? Yet on the Oaths that thou 

haft fwom to me by all thy Hopes of Pardon for 

thy Perjuries, to eafe my panting Heart— once fpeak 

the Truth Didft thou not tsie this Woman for a 

Man? 

Mir, I did and were (he fo, I wou*d with Pride 

own all the Vows IVe broke. 

Prince, Why this is fair and tho I buy this Know- 
ledge at the vaft Price of all my Repofe ; yet I muft 
own, 'tis a better Bargain than chafrring of a Heart 

for feigned Embraces ^Thou haft undone me yet 

muft have my Friendftiip ; and 'twill be ftill fome Eafe 
in this Extreme, to fee thee yet repent, and love Le- 
jere, 

Mir, No, Sir, this Beauty muft be firft declining, to 
make me take up with a former Lover. 

Geo, No, Sir, I have difpos'd my Heart another way ; 
and the firft knowledge of her Falihood cur'd me : Her 

Marriage I forgave that thine of Form ^but never 

could her Fondnefs to this Youth. 

Prince, Who's this Lady, Sir, whofe Pardon I muft 
beg? 

Geo, My Sifter, Sir. who I difguis'd on purpofe to be 
a Guard to this fufpedted Fair One. 

Enter Welbom. 

Wei, Ha, ftie's there ! 

Now every Feature points me out my Conquerefs. 

Nay 'ftart not 1 have found Thee, thou malicious 

Charmer, to bring me fo near to Blifs, and not afford me 
one kind hint. 

S 2 Oliv, 
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Oiiv. And are not you a very dull Fellow, that lov'd 
and long'dy and had the Maid fo near you, and yet need- 
ed a Hint ? 

IVeL Nay, if you concealed your precious Talent, how 
(hou'd it profit any body ? 

Oliv, ConceaPd it ! No, Faith, I made a very fair 

Tender ; but you refus'd it, as not being current Coin, 

Wei, But if you mofl felonioufly, and unlawfully de- 
face our Sovereign's Image, fo as it may be as foon taken 
for the Grand Signior's, I may fufpe<fl the Metal too. 

Oliv. What fay you if I tender it before thefe lawful 
Witneffes ? 

Wei, m take it for good Payment 1 Charies 

Weibom 

Oiiv, Ha, Weibom/ [A/ide, 

Wei, Take thee — whom ? — Gad if the Parfon of the 
Parilh knew your Name no better than I — 'twill be but a 
blind Bargain. 

Geo, Oiivia Marteen 

Wei, My deftin'd Wife ! 

Geo, The very fame : Have you the Parfon ready ? 

Wei, He waits in my Chamber. 

Oiiv, Madam, I beg you'll lend me fomething more 
becoming my Sex. 

Mir, Manage vdll furnifh you from my Wardrobe. 

\Exit, Olivia. 
Enter Terefia. 

Geo, And fee my good Genius appears too. 

Tere. See, Sir, I am refolv'd to be welcome to your 
Arms ; look, here are the Writings of the Eftate my 
Grandfather left me, and here's three thoufand Pound my 
Grandmother has fettled on me, upon her Marriage with 
you. [Gives him the Writings, 

Geo, And here's my Father's Eflate fettled on me 

Come, let's put them together — and go in, and let the 
Parfon do as much for us. [Puts *em in her Cafe, 

Tere, But have you very well confidered this Matter ? 

Geo, Terefia^ well do like moft Couples, marry firft, 

and confider afterwards [Leads her in. 

Enter 
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EnUr a Foolman. 

Fool. Sir, here's Sir Merlin, with ft Lady mask'd, 
■wou'd fpeak with you. 

Wei. Cany 'em into the Dining-Room, I'll wait on 'em 
;inon. [Exeunt Omnes. 

S.C E N E, my Lady\ouxh\y's; Difeovers 
her, and Lettice dreffing her. 

L. Youth. Hold the Glafs higher, Leitkt ; is not this 
Tour too brown?- — -Methinks it does not give a youth- 
ful Aire to my Face. 

Lett. That's not in Nature. 

L, Youth. Like Nature ! Ay. but Nature's' felf wants 
Art, nor does this Fontange fuit with my Complexion- 
put on a little more red, LeHiee, on my Checks, and 
Lips. [She does fo. 

Lett. Ay, for they are but a little too much upon ihe 

Cflfwi/J^-BIue This Tour mufl come more forward, 

Madam, to hide the Wrinkles at the comers of your 
Eyes [Pulls it. 

L. Youth. Ay, Lettice, but there are others, that nei- 
ther Tours, nor Paint, nor Patches will hide, I fear— — - 

yet altogether, Lettice 

[Puts on her Spe^iaclet. and looks in Ihe Glafi. 
Enter Sir Rowland, 

Sir Roiul. What, no Bride yet, nor Bridegroom? 

L, Youth. Ay, what can be the meaning of this ? 

Sir Ro-uil. But Terefia, Madam, where can ftie be gad- 
ding? 

L. Youth. Why Lettice tells me, (he went to buy fomc 
Trifles to adorn her this Night— Her Govemante is with 
her, and my Steward. 

Enter Mr. Twang. 

Twang. Alas, what pity 'lis ; the Supper is quite fpoil'd, 
and no Bridegroom come! 

A Noi/e of hallmviHg -without, and Mufitk. 
Enter Lady Blunder. 

L. BluH. Blefs us ! Here's a whole Regiment of Live- 
ries, Coaches, and Flambeaux at the Door ! the Fops of 
S 3 the 



414 '^^ Younger Brother \ 

the Town have heard of a Wedding, and are come in 
Mafquerade. 

Enter Mufick playing ; after them^ Prince Frederick, 
leading Mirtilla, George leading Terefia ; Sir Merlin, 
Diana ; Mrs, Manage, Britton ; Pages j and Footnun^ 
all in Mafquerade, Sir Morgan comes in, all in 
Mourning ; Welborn, ofid Olivia. 

Sir Mer, Hearing of a high Wedding, Sir, we made 
bold (as the faying is) to give you Joy. Sir, are not you 
the Bridegroom ? 

Tere, Where's your Bride, Sir ? Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sir Mer, Ay, ay, where's your Bride ? 

Sir Rowl, What's that to you, Sir Coxcomb ? 

Sir Mer, Hum— how the Devil came he to know me 
now? — Is this reverend Gentlewoman your Lady, Sir? 

Sir Rowl, Ounds, they come to mock us ! — Hark ye, 
hark ye Tawdrums, if you are Men, (hew your Faces ; 
if Apes, play over your Monkey-Tricks, and be gone, 
d'ye hear. We are not at leifure for Fooling. 

Geo, Be but at leifure. Sir, to pardon [George kneels, 
this one Difobedience of my Life, and all the reft 111 de- 
dicate to plcafe and humour you. Sir, I am marr/d. 

{^Pulls off his Mask. 

Sir Rowl, What the Devil's that to me. Sir ? 

Geo, Do not you know me. Sir? 

Sir Rowl, No, Sir, nor do not care to know any fuch 
flaunting Coxcombs. 

Geo, Look on me, Sir. \Looks on him, knows him^ 

goes away J and returns. 

Sir Rowl, Hum, hum, hum 

Tere, It is your Son, Sir, yoiur darling Son, who has 
fav'd your Life from Infolence. 

Sir Rowl, Hum Terefia! 

L. Youth, How, Terefia / what robb'd me of my in- 
tended Husband ? Oh undone ! undone ! 

[Falls into a Chair, 

Sir Rowl, And haft thou, after all, ferved me fuch a 
Rogue's Trick, thou ungracious Varlet ? What cuckold 
thine own Father 1 

Geo, 



OTy the Amorous Jilt. 415 

Geo, Oh do not frown, I cannot bear your Anger : 
Here will I hang for ever till you pardon me. 

\Clafps his Knees, 

Sir Rowl. Look look now cannot I be angry 

with the good-natur'd young Rogue [ Weeps, 

Well George but harkye, Sirrah, this is a damn'd 

Trick of yours. 

Geo, Sir, I found my Youth was fitter for her than 
your Age, and you'll be as fond of a Grand-Child of my 
begetting, as you would of a Son of another Man's, per- 
haps. 

Sir RowL Thou'rt in the right on't. 

Sir Mer, Ha ! Is Moniieur Lejere then my Brother 
George f 

Geo. Sir, here's another Couple wants your Pardon ; 
my Brother Merlin^ and my Lady Diana, 

L. Blun, Diana ! what, Sir Harry ModiJKs Miftrefs ? 

Dia, Yes, he pawn'd me at the Baffet-Table ; and, in 
revenge, I refolv'd to marry the next Man of Fortune I 
met with. 

Sir RowL The Fool had more Wit than I thought he 
had ; for which I'll give him a thoufand Pound a Year. 

Geo, I humbly thank you, Sir. 

Mir, Pray, melancholy Sir, who are you in Mourn- 
ing for 1 

Sir Morg, Alas ! Madam, for a Perfon of Quality that 
was my Wife ; but reft her Soul, (he's burnt. [ Weeps, 
And I fhall never fee anything again like her. 

Mir, No ! What think you of this Face, Sir ? 

Sir Morg, As Gad fhall fa' me, as like as if the fame. 

L. Blun, In troth, and fo ftie is. 

Prince, 'Tis true, ftie was once your Wife ; but I have 
preferv'd her from the Flames, and I have moft Right 
to her. 

Sir Morg. That's a hard Cafe, Sir, that a Man muft 
lofe his Wife, becaufe another has more right to her than 
himfelf ; is that Law, Sir? 

Prince, Lover's Law, Sir. 

L. Blun, Ay, ay. Son, 'tis the Faftiion to marry one 
Week, and feparate the next : I'll fet you a Precedent for 
it my fclf. In 
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In this time Welbom kneels with Olivia ; 

Sir Rowland takes *em up^ and kiffes *em. 

Sir Morg, Nay, if it be the Fafliion, Til e'en into the 

Country, and be merry with my Tenants, and hawk, and 

hunt, and Horfe-match. 

Prince, But now. Sir, 111 refign my Right to you, 
and content my felf with the Honour to have preferv*d 
her from the Fire. [Prince delivers MirtiUa to Sir 

Morgan, who receives her. 
Sir Morg, As Gad (hall fa' me, Sir, you're a civil Per- 
fon ; and now I find you can endure a Woman, Sir, 111 
give you leave to viiit her. 

Sir Row I. Well, fmce we're all agreed, and that the 
Fiddles are here, adfnigs well have a Dance, Sweet-heart, 
tho thou haft out-witted me. 

[Takes Terefia, George takes Lady Youthly, &»c. 
After the Dance, Lady Youthly weeps, 
Geo, What, weeping yet ? Here, Mr. Twang, take the 
Lady to your Care ; in thefe Cafes, there's nothing like 
the Confolation of your young Chaplain. 

The WiddWy with young Jointure, and old Face, 
Affeiled Mien, and amorous Grimace, 
U/es to fall to th^ younger Brother's Aare j 
But I by Fortune, andindufirious Care, 
Have got one thafs rich^ witty, young, and fair. 
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Spoken by Mr. Horden, 

WE'te grown impatient to be out of pain y 
A f^ fain wou'd know our Fortune y LofSy or Gain : 
The Merchants Phrafe mayn^t be improper now^ 
If ye our City Character allow, 
Butfomefpruce Critick, I hear,fwears ^tisflrange^ 
To take a pouder'd Beau off from the Exchange ; 
A place more fan^d for Band, and Drefs precife. 
For greafy Cuckolds^ Stockjobbers, and Lyes, 
Than for a Spark dtK Town : but now-a-^ays 
The Citfets up in Box, puffs, perfumes^ plays ; 
And tho he paffesfor a Man of Trade, 
Is the chief Squeaker at the Mafquerade, 
Let him his Sifter, or his Wife beware, 
'Tis not for nothing Courtiers go fo far. 
Thus for awhile he holds, till Cafh is found 
To be a Debtor many a woful Pound ; 
Then off he moves, and in another Year 
Turns true AlfaHan, or Sollicitor. 
For we {except dth^ Stage) fhallfeldom find. 
To a poor broken Beau, a Lady kind: 
Whilft pov/rful Guinea lafts, h^s wondrous pretty. 
And much thefinefi Gentleman dth^ City ; 
But when Fo&s empty, he's an odious Creature, 
Fough how heftinKS / h^cLs not one taking Feature ; 
Thenfuch an aukard Mein, and vulgar Senft, 
I vow I wonder at his Impudence, 
*Tis well Leiere appeared, George owes the Prize 
To the gay Monfieur, Footman, and LHfguifey 

Charms 
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Charms which few Englilh Women can withftand ; 
Whatcat^t a Man of Quality command? 
As to the Faults, or Merits of the Play, \ 

We leave you to be Judges of; yet fay, \ 

Ye ought injuftice to be kind to day, ) 

For to our Coh, alas, we foon fhall find, \ 

Perhaps not naif the Money ye defigfi^d, \ 

Confider, Sirs, it goes to be refin'd, ) 

Andfince in all Exchanges His a Notion, 
For what ye take to be in due Proportion ; 
So may wejuftly hope no wrong is done ye. 
If ye nave par of Wit, for par of Money. 



The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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